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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE 


T he Rostof family, which Tolstoy portrays with such warm inti- 
macy in War and Peace, presents a very special translation, 
problem, even to a bilingual translator. 

Russian lamilies such as the Rostols have a peculiarly Russian way 
of speaking. I’hey use so many difierent diminutives of given names, 
so many characteristically Russian endearments. I'he diminutives are 
particularly confusing to a foreign reader, for no sooner is Natalie 
established as Natalie, than she pops uj) as Natasha, or Natashenka, 
or even perhaps as Tata. For each character 1 have therefore chosen 
the one form of the given name that the other cliaracters use most fre- 
quently, and I have adhered to the one form throughout the story. 1 
hope this will eliminate the misunderstandings usually created by vari- 
ations of the same name. In this departure from other translations, I 
have, I may add, the lull approval of Countess Alexandra Tolstoy, 
daughter of the author of War and Peace. 

Every variation of a diminutive has a meaning of its own in Russian, 
a language quirk that further complicates the translator's task. When 
Natalie Rostof, known to relatives and friends as Natasha, is addressed 
as Natashenka, it means dear little Natasha. But should someone call 
her Natashka, that woidd be a mild criticism of her behavior, sug- 
gesting that she is a tomboy or a sliow-off. Russians love these diminu- 
tivcs-of'diminutivcs. They claim the language is eniirhcd by their use. 

IcTins of endearment, in Russian, are yet another translation prob- 
lem. In talking among ourselves. Countess Tolstoy and I, and mem- 
bers of lamilies with similar jrre-rcvoliilion background, strew our 
coincisation with aflectionate expressions such as dusha inoya (my 
soul); matushha (dear liitlt‘ mother); batyushka (dear little father); 
goluJicJiick (little pigeon), and many more of the same type. Men as 
we]] as women ]iave the custom cjf applying these endearme nts to each 
other in everyday talk. It is impossible to translate them literally into 
English. 1 he text would read like a bad comic act. Substitutes must be 
found, and they must convey the exact degree ol affection or intimacy. 

Unfortunately the most satislaciory expressions of this kind exist 
only in the Irish way of speaking, and to some extent in the speech of 
the Southern states of this country. 

In families of the Russian nobility, French was a second language. 
Children were trained in it by French governesses and tutors. In War 



AND Peace, this accounts for the many conversations written originally 
in French. 

The study of French in Russia was first encouraged by Empress 
Catherine II, Catherine the Great. She herself carried on a voluminous 
personal correspondence with Voltaire and other prominent French- 
men. After the defeat of Napoleon and his retreat from Russia, many 
of his oificers and soldiers remained behind. A large number of these 
men became tutors in Russian families. I'olstoy's generation grew up 
under their inllucnce. My father, Prince Peter Kropotkin, although of 
a younger generation, was tutored by a Monsieur Poulain, who had 
been a drummer boy in Napoleon’s army. Monsieur Poulain not only 
taught impeccable French, he made the language so habitual to his 
pupils that they in French, lliis duality of language became 

a way of life in educated Russian families. 

But even before Russia’s war with Napoleon, the noble families of 
Russia spoke French so currently that several of Tolstoy’s characters 
in War and Peace find ii dilficult to express themselves in Russian. 
All these Frencfi conveisaiions have now been translated into English, 
to make the reading of this great novel easier for all. 
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For THIRTEEN YEARS, off and on, there has been war in Euiopr; but now, 
in i8o^, there is an uneasy peace. The European rnonarrhs, who took 
arms in fright against the revolution that overthrew the Bourbon king 
of France, have had no success against the military genius of Napoleon 
Bonaparte. Only Britain, supreme by sea, remains at war with France; 
Russia, Austria, the other powers have loithdrawn. Napoleon has ille- 
gaily seized and summarily executed the young Due d'Enghien, Bourbon 
heir, and has crowned himself Emperor of the French. While the royal 
courts of Europe scoff at his pretensions (and call him Buonaparte to im- 
ply that he is neither royal nor even a Frenchman), Napoleon expands 
his empire. He prepares to invade England. He annexes the republics of 
Liguria (Genoa) and Lucca on the Italian peninsula. The European 
powers, fearful of losing their own territories, think once more of war. 




W Ki.L, prince, Genoa and Lucca arc now nothing more than 
estates ol the Bonaparte family. I warn you that if you do not 
tell Tue we are going to have war, if you still allow yourself to 
condone all the inlaniies, all the atrocities, ol this Antichrist— on my 
word 1 believe lie is Antichrist— I will not recognize you; that is the end 
of our Iriendship; you shall no longer be my faithful slave, as you call 
yourself, Lhere now, cheer up, cheer up, I see I frighten you. Come, sit 
down and tell me about it.'* 

Thus on a July evening in 1805 the well-known Anna Pavlovna 
Scherer, maid of honor and conlideniial Iriend of the Empress Maria 
Feodorovna, greeted the influential statesman Prince Vasili Kuragin, 
who was ilie fust to arrive at her lecepiion. 

Anna Pavlovna had lieen coughing for several days: she had the 
grippe, as she called it— grijjpe being then a new word used only by a 
few. 

Her notes ol invitation, disti iliuted that morning by a footman in red 
livery, had been written all alike to all: 

Count (or piince), if you have nothing better to do, and if the 
pros])ect of an evening with a poor invalid is not too frightful, I 
shall be very glad to see you tonight at my house between seven and 
ten. Anna Scherer. 

“OhI what a cruel attack!” exclaimed the prince, as he came forward 
in his embroitlered court unifoim, stockings, and diamond-buckled 
shoes, and with an expression of serenity on his fleshy face: he was not in 
the least distuibed by this receptif)n. 

He spoke that elegant French in which Russians formerly not only 



talked but also thought. He went up to Anna Pavlovna, kissed her hand, 
bending down to it his perfumed and polished bald head, and then he 
seated himself comfortably on the divan. 

“First tell me how you are feeling; calm your friend’s anxiety,” said 
he, not altering the tone of his voice, which, in spite of the gallant and 
sympathetic nature of his remark, still betrayed indifference and even 
raillery. 

“flow can one be well— when one’s moral sensibilities are so tor- 
mented? How in these days can anyone with feelings remain calm?” ex- 
claimed Anna Pavlovna. “You will spend the evening with me, I hope?” 

“But the English ambassador’s reception? 1 must show myself there,” 
said the prince. “My daughter is coming lor me, to take me there.” 

“1 thought that reception had been postponed. I confess all these fetes 
and fireworks are beginning to grow tiresome!” 

“If they had known you wished it, they would have postponed the re- 
ception.” 

Prince Vasili always spoke indolently, like an actor rehearsing an old 
part. Anna Pavlovna, on the contrary, in spite of her forty years, was full 
of vivacity and impulses. In fact, her peculiar social position depended 
upon her unfailing enthusiasm. 

“A propos,” she said, “this evening two very interesting men will be 
here: the Viscount de Montemart, connected with the Montmorencys 
through the Rohans, one of the best families in France. He is one of the 
decent emigrants of the genuine sort. And then the Abb6 Morio; do you 
know that profound mind? He has been received by the sovereign.” 

“Ah! I shall be most Iiappy,” said the prince. “But tell me,” he went on 
to say, as if something occurred to him for the first time, whereas in real- 
ity the matter was the chief object ol his visit, “is it true that the dowager 
empress wishes Baron Fiinke to be named as first secretary at Vienna? It 
seems to me that this baion is a wi etched creature.” 

Prince Vasili was anxious for his son to get this appointment, which 
others were trying to secure for the baron through the influence of the 
Empress Maria Feodorovna. 

Anna Pavlovna almost closed her eyes, to signify that neither she nor 
anyone else could tell what would satisfy or please the empress. 

“Baron Funke was recommended to the dowager emprc.ss by her sis- 
ter,” said she in a dry, melancholy tone. Whenever Anna Pavlovna spoke 
of the empress, her lace suddenly assumed a deep and genuine expression- 
of devotion and deference tinged with melancholy, and this was charac- 
teristic of her at all times when she was reminded of her august patroness. 

The prince said nothing and looked indifferent. Anna Pavlovna, with 
feminine quickness and a courtly dexterity characteristic cjf her, wished 
to give the prince a rap because he had dared to speak in dispraise of a 
person recommended to the empress, and at the same time to console 
ium. “But speaking of your family,” she added, “do you know that yout 
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daughter, since she came out, has roused the enthusiasm of our best so- 
ciety? She is considered to be as lovely as the day.' 

The prince bowed in token of his respect and gratitude. 

"I olten think," pursued Anna Pavlovna after a moment's silence, 
drawing a little closer to the prince and giving him a flattering smile, as 
if to imply that nothing more was to be said about politics and society, 
but tliat now they might have a confidential chat: "I often think how un- 
fairly the good things of life are distributed. Why should fate have given 
you two such sj)lendid children? 1 don't count Anatol, your youngest, I 
don't like him," she said decisively, and raising her brows. "Between you 
and me [lute her face assumed its melancholy expression], they have 
been talkitig about him at her majesty's, and they feel sorry for you." 

The prince made no reply, but she paused and looked at him signifi- 
cantly while waiting for his answer. He frowned. 

"What do you wish me to dol" he exclaimed at last. "You know I 
have done everything for their education that a father can do, and 
both have turned out imbeciles. Ippolit is at least only an inoffensive 
idiot, but Anatol is a nuisance. There is that difference between them," 
said he, with a smile more natural and animated than usual, and at 
the same time very distinctly displaying an unexpectedly coarse and 
disagreeable expiession in the wrinkles around his mouth. 

Anna Pavlovna was lost in thought. 

"Has it never occurred to you to find a wife for your prodigal son? 
They say old maids have a mania for matchmaking; I am not as yet 
conscious of this weakness, but I know a young girl who is very unhappy 
with her father; she is a relative of ours. Princess Bolkonsky." 

Prince Vasili made no reply, but the motion of his head showed that, 
with the swiftness of calculation and memory characteristic of men 
of the world, he was taking her suggestion into consideration. 

"Did you know that this Anatol costs me forty thousand a year?" 
said he, evidently unable to restrain the painful current of his thoughts. 
He hesitated: "What will it be five years hence, if it goes at this rate? 
That is the advantage of being a father. Is she rich, this princess 
of yours?" 

"Her father is very rich and stingy. He lives in the country. You 
know, he is that famous Prince Bolkonsky, who retired during the 
lifetime of the late emperor. He was nicknamed ‘The King of Prussia.' 
He is a man of genius, but full of whims and very trying. The poor 
little girl is as unhappy as she can be. She has a brother who recently 
married Lisa Mcincn. He is on Kutuzof’s staff. He will be here this 
evening." 

"Listen, my dear Annette," said the prince, suddenly taking his 
companion’s hand and bending it down for some reason. "Arrange 
this business lor me, and I will be your most faithful slave forever and 
ever. She is of good family and rich— that is all I require." 
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And with that easy and natural grace for which he was distinguished, 
he raised her hand, kissed it, and having kissed it, still retained it in 
his, while he settled back in his armchair and looked to one side. 

“Just waitr* said Anna Pavlovna, after a moment of consideration. 
“I will speak about it this evening to Lisa (young Bolkonsky's wife), 
and perhaps it can be arranged. I shall begin my old maid's appren- 
ticeship in your family.'' 


II 

Anna Pavlovna's drawing-room gradually began to be filled. The 
highest aristocracy of Petersburg came; people most widely differing 
in age and in character, but alike in that they all belonged to the same 
class of society. Prince Vasili's daughter, the beautiful Helene, came, 
in order to go with her father to the ambassador's reception. She was 
in ball dress and wore the imperial decoration. There came also the 
little, young Princess Bolkonsky, known as “the most fascinating woman 
in Petersburg.*' She had been married during the winter before, and 
now, owing to her condition, had ceased to appear at large entertain- 
ments, but still went to small receptions. Prince Ippolit, Prince Vasili's 
son, came with Montemart, whom he was introducing. The Abb6 
Morio and many others also came. 

The young Princess Bolkonsky had brought some work in a gold- 
embroidered velvet bag. Her pretty little upper lip, just shaded by an 
almost imperceptible down, was rather short, but all the more fasci- 
nating when it displayed her teeth, and more fascinating still when 
she drew it down a little and closed it against the underlip. As is 
always the case with perfectly charming women, her delect of a short 
lip and a half-open mouth seemed like a distinction, her peculiar beauty. 

“I have brought my work,'' she said, opening her reticule, and ad- 
dressing the whole company in French. “Now see here, Annette, don't 
play a naughty trick on me," she went on, turning to the hostess. “You 
wrote me that it was to be a little informal soirde; see how unsuitably 
I am dressedi'' 

And she spread out her arms so as to display her elegant gray gown 
trimmed with lace and belted high with a wide ribbon. 

“Do not be disturbed, Lisa,'' replied Anna Pavlovna, “you will al- 
ways be the most beautiful of all.'' 

“You know my husband is deserting me,'' continued the young 
princess, still in French, and addressing a general. “He is going to 
meet his death. Tell me, why this wretched war?” she added, this 
time speaking to Prince Vasili; and without waiting for his rejoinder, 
she made some remark to Prince Vasili's daughter, the handsome 
Helene. 
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“What a charming creature that little princess isl“ whispered Prince 
Vasili to Anna Pavlovna. 

Shortly after the young princess’ arrival, a huge, stout young man 
came in. His head was close-cropped, he had on eyeglasses, and he 
wore stylish light trousers, an immense frill, and a cinnamon-colored 
coat. This stout young man was the illegitimate son of Count Bezukhof, 
a famous grandee of Catherine’s time, now lying at the point of death 
in Moscow, lie had not as yet entered any branch of the service, having 
just returned from abroad, where he had been educated, and this was 
his first appearance in society. Anna Pavlovna welcomed him with a 
nod reserved for men of the very least importance in the hierarchy of 
her salon. But notwithstanding this greeting, almost contemptuous in 
its way, Anna Pavlovna’s face, as Pierre came toward her, expressed 
anxiety arul dismay such as one experiences at the sight of anything 
too huge and out oi j^lace. Pierre was indeed rather taller than anyone 
else in the room, but her disma^' may have been caused only by the 
young man’s intelligent, and at the same time diffident, glance, so honest 
and keen that it distinguished him from everyone else in the room. 

“It is very kind ol you, Monsieur Pierre, to come and see a poor 
invalid,’’ said Anna Pavlovna. 

Pierre blurted out some incoherent reply, and continued to let his 
eyes wande r aiound the assembly. He smiled with pleasure and bowed 
to the little |)rin(ess <is il she were an intimate friend. 

Anna Pavlovna walk(‘d up and down her drawing-room, and as she 
came to .some group that was silent, or that was talking too excitedly, 
by a single word or a slight transposition set the talking machine in 
regular decorcjiis running ordei again. But while she was occupied with 
these labors, it could be seen that she was in especial dread of Pierre. 
She watched limi anxiously while he went to listen to what was said 
in the circle around Moiuemart, and then joined another grcjup where 
the abbcl* was discouising. 

Pierre knew that all the intellect ol Peteisburg was gathered here, 
and like a child in a toy show he kept his eyes open. He was all the 
time atiaid ol missing some clever conversation that might interest 
him. As he saw the .issured and icfined expressions on the faces of 
those gathcied heie, he was ever on the lookcnit for something especially 
iniellet I ual. He stood waiting a chance to air his opinions, as young 
men aie lond ol doing. 

In MontiMitari’s circle they had immediately begun to discuss the 
minder ol ilie Due d’Kiighien. d’he viscount maintained that the duke 
had lallen a \ictim ol his own magnanimity, and that there had been 
j)ersonal uasons lor Bonaparte's ill will. 

“.\h! dieie now, tell us about it, viscount,” said Anna Pavlovna 
eagerly. 

1 he viscount bowed in token of submission, and smiled urbanely. 
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Anna Pavlovna made her circle close in around the viscount, and in- 
vited all to hear his account. 

“Come over here, dear Helene,” she said to the lovely young princess, 
who was seated at some little distance, the center 6f a second group. 

Princess Elena stood up, smiling that unchanging smile with which 
she first came into the room— the smile of a perfectly beautiful woman. 
With the rustle of her white ball dress, ornamented with smilax and 
moss, with shoulders gleaming white, with glossy hair and flashing 
gems, she made her way through the ranks of men, who stood aside to 
let her pass; and not looking at anyone in particular, but smiling on 
all as though amiably granting each one the privilege of admiring 
the beauty of her form, of her plump shoulders, of her beautiful bosom 
and back, exposed by the low cut of dress then in vogue, seeming to 
personify the radiance of festivity, she crossed straight over to Anna 
Pavlovna. Helene was so lovely that not only did she display no 
sliadc of cocpictry but even seemed to be conscience-stricken at her 
indubitable and all-conquering maidenly beauty. She seemed to have 
the will but not the power to diminish the effect of her loveliness. 

“What a beautiful girl!” was remarked by all who saw her. 

7'he viscount, as if overwhelmed by something extraordinary, 
shrugged his shoulders and dropped his eyes as she took her seat in 
front of him and turned upon him the radiance of that perpetual smile. 

“Madame, 1 fear my ability is not on a par with such an audience,” 
he said, inclining his head with a smile. 

The young princess r(,‘sicd her bate round arm on the table, and 
did not think she needed to reply. She smiled and waited. 

The viscount gave a very clever rendering of an anecdote at that 
time going the rounds, to the eftcct that the Due d'Enghicn had gone 
secretly to Paris to sec Mile, George, and there met Bonaparte, who 
also enjoyed the favors of the famous actress; and that Napoleon on 
meeting the duke there happened to fall into one of the epileptic fits 
to which he was subject, and thus came into the duke's power; but 
the duke refrained Irom taking advantage of it, while Bonaparte re- 
venged himself for such magnanimity by compassing the duke's death. 
'I'lie story was very nice and interesting, especially at the place where 
the rivals suddenly recognize each other, and the ladies, it appeared, 
were moved. 

“Charming!” exclaimed Anna Pavlovna. 

“Charming,” whispered the little princess, looking for her needle 
in her work, as if to signify that the interest and fascination of the story 
had prevented her from going on with her sewing. 

A new personage appeared in the drawing-room. This new personage 
was young Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, the husband of the little princess. 
Prince Bolkonsky was a very handsome young man of medium height, 
with strongly marked and stern features. Everything about him, from 
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the dull and weary expression of his eyes to the measured deliberation 
of his step, presented a striking contrast to his lively little wife. He 
was not only acquainted, it seemed, with everyone in the room, but 
found them so tedioiis that even to look at them and hear their voices 
was a great bore. Of all the tiresome faces, the face of his lovely little 
wife apparently bored him most. With a grimace that disfigured his 
handsome face, he turned away from her. He kissed Anna Pavlovna's 
hand, and with half-closed eyes looked around at the assembly. 

“So you are getting ready for war, prince?" asked Anna Pavlovna. 

“General Kutuzof has been kind enough to desire me as his aide- 
de-camp." 

He sf)oke in Frencli and, like a Frenchman, accented the last syllable 
of Kutuzof’s name. 

“And Lisa, your wife?" 

“She will gf) into the country." 

“Isn’t it a sin for you to deprive us of your charming wife?" 

“Andrei," exclaimed the little princess, addressing her husband in 
the same co(|uettish tone that she employed toward strangers, “such 
a fascinating story the viscount has been telling us about Mile. George 
and Bonaparte 1” 

Prince Andrei frowned and turned away. Pierre, who from the 
moment when Prince .^Vndrei entered the room had not taken his 
merry kindly eyes from Iiim, now came up and took him by the arm. 
Prince Andrei, without looking round, again contracted his face into 
a grimace exfiiessing annoyance that anyone should touch his arm; 
but when he saw Pierre’s smiling face, he smiled with an unexpectedly 
kind and pleasant smile. 

“What is tliis! You also in gay society?" said he to Pierre. 

“1 knew that vou would In* here," replied Pierre. “I will go home 
to supper with you,” he added in a whisper, so as not to disturb the 
viscount, who was piocceding with liis story; “may I?" 

“No, it’s inij)ossil)le!’’ said Prince Andrei, laughing, and by a pressure 
of the hand giving Pie rre to understand that he had no need of asking 
such a (] nest ion. 

He had soineiliing more on the tip of his tongue, but at this moment 
Prince V^asili and his daughter arose and the two young men stood 
aside to givt* them room to pass. Princess Elena, gracefully holding the 
folds of lH*r dress, made hei way among the chairs, and the smile on 
her lo\elv lace was more radiant than ever. Pierre looked with almost 
startled, enthusiastic eyes at the beauty as she passed by him. 

“Veiy handsome." said Piince Andrei. 

“Very, ” s.iid Pierre*. 

As he went by. Prince Vasili seized Pierre by the hand and turned to 
Anna Pavlovna. 
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“Train this bear for me,” said he. “Here he has been living a montll 
at my house, and this is the first time that I have seen him in society. 
Nothing is so advantageous for a young man as the society of clever 
women.” 


Ill 

An elderly lady jumped up hastily and followed Prince Vasili into 
the entry. Her face lost all its former pretense of interest. Her kind, 
»ear-worn face expressed only anxiety and alarm. 

“What can you tell me, prince, about my Boris?” she said, as she 
followed him. “I cannot stay any longer in Petersburg. Tell me what 
tidings I can take to my poor boy.” 

Although Prince Vasili’s manner in listening to the old lady was 
reluctant and almost uncivil, and even showed impatience, still she 
gave him a flattering and affectionate smile and took his arm to keep 
him from going. 

“What would it cost you to say a word to the emperor; and then 
he would be at once admitted to the Guardsl” she added. 

“Be assured that I will do all I can, princess,” replied Prince Vasili; 
“but it is hard for me to ask his majesty: I would advise you to appeal 
to Rumyantsof through Prince Galitsin. That would be wiser.” 

The elderly lady was Princess Anna Mikhailovna Drubetskoy. and 
belonged to one of the best families in Russia, but she was poor, had 
long been out of society, and had lost her former connections. She had 
now come to town to secure the admittance of her only son into the 
Imperial Guards. Merely for the sake of meeting Prince Vasili, she 
had accepted Anna Pavlovna's invitation and come to the reception. 
Her once handsome face expressed vexation, but this lasted only an 
instant. She smiled again and clasped Prince Vasili’s arm more firmly. 

“Listen, prince,” she said, “I have never asked anything of you, and 
I never shall ask anything of you again and I have never reminded 
you of the friendship that my lather had for you. But now I beg of 
you, in God’s name, do this lor my son— and I will look upon you as 
our benefactor,” she added hastily. “No, don’t be angry, but promise 
me this. I have asked Galitsin; he refused. Be kind as you used to be I” 
she said, trying to smile, though the tears were in her eyes. 

“Papa, we shall be late,” said Princess Elena, turning her lovely 
head on her classic shoulders as she stood waiting at the door. 

Now influence in society is a capital which has to be economized 
lest it be exhausted. Prince Vasili understood this, and having once 
come to the conclusion that if he asked favors tor everybody who 
applied to him, it would soon be impossible to ask anything for himself, 
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he rarely exerted his influence. Princess Drubetskoy's last appeal, how- 
ever, caused him to feel something like a pang of conscience. She 
reminded him of the lact that he owed to her father his first advance- 
ment in his career. Moreover, he saw by her manner that she was one 
of those w(jinen, notably moiheis, who, having once got a notion into 
their heads, do not desist until their desires are gratified, and in case 
they fail ate ready every day, every moment, with fresh urgencies and 
even wenes. I'his last considei ation turned the scale with him. 

"Dear prin<ess," said he, with his usual familiarity and with ill- 
hurnoi in his voice; “it is almost impossible lor me to do what you 
wksh; but to show you how fond I am of you, and how much I honor 
your father’s memory, I will do the impossible; your son shall be ad- 
mitted to the Guards, here is my hand on it. Are you satisfied?" 

“My dear, you are our benefactor. I expected nothing less from you 
—I knew how kind you were." He started to go. “Wait, two words 
more. Wlren once he is admitted . . ." she hesitated. “You and Mikhail 
llarionovitch Kutuzof are good friends, do recommend Bor is to him as 
aide-dc-t.uu|). Then I should be content, and then—" 

Ihince V'asili smiled. 

“7’hat 1 will not jrromise. You have no idea how Kutuzof has been 
besieged since he was apfiointed comrnander-in-chief. He himself told 
me that all the ladies of Moscow had offered him all their sons as 
adjutants." 

“No, promise me; 1 will not let you go, my dear friend, my 
benefactor—" 

“Papa," again insisted the beautiful Helene, in the same tone, “we 
shall be late." 

“Well, au revoii, good-by. Do you see?" 

“ I hen tomoirow you will speak to the emperor?" 

“Without fail, [)ut 1 cannot promise about Kutuzof.” 

“No, but |>i()mise, promise, Vasili,” insisted Anna Mikhailovna, 
with a cocjuettish smile which perhaps in days long gone might have 
been becoming to her, but now' ill suited her haggard face. She returned 
lo the gioup where the viscount w'as still telling stories, and again 
she pietc nded to listen, though she was anxiously waiting for the time 
to gt). now' that her purj^ose w'as accomplished. 

If Bonaparte remains a year longer on the throne of France, things 
w'lll have gone cjiiite too tar," the viscount was saying, like a man who, 
without listening to others, and considcTing himself the best informed 
on am subject, insists on following the lead ot his ow’ii thoughts. “By 
inti igue, violence, proscriptions and capital punishment, society, I mean 
good society. FiTiich society, will be utterly destroyed, and then-" 

1 ha\e recently heard, remarked Pierre, with a flushed face ven- 
turing to take part in the conversation, “that almost all the nobility 
liave gone o\er to Bonaparte." 
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“Not at a]l,” said the viscount. “After the murder of the duke, even 
the most partial ceased to look on him as a hero.” 

“The punishment of the Due d’Enghien,” said Pierre, “was an im- 
perial necessity, and I for one regard it as magnanimous of Napoleon 
not to hesitate to assume the sole responsibility for this act.“ 

'‘Dieu! man Dieu!” exclaimed Anna Pavlovna, in a whisper of 
dismay. 

“What, Monsieur Pierrel you see magnanimity in assassination?*’ 
exclaimed the little princess, smiling and moving her work nearer 
to her. 

“Ahl . . . Ohl" said different voices. 

The viscount merely shrugged his shoulders. 

Pierre looked triumphantly at the company over his spectacles. 

“I say this,” he went on to explain, in a sort of desperation, “because 
the Houibons fled from the revolution, leaving their people a prey 
to anarchy. And Napoleon was the only man able to understand the 
revolution, to conquer it; and consequently, for the sake of the general 
good, he could not hesitate over the life of an individual.” 

“Don’t you want to come over to this table?” suggested Anna 
Pavlovna. 

But Pierre, without heeding her, went on with his discourse. 

“No,” said he, growing more and more excited, “Napoleon is great 
because he stands superior to the revolution, because he has stamped 
out its abuses, preserving all that was good— the equality of citizens, 
and freedom of speech and of the press, and only thus he gained power.” 

“Yes, if, when he gained the power, instead of using it for assassina- 
tion, he had restored it to the legitimate king,” said the viscount, 
“then I would have called him a great man.” 

“But he could not do that. The power was granted him by the 
people solely that he might deliver them from the Bourbons, and 
because they saw that he was a great man. The revolution was a 
mighty fact,” continued Monsieur Pierre, betraying by this desperate 
and forced proposition his extreme youth and his propensity to speak 
out whatever was in his mind, 

“Revolution and regicide are mighty factsi . . . After this . . . but 
will you not come over to this table?” insisted Anna Pavlovna. 

“I am not talking about regicide, I am talking about ideas.” 

“Yes, ideas of pillage, murder, and regicide,” suggested an ironical 
voice. 

“I’hose are the extremes, of course, and the real signiBcance is not 
in such things, but in the rights of man, in emancipation 'from preju- 
dices, in equality of the citizens; and all these principles Napoleon 
has preserved in all their integrity.” 

“Liberty and equalityl” exclaimed the viscount scornfully, as if he 
had at last made up his mind seriously to prove to this young man 



all the foolishness of his arguments. “All high-sounding words wnich 
long ago were shown to be dangerous. Who does not love liberty and 
equality? Our Saviour himself preached liberty and equality. But after 
the revolution were' men any happier? On the contrary! We wanted 
freedom, and Bonaparte has destroyed it.“ 

Prince Andrei with a smile looked now at Pierre, now at the viscount, 
now at the hostess. During the first instant of Pierre’s outbreak, Anna 
Pavlovna was appalled, notwithstanding her experience in society; but 
when site saw that Pierre’s sacrilegious utterances did not make the 
viscount lose his temper, and when she became convinced that it was 
impossible to check them, she collected her forces, and taking the 
viscount’s side, she attacked the young orator. 

“But, my dear Monsieur Pierre,’’ said Anna Pavlovna, “how can 
you call a man great who can put to death a duke— simply a man, 
when you come to analyze it— without trial and without cause?’’ 

“And the prisoners in Africa, whom he killed?’’ suggested the little 
princess. “I'hat was horrible!’’ and she shrugged her shoulders. 

“He is a low fellow, whatever you may say.’’ 

Monsieur Pierre did not know which one to answer; he looked at 
them all and smiled. His smile was unlike other men’s, falsely com- 
pounded ol seriousness. Whenever a smile came on his face, the serious 
and even stern expression suddenly vanished and in its place came 
another, genial, frank, and like that of a child asking forgiveness. 

Suddenly Prince Ippolit arose, and with a gesture of his hand de- 
taining the company, and begging them to be seated, he went on to say: 

“Oh, I was told today such a charming Russian story. I must give 
you the benefit of it. You will excuse me, viscount, I must tell it in 
Russian. Otherwise, the flavor ol the story will be lost.’’ 

And Prince Ipjiolit began to speak in Russian, with much the same 
fluency as Frenchmen who have spent a year in Russia usually attain. 
All stopped to listen, because Prince Ippolit had been so strenuously 
urgent in attracting their attention to his story. 

“In Moscow there is a lady, tme dame, and she is very miserly. She 
has to have two footmen behind her carriage. And very tall ones. That 
was her hobby. And she had a chambermaid, who was also very tall. 
She said—” Here Prince Ippolit paused to think, evidently at a loss to 
( ollec t his wits. 

She said— yes, she said, ‘Girl (to her femme de chambre), put on a 
livery and go with me, behind the carriage, and make some calls.’ ’’ 

Here Prince Ij^polit snickeied and laughed long before his hearers, 
and their silence pioduced a very disheartening effect upon the nar- 
rator. However, a few', including the elderly lady and Anna Pavlovna, 
smiled. 

“She drove off. Suddenly a strong wind blew up. The girl lost her 
hat and her long hair came down.’’ 
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Here he could not hold in any longer, but through his bursts of 
broken laughter he managed to say these words: “And everyone knew 
about it.“ 

That was the end of the anecdote. Although it was incomprehensible 
why he told it, and why he felt called on to tell it in Russian rather 
than French, still Anna Pavlovna and the others appreciated Prince 
Ippolit's cleverness in so agreeably putting an end to Monsieur Pierre's 
disagreeable and stupid outburst. 

Alter the anecdote, the company broke up into little groups, busily 
engaged in insignificant small talk about some ball that had been or 
some ball that was to be, or the theater, or when and where they should 
meet again. 


IV 

Congratulating Anna Pavlovna on what they called her charming 
soiree, the guests began to take their departure. 

Pierre, as we have already said, was awkward. Stout, of more than 
average height, broad-shouldered, with huge red hands, he had no 
idea of the proper way to enter a drawing-room, and still less the 
proper way of making his exit; in other words, he did not know how 
to make some especially agreeable remark to his hostess before taking 
his leave. Moreover, he was absent-minded. He got up, and instead 
of taking his own hat he seized the plumed three-cornered hat of some 
general and held it, pulling at the feathers until the general c»me and 
asked him to surrender it. But all his absent-mindedness and clumsiness 
about entering a drawing-room and about suitable subjects of con- 
versation were redeemed by his expression of genuine goodness, sim- 
plicity, and modesty. 

Anna Pavlovna turned to him, and with Christian sweetness ex- 
pressing her forgiveness for his behavior, nodded to him, and said, “I 
hope I shall see you again, but I hope also that you will change your 
opinions, my dear Monsieur Pierre." 

He could find no words to answer her; he only bowed, and let 
everyone again see his smile, which really said nothing except this: 
“Opinions are opinions, and you can see what a good and noble 
young man 1 am." And all, Anna Pavlovna included, could not help 
feeling this. 

Prince Andrei went into the anteroom, allowed the lackey to throw 
his mantle over his shoulders, and with cool indifference listened to 
the chatter of his wife and Prince Ippolit, who had also come into the 
anteroom. 

Prince Ippolit stood near the pretty little princess, and stared straight 
at her through his lorgnette. 



“Go back, Annette, you will take cold,” said the little princess, by 
way of farewell to Anna Pavlovna. “It is all understood,” she added, 
in an undertone. 

Anna PavJovna Had already had a chance to speak a word with 
Lisa about the suggested match between Anatol and the little princess' 
sister-in-law. 

“I shall depend upon you, my dear,” said Anna Pavlovna, also in 
an undertone. “You wiitc to her and tell me how her father will look 
at it. Au revoir.” And she went back from the anteroom. 

“I am very glad that I did not go to the ambassador's,” said Prince 
Ippolit. “A bore— we’ve had a lovely evening, haven’t we? Lovely.” 

“I'hey say it will be a very fine ball,” replied the princess, curling 
her downy lip. “All the pretty women in society will be there.” 

“Not all, because you are not there, certainly not all,” said Prince 
Ipj)olit, gaily laughing; and taking the shawl from the servant, he 
pushed him away and began to wrap it around the princess. Either 
through awkwardness or intentionally (no one could tell which), it 
was a long time before he took his arms away from her, even after the 
shawl \^^'is well wrapjred round her, and he seemed to be embracing 
the young woman. 

Prince Andrei's eyes were closed; he seemed so tired and sleepy I 

“Excuse me, sir,” he said in a cold, disagreeable tone, addressing 
Prince Ippolit, who stood in his way. 

“I shall expect you, Pierre,” said the same voice, but warmly and 
affectionately. 

The j^ostdion whipped up the horses and the carriage rolled noisily 
away. Prince Ippolit laughed nervously, as he stood on the steps, wait- 
ing for the viscount, whom he had promised to take home. 

“Well, my dear fellow, yoiii little princess is charming, very charm- 
ing,” said the viscount, as he took his seat in the carriage with Ippolit; 
“yes, indeed, she’s charming.” He kissed the lips of his fingers. “And 
really quite Frerichy.” Ippolit roared with laughter. 

“And do vou know, you are terrible with your little innocent ways,” 
continued the viscount. “1 pity the poor husband— that little officer 
who puts on the airs of a reigning prince.” 

I[)polit again went off into a burst of laughter, through which he 
managed to articulate: 

“And yet you said that the Russian ladies were not anywhere equal 
to the French ladies! One must know how to manage them.” 

Pierre, being the first to reach the house, went into Prince Andrei's 
own room like one thoroughly at home, and immediately stretched 
himself out on the divan, as his habit was, took up the first book that 
he found on the shelf— it w^as Cersar^s Commentaries — and leaning on 
his elbow began to read in the middle of the volume. 

“What have you been doing to Mile. Scherer? She will be quite sick 
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now," said Prince Andrei, coming into the room and rubbing his small 
white hands together. 

Pierre turned over with his whole body, making the divan creak, 
looked up at Prince Andrei with an eager face, smiled and waved his 
hand. 

“It is not good form, my dear fellow, always and everywhere to say 
what you think. But have you come to any final decision yet as to your 
career? Will you be a horse-guardsman or a diplomat?” asked Prince 
Andrei after a moment’s silence. 

Pierre sat up on the divan, doubling his legs under him. 

“Imagine, I have not the slightest idea yet. Neither one pleases me.” 

Pierre at the age of ten had been sent abroad with an abbe for a 
tutor, and had remained there till he was twenty. On his return to 
Moscow, his father dismissed the abbe and said to the young man: 

“Now go to Petersburg, look about, and take your choice. I give 
my consent to anything. Here is a letter to Prince Vasili, and here is 
money for you. Write me about everything, and I will help you.” 

Pierre had been trying for three months to choose a career, and had 
not succeeded. 

“That is all nonsense,” said Prince Andrei, stopping him short; “let’s 
talk about your affairs. Have you been to the Horse Guards?” 

“No, not yet, but here is an idea that occurred to me and I wanted 
to tell you; now there is war against Napoleon. If it had been a war 
for freedom, I would have taken part, I would have been the first to 
enter the military service; but to help England and Austria against 
the greatest man in the world, that is not good.” 

Prince Andrei merely shrugged his shoulders at Pierre’s childish talk. 
He pretended that it was impossible to reply to such stupidities, but 
in reality it was difficult to treat this naive statement in any other way. 

“If all men made war only for their convictions, there would be 
no war,” said he. 

“That would be splendid,” said Pierre. 

Prince Andrei laughed. 

“Very likely it would be splendid, but it will never be.” 

“Now, why arc you going to war?” asked Pierre. 

“Why? I don’t know. It must be so. Be sides, I'm going—” he paused. 
“I am going because the life I lead here, my life, is not to my taste.” 
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The rustle of a woman’s gown was heard in the adjoining room. 
As if caught napping, Prince Andrei shook himself, and his face as- 
sumed the same expression it had worn in Anna Pavlovna’s drawing- 
room. Pierre put his feet down from the sofa. The princess came in. 



She had already changed her gown for another, a house dress, but 
equally fresh and elegant. Pi ince Andrei got up and courteously pushed 
forward an easy-chair. 

“Why is it, I often wonder,“ she remarked, speaking as always in 
French, and at the same time briskly and spryly sitting down in the 
easy-chair, “why Annette never married? How stupid you all are, 
messieurs, that you never married her. You will excuse me for saying 
so, but you have not the slightest notion how to talk with women. 
What an argucr you are. Monsieur Pierre.' 

“Your hushancl and I were just this moment arguing. I cannot un- 
derstand why he wants to go to war," said Pierre, addressing the princess 
without any of the embarrassment so commonly shown in the relations 
of a young man toward a young w^oman. 

The princess gave a start. Evidently Pierre’s words touched her to 
the quick. 

“Ah, that is exactly what I say!” said she. “I do not understand, really 
I do not understand why men cannot live without war. Why is it that 
we women do not want it and do not need it at all? Everybody knows 
him. Everybody esteems him. He might very easily be even one of his 
majesty’s aides. You know the emperor spoke very cordially with him. 
Annette and 1 have talked it all over; it might be very easily arranged. 
What do you think?’’ 

Pieire glanced at Prince Andrei, and seeing that this conversation 
did not please his Iriend, made no reply to her. 

“Wlu‘n are you going?” he asked. 

“Ah I don’t speak ol going, don’t speak of it. I do not wish to hear a 
word ol itl” exclaimed the })rince.ss, in the same capriciously vivacious 
tone in which she had spoken to Ippolit. It was obviously out of place 
in the family circle, in which Pierre w^as an adopted member. 

“Today when it came over me that I had to break oft from all these 
pleasant relations -and then, you know, Andrei”— she blinked her eyes 
significantly at her husband. “1 drc*ad it, I dread it,” she whispered, 
making a shiver run down her back. 

Her husband looked at her with a surprised expression, as if for 
the fust time he had nc:)ticed that anyone besides himself and Pierre 
had come into the room. Then with a cool politeness he addressed 
his wile, incpiiringly: “What is it that you dread, Lisa? 1 cannot under- 
stand,” said he. 

“Now how selfish all you men are, all, all selfish. Simply from his 
own whim, Gcul knows wliy, he deserts me, shuts me up in the country 
alone.” 

With my father and sister, don’t forget that,” said Prince Andrei, 
gently. 

All alone, just the same, away from my friends— and he expects me 
not to be alraid.” 
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Her tone grew querulous; her lip was lifted, so that her face looked 
not mirthful, but repulsive and like a squirrel’s. She paused, as if she 
regarded it as indecorous to speak of her condition before Pierre, 
though this was the real secret of her fear. 

“And still I do not understand what you dread,” said Prince Andrei 
deliberately, not taking his eyes from his wife. 

The princess blushed and spread open her hands with a gesture of 
despair. 

“No, Andrei, I insist upon it, you have changed so!” 

“Your doctor bids you go to bed earlier,” said Prince Andrei. “You 
had better retire.” 

The princess made no answer, and suddenly her short downy lip 
trembled; Prince Andrei, shrugging his shoulders, began to walk up 
and down the room. 

Pierre gazed through his glasses with naive curiosity, first at him, 
then at the princess, and made a motion as if he also would get up, 
but then changed his mind. 

“What difference does it make to me if Monsieur Pierre is here!” 
suddenly exclaimed the little princess, and her pretty face at the same 
time was contracted into a tearful grimace. “I have been wanting for 
a long time to ask you, Andrei, why you have changed toward me so? 
What have 1 done to you? You are going to the army, you do not pity 
me at all. Why is it?” 

“Lisa!” exclaimed Prince Andrei, but this one word carried an en- 
treaty, a threat, and above all a conviction that she herself would 
regret what she had said; but she went on hurriedly: 

“You treat me as if I were ill or a child. 1 see it all. You were not 
so six months ago.” 

“Lisa, I beg of you to stop,” said Prince Andrei, still more earnestly. 

Pierre, growing more and more agitated as this conversation pro- 
ceeded, arose and went to the princess. He evidently could not endure 
the sight of tears, and he himself was ready to weep. 

“Calm yourself, princess. This is only your fancy, because, I as- 
sure you, I myself have experienced . . . and so . . . because . . . 
No, excuse me, a stranger is in the way ... No, calm yourself . . . 
good-by.” 

Prince Andrei detained him, taking him by the arm: 

“No, stay, Pierre. The princess is so kind that she will not have the 
heart to deprive me of the pleasure of spending the rest of the evening 
with you.” 

“Yes, he only thinks about his own pleasure!” exclaimed the princess, 
not restraining her angry tears. 

“Lisa,” said Prince Andrei, dryly, raising his voice sufficiently to 
show that his patience was exhausted. 

Suddenly the angry, squirrel-likc expression on the princess’ pretty 
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little face changed to one of alarm, both fascinating and provocative 
ot sympathy; her bcautilul eyes looked from under her long laslies at 
her husband, and there came into her lace that timid look of subjection 
a dog has when it wags its drooping tail quickly but doubtfully. 

“A/ow Duni! Mo 7 i DicuT niuitered lire princess, and gathering up 
the skirt of her dress with one hand, she went to her husband and 
kissed him on the loiehead. 

"Good night, Lisa," said Prince Andrei, getting up and courteously 
kissing her hand as i( sfie were a stranger. 

1 he Iricrrds were silent. Neither felt like being the first to speak. 
Pierre looked at Prince Andrei; Prince Arrdrei rubbed his forehead 
with his slender hand. 

"Let’s have some siqrjrer," said he with a sigh, getting up and going 
to the door. 

'I hey went irrto the dining room, elegantly, newly and richly fur- 
nished in the latest style. Everything, from the napkins to the silver, 
the china, and the glassware, had that peculiar imprint of newness 
charac t(“i isiic ol the i siahlishmeni of a young couple. In the midst of 
supper Prince Andrei leaned forward on his elbows, and, like a man 
who has lor a long time iracl somclliing on his heart and suddenly 
deterniinc'S to conlcss it, he began to talk wdth an expression of nervous 
exasperation such as Prc'rre had ne ver before bcdrcdcl in his friend: 

"Never, never ge‘l married, rny Iriendl This is my advice to you. Do 
not marry until you have come to the conclusion that you have done 
all it is in your |)ower to do, and until you have ceased to love the 
woman whom you have chosen, until you have seen clearly what she 
is; otherwise you will make a sad and irreparable mistake. When you 
are old and good for nothing, then get married. . . . Otherwise, all 
that is gcxrcl and noble irr you will be thrown away. All wdll be wasted 
in trifles. Yes, yes, yes! Dcm’t look at me in such amazement. If ever 
you have any hope ol an\ thing ahead of you, you will be made to 
fc'cl at every step tlrat, as far as you arc concerned, all is at an end, 
all closed to you, extcpi tlu' di awdrrg-room, where you will rank with 
couil lackiws and idiots ddiat's a lacl!" 

lie wavc'd his hand energetically. 

Pierre look off his spectacles, and this made his face, as he gazed in 
ania/c'inent at his friend, even more ex})ressi\e than usual of his good- 
ness of heart. 

Mv w'ilc’, continued Prince Andrei, "is a lovely woman. She is 
one ol those lew women to Axhom a man can feel that his honor is 
salelv intrusic'd; but, m\ God! what w'ould I not give at this moment 
if I W’ere not man ic'd! ^ on are the fir st and only person to whom I 
have said this, and it is because I io\e vou." 

Prince Andr ei, in saying this, w’as still less like the Bolkonsky who, 
that same evening, had been sitting in Anna Pavlovna’s casy-chairs, 
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murmuring French phrases as he blinked his eyes. Every muscle in 
his spare face was quivering with nervous strain; his eyes, in which 
the fire of life had seemed to be extinguished, now gleamed with a 
fierce and intense brilliancy. It was evident that) however apathetic 
he might appear in ordinary circumstances, he more than made up 
for it by his energy at moments of almost morbid excitability. 

“You cannot understand why I say this to you,’' he went on. “Why, 
it is the whole history of a life. You talk about Bonaparte and his 
career,” said he, although Pierre had not said a word about Bonaparte. 
“You talk about Bonaparte, but Bonaparte, when he was toiling, went 
step by step straight for his goal; he was free; he let nothing stand 
between him and his goal, and he reached it. But tic yourself to a 
woman and you are like a prisoner in chains, your whole freedom is 
destroyed. And in proportion as you feel that you have hope and 
powers, the more you will be weighed down and tormented with regrets. 
Drawing-rooms, tittle-tattle, balls, vulgar show, meanness— such is the 
charmed circle from which I cannot escape. I am now getting ready for 
the war, the greatest war that ever was, and yet I know nothing and am 
fit for nothing. I am very, very likable and very keen,” continued Prince 
Andrei, “and at Anna Pavlovna’s they like to hear me talk. And this 
stupid society, without which my wife cannot live, and these women 
... If you could only know what all these distinguished women and 
women in general amount to! My father is right. Egotism, ostentations, 
stupidity, meanness in every respect— such are women when they show 
themselves as they are. You see them in society and think they amount 
to something, but they are nothing, notliing, nothing! No, don’t marry, 
old fellow, don’t marry,” said Prince Andrei in conclusion. 

“It seems ridiculous to me,” said Pierre, “that you should regard 
yourself as incompetent and your life as spoiled. Everything is before 
you— everything. And you . . 

He did not finish his sentence, but his very tone made it evident 
how highly he prized his friend and how much he expected from him 
in the future. 

Hoiu can he speak so! thought Pierre, who cc^nsidcred Prince Andrei 
the model ot all accomplishments, for the very reason that Prince 
Andrei united in himself, to the highest degree, all those qualities 
that were lacking in Pierre and that more nearly than anything else 
express the concept, will power. Pierre always admired Prince Andrei’s 
ability to meet, with perfect ease, all sorts of people; his extraordinary 
memory, his breadth of knowledge— he had read everything, he knew 
about everything, he had ideas on every subject— and, above all, his 
powers of work and study. And if Pierre was cdten struck by Andrei's 
lack of aptitude for speculative philosophy— which was his own spe- 
cialty— he at least regarded it not as a fault but as a sign of strength. 

In all the best relations, however friendly and simple, flattery or 


19 



praise is indispensable, just as grease is indispensable for making wheels 
move easily. 

“I have reached the end of things,” said Prince Andrei. “What is 
there to say about me? Let us talk about yourself,” said he, after a 
short silence, and smiled at his consoling thoughts. This smile was 
instantly reflected on Pierre’s face. 

“But what is there to say about me?” asked Pierre, his lips parting 
in a gay, careless smile. “What am 1, anyway? 1 am a bastardi” 

And suddenly his lace grew red. It was evident that he had exerted 
great eflort to say tliai. “Without name, without fortunel . . . And 
yet it is true . . .” He did not say what was true. 

“I am tree lor ilie jjresent, and I like it. Only I don’t know what to 
take up. I would like to iia\e a serious talk with you on the subject.” 

Piince Andrei looked at him with kindly eyes. But his glance, friendly 
and affectionate as it was, betrayed the consciousness of his superiority. 

“I am fond of you lor the special reason that you are the only live 
man in all our circle. It is well with you. Choose whatever you like, it 
is all the same. It will be well with you anywhere; but there’s one 
thing. Stop going to those Kuragins’ and leading their kind of life. 
That son ol thing does not become you: all those revels, that wild 
life, and all—” 

“What do you caie, my dear fellow?” exclaimed Pierre, shrugging 
his shoulders. “Women, my dear, womenl” 

I don t understand it,” replied Andrei. “Respectable women, that 
is anotlier thing, but Kuragin’s women, women and wine, I don’t un- 
derstand it.” 

Pierre had been living at Prince Vasili Kuragin’s, and had been 
taking pan in the dissipated life ol his son Anaiol, the young man it 
had been jHOjroscd to lelorm by marrying him to Prince Andrei’s sister. 

Do you know, said Pienc, as if a Iiappy thought had come unex- 
pectedly into his iniiid, “seriously, I have been thinking about it for 
some time. Since I have been leading this sort of life, I have not been 
able to think err to cerme to any decision. My head aches; I have no 
money. I his ewening he invited me, but I am not going.” 

“(hve me your word ol honor that you will not go again.” 

“Here's my word on ill” 
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It was already two o’clock when Pierre left his friend. It was a lumi- 
nous June night, characteristic of Petersburg. Pierre took his seat in 
the hired carriage with the intention of going home, but the farther 
he rode the more impossible he found it to think of sleeping on such 
a night, which was more like twilight or early morning. He could see 
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far down through the empty streets. On the way it occurred to him 
that the gambling club was to meet as usual that evening at Anatol 
Kuragin's, after which they were accustomed to have a drinking bout, 
topping off with one of Pierre's favorite entertainments. 

“It would be good fun to go to Kuragin’s,” said he to himself, but 
instantly he remembered that he had given Prince Andrei his word 
of honor not to go there again. 

But, as happens to men of no strength of character, he immediately 
felt such a violent desire to have one more last taste of this dissipated 
life, so well known to him, that he determined to go. And, in excuse 
for it, the thought entered his mind that his promise was not binding, 
because, before he had given it to Prince Andrei, he had also promised 
Anatol to be present at his house; moreover, he reasoned that all such 
pledges were merely conditional and had no definite meaning, espe- 
cially if it were taken into consideration that perhaps by the next day 
he might be dead, or something might happen to him so extraordinary 
that the distinctions of honorable and dishonorable would entirely 
vanish. Arguments of this nature often occurred to Pierre, entirely 
nullifying his plans and purposes. He went to Kuragin's. 

Driving up to the great house at the Horse-Guard barracks where 
Anatol lived, he sprang onto the lighted porch, ran up the steps, and 
entered the open door. There was no one in the anteroom; empty 
bottles, cloaks and overshoes were scattered about; there was an odor 
of wine; farther on he heard loud talking and shouts. 

Play and supper were over, but the guests had not yet dispersed. 
Pierre threw off his cloak and went into the first room, where were 
the remains of the supper; a single waiter, thinking that no one could 
see him, was stealthily drinking up the wine in the half-empty glasses. 
In a third room were heard the sounds of scuffling, laughter, the shouts 
of well-known voices, and the growl of a bear. Eight young men were 
eagerly crowding around an open window. Three were having sport 
with a young bear, which one of their number was dragging by a 
chain and trying to frighten the others with. 

“I bet a hundred on Stevens," cried one. 

"See, he can't hold him," cried a second. 

“I bet on Dolokhof," cried a third. “Get those fellows away, Kuragin." 

“There, let Mishka gol This is the wager." 

“Without stopping to breathe, or he loses," cried a fourth. 

“Yakof, bring the bottle, YakofI" cried the host of the evening, a 
tall, handsome fellow, standing in the midst of the crowd, in a single 
thin shirt thrown open at the chest. “Hold on, gentlemenl Here he 
is, here is our dear friend, good old Pierre,” he cried. 

A short man with clear blue eyes, whose voice, among all those 
drunken voices, was noticeable for its tone of sobriety, shouted from 
the window; 
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"Come here and hear about the wagers." 

This was Dolokhof. an officer of the Scmeonovsky regiment, a well- 
known gambler and duelist, whose home was with Anatol. Pierre 
smiled, as he gaily looked around him. 

"I don't understand at all. What’s up.^’’ 

"Hold on! He's not drunk. Bring a bottle," cried Anatol, and taking 
a glass Irom the table, went up to Pierre. 

"First of all, drink." 

Pierre proceeded lo drain glass after glass, at the same time closely 
observing and listening to the drunken guests, who had again crowded 
around the window. Anatol kept his glass filled with wine, and told 
him how Doloklioi had laid a wager with Stevens, an English naval 
man who happi lud to be there, that he, Dolokhof, was to drink a 
bottle ()l luin, sitting in the louith-story window with his legs hang- 
ing out. 

" I’here, now, drink it ail," said Anatol, handing the last glass to 
Piene, "I won’t h i you ofl." 

"No, 1 don’t want any more." replied Pierre, and pushing Anatol 
aside, he went to tiie wintlow, Dolokhof was holding ilu' Englishman 
by the arm, and was dearly and explicitly laying down the conditions 
ol the wagei, tinning more particularly to Anatol and Pierre as they 
a]>j)i()a( h( (1. 


Doloklioi was a man of medium height, with curly hair and bright 
l)Iue eyes. He was twenty-five years old. Like all infantry officers, he 
wore IK) muslai Iu‘, so that his mouth, which was the most striking 
feature ol his lace, was wholly revealed, ^'he lines of the mouth were 
drawn with remarkable delicacy. The upper lip dosed firmly over the 
strong lower one in a sharp curve at the center, and in the corners 
lioveird constantly something in the nature of two snriles— one in each 
(oinerl and all taken together, aird especially in conjunction with a 
siiaighiloi’warcl, hold, uiidligeiu look, made it impossible not to take 
nonce ol his face. Doloklioi was irot a rich man, and he had no influ- 
eirtiai connect loirs. But although Anatol spent ten thousand rubles a 
year and it was kirown that Dolokhof lived with him, nevertheless he 
had succeeded in winning such a position that Anatol and all who 
were acquainted with the two men had a higher regard for him than 
lor Anatol. Dolokhof played nearly every kind of game and almost 
always won. However much he drank, lie never was known to lose his 
read. Botir kuiagin and Dolokhof were at this time notorious among 
ttic rakes and spendthrilts of PetcTsburg. 

The bottle of rum was brought. Two^’lackeys, evidently made timid 
..nd nervous by tl,e o.dm ;„k 1 shouts of the boon rotnpanions. tried 

pull away the sasli that hindered anyone from sittin- on the outer 
slope of the window ledge. 

Anatol, with his swaggering way. came up to the window. He wanted 



to smash something. He pushed the lackeys away and tugged at the 
sash, but the sash would not yield. He broke the windowpanes. 

“Now you try it, you man of muscle/* said he, calling Pierre. 

Pierre seized hold of the crossbar and pulled, and the oaken frame- 
work gave way with a crash. 

“Take it all out, or they’ll think I clung to it,” said Dolokhof. 

“The Englishman accepts it, does he? All right?” asked Anatol. 

“All right,” said Pierre, glancing at Dolokhof, who took the bottle 
of rum and went to the window, through which could be seen the sky 
where the evening and morning light were beginning to mingle. 

He leaped on the window sill with the bottle in his hand. 

“Listen I” he cried, as he stood there and looked back into the room. 

All were silent. 

“I wager”— he spoke French so that the Englishman might under- 
stand him, and spoke it none too well either— “I wager fifty sovereigns; 
or perhaps you prefer a hundred?” he added, addressing the Englishman. 

“No, fifty,” replied the Englishman. 

“Very well, then, fifty it is— that I will drink this whole bottle of rum 
without taking it once from my mouth; drink it sitting in this window, 
in that place there”— he bent over and pointed to the sloping projection 
of the wall outside the window— “and not holding on to anything. Is 
that understood?” 

“Very good,” said the Englishman. 

Anatol turned to the Englishman and holding him by the button of 
his coat and looking down on him— for the Englishman was short— began 
to repeat the terms of the wager in English. 

“Wait!” cried Dolokhof, thumping on the window with the bottle in 
order to attract attention. “Wait, Kuragin, listeni If anyone else does 
the same thing, then I will pay down a hundred sovereigns. Do you 
understand?” 

The Englishman nodded his head, thougli he did not make it ap- 
parent wiiethcr or not lie was prepaied to accept this new wager. 
Anatol still held him by the button and, in spite ol his nods to signify 
tliat he understood all that was said, Anatol insisted on translating 
Dolokhof’s words into English. 

A lean young life-guardsman, who had been playing a losing game 
all evening, climbed on the window, leaned over, and gazed down. 

“Ool Ool Ool” he exclaimed, as he looked down from the window 
to the flagstones below. 

“Hush!” ciied Dolokhof, and he pulled the officer back from the 
window. Getting his feet entangled in his spurs, the lad awkwardly 
leaped down into the room. 

Placing the bottle on the window sill so as to be within reach of it, 
Dolokhof warily and coolly climbed into the window. Letting down his 
legs and spreading out both hands, he measured the width of the 
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window, sat down, lei go his hands, moved to the right, then to the 
left, and took up the bottle. Anatol brought two candles and set them 
on the window seat, although it was now quite light. Dolokhof’s back 
in the white shirt, and his curly head, were illuminated on both sides. 
■All gathered around tlie window. The Englishman stood in the front 
row. Pierre smiled and said nothing. One ot the older men present 
suddenly siepjn-d forward with a stern and frightened face, and at- 
tempted to seize Dolokliol by the shirt. 

"Gentlemen, this is folly; he will kill himself," said this man, who 
was lc,s.s foolhardy than the rest. 

Anatol resti allied him. 

“Don't tom h liim; you will startle him, and then he might fall. What 
il he should.^ I ley?" 

Dolokliol I limed around, straightening himsell up and again stretch- 
ing out his hands. 


"If anyone tom lies me again,” said he, hissing the words through 
his thin roitipte.ssed lips. “1 will send him flying down theiel So now!” 

I bus having spoken, he resumed his former jrosition, dropped his 
hands, and seizing the bottle he put it to his lips, bent his head back, 
and raised liis liec arm as a balance. One of the lackeys, who had begun 
to dear away the broken gla.s.s, pausetl in his work, and, still bending 
down, fixed his eyes on the window and Dolokhof’s bark. Anatol stood 
stiaight with .staring eves. The Englishman, thrusting out his lips, 
fooketl askame. The man who had tried to slop the proceedings re- 
paired to one cot iicr of the room and threw himself on the divan with 
Ins face to the wtill. Pietie covered his eyes, and though the feeble 
smile still hovered over his lijis. his face now expressed horror and 
apfiiehension. .All weie silent. Pierre took his hand from his eyes. 
Dolokhof was still sitting in the same position, only his head was 
thiowii larthir baik. so that the curly hair in the nape of his neck 
touched Ins shirt lollar. and the hand holding the bottle was lifted 
Ingher and higher, tiembling under the effort. The bottle was evi- 
< ( III y nearly empty and consequently had to be held almost perpen- 
dicularly over his head. ^ ^ 

"Why should it take so long?" thought Pierre. It seemed to him as 
if more than a half-hour had elapsed. Suddenly Dolokhof’s body made 
a backward motion and Iris hand trembled nervously; this tremor was 
.siilfRitm to in.ike him .slqi as he sat on the sloping ledge In fact he 
slipped, and ns arm and head wavered more violently a"s he stniggled 

stat but refrained Irom touching it. Pierre again covered his eyes and 
d( dared to himself that he would not open them again. SuddLlv he 

was c„,«.ou, ,l,a, was a around® him He looied 

bS; raSm."',”;:, race was pale 
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He flung the bottle at the Englishman, who cleverly caught it. 
Dolokhof sprang down from the window. He exhaled a powerful odor 
of rum. 

“Capital!" . . . “Bravo!" . . . “That’s a wager 'worth while!" . . . 
“The devil take you!" were the shouts that rang from all sides. 

The Englishman, taking out his purse, was counting out his money. 
Dolokhof was scowling and had nothing to say. Pierre started for the 
window. 

“Gentlemen! Who wants to make the bet with me? I will do the 
same thing," he cried. “But there’s no need of any wager. Give me a 
bottle. I will do it anyway. Bring a bottle." 

“Let him! Let him!" said Dolokhof, smiling. 

“What is the matter with you?" . . . “Are you crazy?" . . . “We 
won’t let you!" . . . “It makes you dizzy even on a staircase!" were 
shouted from various sides. 

“I will drink it; give me a bottle of rum," cried Pierre, pounding 
on the table with a drunken and resolute gesture and climbing into 
the window. He was seized by the arm, but his strength was so great 
that whoever approached him was sent flying across the room. 

“No, you will never dissuade him that way," said Anatol. “Hold on; 
I will deceive him. Listen, 1 will make the wager with you, but to- 
morrow; but now we are all going to . . ." 

“Come on," cried Pierre, “come on! And we will take Mishka with 
us." And seizing the bear, he began to gallop around the room with him'. 


VII 

Prince Vasili fulfilled the promise he had made to Princess Dru- 
betskoy. The request had been prelcrrcd to the emperor, and Boris 
was allowed to enter the Semeonovsky regiment ol the Guard as ensign 
But in spite of all Anna Mikhailovna’s efforts and intrigues, he was 
not made aide to Kutuzof. 

Shortly after Anna Pavlovna's reception, Princess Drubetskoy re- 
turned to Moscow and went straight to her rich relatives, the Rostols. 
The Rostols were celebrating the saint’s-day of the mother and the 
youngest daughter, both of whom were named Natalya [Natasha]. 
Since morning there had been an unceasing stream of carriages coming 
and going with guests who brought their congratulations to the countess’ 
great mansion on the Povarskaya, so well known to all Moscow. 

The Countess Rosiof was a woman of forty-five, of a thin Oriental 
type of countenance, and evidently worn out by her cares as mother 
of a dozen children. Her languid gestures and monotonous speech, the 
result of her delicate health, gave her a certain dignity which com- 
manded respect. 
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Princess Anna Mikhailovna Drubetskoy, in her capacity of friend 
of the family, was also in die drawing-room, helping to receive the 
company and join in the conversation. The young people were in the 
rear rooms, not considering it incumbent upon them to take part in 
receiving the visitors. The count met the guests, and escorted them to 
die door aj^ain, urging them all to dine with him. 

“Very, very much obliged to you, my dear" (he called everyone "my 
dear," without the slightest shadow of difference whether the guest 
stood high or low in the social scale), "much obliged to you for myself 
and for my dear ones whose saint’s-day wc arc celebrating. Now, come 
to dinner. You will allrunt me if you do not, my dear. Cordially I 
inviic you, and my whole family join with me, my dear." These words 
he repeated to all, without exception or variation, with an unchanging 
expression on his round, jolly, clean-shaven countenance. He accom- 
panied his w'ords with a monotonously firm grip of the hand, and with 
repeated shoit bows. Having escorted a guest to his carriage, the count 
would reiuin to this, that or the other visitor still remaining in the 
drawing-room, and diopping down on a chair with the expression of 
a man who understands and enjoys the secret of life, he would cross 
his legs in boyish fashion, lay his hands on his knees, and shaking his 
head signiluanth, would set loith his conjectures concerning the 
weather, or exdiange eonlidenees about health, sometimes speaking 
in Russian, sometimes in very exenable bur sell-confident French; and 
then again with the air ol a weary man who is nevertheless bound to 
fulfil all ohhgations, he would go to the door with still another de- 
parting guest straightening the thin, gray Iiairs on his bald head and 
ciiiiiluliv prollenng lire invitations to dinner. 

Sorneiimes reluming through the entry to the drawing-room he 
wouh pass till ougir the conservatory and butler’s room to the great 
mar hie hall where covers were laid lor (iglrty guests, and glaifcing 
at he butlers who were bringing the silver and drina, setting thl 
Bibles and unfolding tire damask table linen, he would summon Dmitri 


Well, well, Miienka, see that evcrvihiri<>^ is all rip^lu j 

that s good." Ilf would soy. gl..i,ri„g with satisf.tct'ion on the ^ge’ 

back „ th. 

"Marya Lvovna Karagina and her dauohtf.r ” l 

fottunan in a tl.nndcring has, voice, ramin, 'to theTi rt 

was thouRlnluI for a moiMcin and tool- The countess 

snuflbox onianientcd witli a miniature of lic^ husbL^^^ ^ 

1 hese callers have nred me out.” said she. ”Well. she is the last one I 



shall receive. She is very affected Ask her to come in,” said she to the 

footman in a mournful voice, as if her words had been: “Kill me and 
have done with it.” 

A tall, portly, haughty-looking lady in a rustling gown came into the 
drawing-room, followed by her round-faced, smiling young daughter. 

“Dear countess, it has been such a long time . . . she has been ill in bed, 
poor girl.” . . . “At the Razumovsky ball . . .” '‘Et la Comtesse Apraksine 
. . .” “I have had such an enjoyable time . . .” Such were the phrases, 
spoken by lively feminine voices interrupting one another and mingling 
with the rustle of silks and the moving of chairs. The conversation was 
turned to the chief item of city news at that time, namely, the illness of 
the well-known old Count Bezukhof, one of the richest and handsomest 
men of Catherine’s time, and also to his illegitimate son, Pierre. 

“I am very sorry for the old count.” said one of the ladies. “His health 
is so wretched, and now the mortification his son causes him— it will be 
the death of him.” 

“What is that?” asked the countess, as if she were not aware of what 
the visitor was talking about, although she had heard fifty times already 
the cause of Count Bezukhof’s mortification. 

“It all comes from the present system of education. Sending them 
abroad!” pursued the lady. “This young man has been left to himself, 
and now they say that he has been carrying on so outrageously in Peters- 
burg that the police had to send him out of the city.” 

“Please, tell us about it,” urged the countess. 

“He made a bad choice of friends,” remarked Princess Anna Mikhai- 
lovna. “Prince Vasili’s son, this Pierre, and a man named Dolokhof, they 
say, have been doing— heaven only knows what. But all of them have had 
to suffer for it. Dolokhof has been reduced to the ranks, and Bezukhof’s 
son has been sent to Moscow, and Anatol Kuragin has been taken in 
charge by his father. At all events, he has been sent away from Peters- 
burg.” 

“Yes, but what have they been doing?” asked the countess. 

“They acted like perfect cutthroats, especially Dolokhof,” said the 
visitor. “He is a son of Marya Ivanovna Dolokhof— such an excellent 
woman, just think of it! Can you imagine it? The three of them, some- 
how, got hold of a bear, took it with them into a carriage, and carried it 
to the house of some actresses. The police hastened to apprehend them. 
The young ruffians seized the police officer and tied him back-to-back 
to the bear, and then threw the bear into the Moika; the bear floated off 
with the police officer on his back!” 

“Wonderful, my dear, what a figure the policeman must have cut!” 
cried the count, shaking with laughter. 

“Oh, how terrible! how can you laugh, count?” But the ladies had to 
laugh in spite of themselves. 

“It was with difficulty that they rescued the unfortunate man,” 
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pursued the visitor. *‘And to think that a son of Count Bezukhof should 
find amusement in such pursuits/' she added. “1 hope that no one in 
Moscow will receive him, though he is so rich.” 

“Why did you say that this young man is so rich?” asked the countess, 
leaning away Iroin the younger ladies, who immediately pretended not 
to hear what she was saying. “You know^ he has only illegitimate chil- 
dren. Ji seems- Jh'ei re is also illegitimate.” 

"I’he guesi waved hcT hand: “1 imagine he has a score of them.” 

Ihiiuess Anna .Mikhailovna took part in the conversation, with the 
evideni ck'siie ol showing oil her powerful connections and her acquaint- 
ance with all ilie de tails ol high lile. 

“ J his is liu* until (A the malter,” .said she, significantly and also in a 
hall'Whisper, “(ioiinr He/ukhors reputation is notorious; as for his chil- 
flren, he has lost count cjI them, hut this Ihene has been his favorite.” 

“How handsome the old man was,” said the countess, “even last yearl 
I never saw' a handsomei man!" 

“Now he is very much changed,” said Anna Mikhailovna. “As I was 
going to say, on his wdle's side, Prince Vasili is the direct heir to all his 
})roperty, but the old man is very lond of Pierre, has taken great pains 
with his education, and has written to the emperor about him; so that 
no one knows, il he should die— he is so weak that it may happen any 
moment, and Dr. Lorrain has come up (rom Petersburg— no one knows, 

1 say, who will get his colossal fortune, Pierre or Prince Vasili. He has 
foity thousand serfs, and millions! I know all about this, because Prince 
Vasili himsell told me. Yes, and besides, Count Bazukhof is my great- 
uncle (jn m\ mother s side. And he is also lands’ godfather,” she added, 
pretending that she attributed no .significance to this ciicumstance. 

1 rime \ .isili came to Moscow^ yesterday. He is on some official busi- 
ness. 1 W'as told," said the guest. 

^ c's, but rjitre ?ious, ' said the princess, “that’s a pretext: he has come 
principally on account of (iount Bezukhcjf, because he knew he was so 
sick." 

"At all cvi'iiis. my dt-.n , iltat was a splendid joke," said the count; and 
jteiieiving that tlie elderly visitor dicl not hear him, he turned his atten- 
tion to the sounj,' ladies. "Charmin,!; figure, that cut by the police officer 
—I can imagine itl” 

And imitating the way the unlurtunate police officer would have 
waved hi.s arms, he again hurst out into a ringing bass laugh that made 
Ins pouly lorm f.iirlv shake, as men laugh who always live well, and in- 
diih^e m geiiei oils wmes. “So glad to have you dine with us,” said he. 

Sdence ensued. The countess looked at 'the caller, smiling pleasantly 
hut net ci theless making no attempt to hide her lack of regret should the 
caller depart. .Suddenly from the next room came the noise of several 
persons running toward the door, then the sound of a falling chair and 
into the drawing-room darted a girl ol thirteen, concealing something 
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in her short muslin skirt. She halted in the middle of the room, and it 
was evident that her wild frolic had carried her farther than she had in- 
tended. At the same instant there appeared in the door a student with a 
crimson collar, a young officer of the Guard, a young* lady of fifteen, and 
a plump rosy-laccd little boy in a smock. 

rhe count jumped up, and, opening his arms, threw them around the 
little girl who had come running in. 

“Ah! here she is,” he cried, with a jolly laugh. “Her saint’s-day, my 
dear, her saint’s-day!” 

“My dear child, there is a time for all things,” said the countess, feign- 
ing severity. “You are always spoiling her, Ilya,” she added, addressing 
her husband. 

“How do you do, my dear; I congratulate you,” said the visitor. 
“What a fascinating girl!” she added, turning to the mother. 

The little girl was at that charming age when she is no longer a child 
nor yet a young lady. She was full of life, but not pretty. Her eyes were 
black and her mouth was large; her bare childish shoulders were rising 
and falling in her bodice from ihe excitement ol her race; her dark locks 
were tossed back; her thin arms were bare; she wore lace-trimmed panta- 
lets and her low shoes displayed her slender little ankles. 

Tearing herscll away from her father, she ran to her mother, and giv- 
ing no heed to her stern reproof, hid her blushing face in the lace folds of 
her mother’s mantilla ancl went into a fit of laughter. The cause of her 
laughter was the doll which she tcjok out from under her skirt, trying to 
tell some fragmentary story about it. 

“Do you see? . . . my doll . . . Mimi . . . You see . . 

And Natasha was unable to say any more, it all seemed to her so ludi- 
crous. She leaned on her mother and laughed so merrily and infectiously 
that all, even the conceited visitor, in spite of herself, joined in her 
amusement. 

“Now, run away, run away with your monster,” admonished the 
mother, pushing away her daughter with pretended sternness. “She is my 
youngest daughter,” she added, turning to the visitor. 

Natasha, for a moment raising her face from her mother’s lace man- 
tilla, glanced up at the stranger through her tears of laughter, and again 
hid her face. 

The visitor, compelled to admire this family scene, felt it incumbent 
upon her to take some part in it. 

“Tell me, my dear,” said she, addressing Natasha, “what relation is 
this Mimi to you? She is your daughter, I suppose.” 

Natasha was displeased by the condescending tone in which the lady 
addressed her. She made no reply and looked solemnly at her. 

Meantime, all the young people— the officer, Boris, the son of Princess 
Anna Mikhailovna; Nikolai the student, the count's oldest son; Sonya, 
the count’s fifteen-year-old niece; and little Petiusha, his youngest boy— 
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crowded into the drawing room, eviaently doing tneir utmost to restrain 
within the bounds of propriety the excitement and merriment that con- 
vulsed their fares. Occasionally they would glance at one another and 
find it hard to refrain from bursting into laughter again. 

The two young men, the student and the officer, who had been friends 
from childhood, were of the same age and were both good-looking, but 
totally unlike each other. Boris was tail and fair, with regular, delicate 
features and a placid expression. Nikolai was a short, curly-haired young 
man with a frank, open countenance. On his upper lip the first dark 
down had already begun to appear, and his whole face expressed impetu- 
osity and enthusiasm. Nikolai's face had flushed crimson the moment he 
entered the drawing-room. It was plain to see that he strove in vain to 
find something to say; Boris, on the contrary, immediately regained his 
self-possession, and began to relate, calmly and humcjrously, how he had 
been acejuainted with this Mimi-doll when she was a fine young lady, 
before her nose had lost its beauty; how since their acquaintance began 
five years before, she had grown aged and the whole top of her head had 
cracked. 

As he said this he looked at Natasha, but she turned away from him 
and looked at her little brother, who was scpietving his eyes together and 
sliaking with supjnessed laughter, and finding that she could no longer 
control herself, snickered out loud and darted from the room as fast as 
her nimble little feet would carry her. Boris managed to preserve his 
composure. 

“Mama, do you not want to go for a drive? Shall 1 order the carriage?" 
he asked, turning to his mother with a smile. 

“\'es, yes, go and order it, please," said she, returning his smile. 

Boris (piietly left the room and went in pursuit of Natasha; the plump 
little boy trotted sturdily after them. 


VIII 

Of thk young people, not reckoning the young lady caller and the 
count s oldest daughter, who was four years older than her sister and re- 
garded herself as already grown uj), only Nikolai and the niece Sonya 
remained in the draw’ing room. 

Sonya tvas a slender ininiaturc little brunette, with a tawny-tinted 
conrplcxion especially noticeable on her neck and bare arms, which were 
slender, but graceful and muscular. She had soft eyes shaded by long 
lasltcs, and she wore her thick black hair in a br aid twined twice about 
her head. By the easy grace of her movements, by the suppleness and 
softness of her slender limbs, and by a certain cunning and coyness of 
manner, she reminded oni' of a beautiful kitten whidi promises soon to 
grow into a lovely cat. 
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“Yes, my dear,” said the old count, turning to their caller and pointing 
to Nikolai, “his friend Boris, here, has been appointed an officer in the 
Guard, and they are such good friends they cannot be separated; so he 
gives up the University and deserts his old father, and is going into the 
military service, my dear. And yet there was a place all ready for him in 
the Department ol the Archives. That's what friendship is,” concluded 
the count, with a dubious shake of the head. 

“Yes, there's going to be war, they say," said the visitor. 

“They have been saying so for a long time,'' replied the count, “and 
they will say so again, and keep saying so, and that will be the end of it. 
My dear, that's what friendship is,” he repeated, “he is going to join the 
hussars." 

The visitor, not knowing what reply to make, shook her head. 

“It is not out of friendship at all," declared Nikolai, flushing and 
spurning the accusation as if it were a shameful aspersion on his char- 
acter. “It is not from friendship at all, but simply because I feel drawn 
to a military life." 

He glanced at his cousin and at the young lady visitor; both were look- 
ing at him with a smile of approbation. 

“Colonel Schubert of the Pavlograd regiment of hussars is going to 
dine with us tonight. He is home on leave of absence, and is going to lake 
Nikolai back with him. What's to be done about it?" asked the count, 
shrugging his shoulders and affecting to treat as a jest what had evidently 
occasioned him much pain. 

“I have already told you, dear papa," said the lad, “that if you do not 
wish me to go, I will stay at home. But I know that I am not good for 
anything except the army; I cannot be a diplomat or a government offi- 
cial, I can't hide what I feel," and as he said this he glanced, with a hand- 
some young fellow's coquetry, at Sonya and the young lady visitor. 

The kitten feasted her eyes on him and seemed ready at a second’s 
notice to play and show all her kittenish nature. 

“Well, well, let it go,” said the old count. “He’s burning with enthusi- 
asm! This Bonaparte has turned all their heads; they all think what an 
example he gave them in rising from a lieutenant to be an emperor. 
Well, good luck to them," he added, not noticing his visitor’s sarcastic 
smile. 

They began to talk about Napoleon. Julie Karagina turned to young 
Rostof. 

“How sorry I was that you didn't come last Thursday to the Arkha- 
rofs'. It was a bore to be there without you," said she, giving him an af- 
fectionate smile. 

The young man, much flattered, drew his chair nearer to her and 
engaged the smiling Julie in a confidential conversation, entirely oblivi- 
ous that this coquettish smile cut as with a knife the jealous heart of poor 
Sonya, who flushed and tried to force a smile. 
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In the midst of this ron versa tion he happened to glance at her. She 
gave liim a look of passionate an;»er, and scarcely able to hold back her 
tears, but with the fixed smile still on her lips, got up and left the room. 
All Nikolai’s animation deserted him. Me availed himself of the first 
bleak in the conversation, and with a disturbed countenance left the 
room in search of Sonya. 

“How the se(reLs ol these young lolks ate sewed with white threadsi” 
exclaimed Attna Mikhailovna, nodding in the direction of the vanish- 
ing Nikolai. “(lonsins]ii])’s a risky relationship,” she added. 

“Yes,” (1 the countess, when, as it were, the very light of the sun 
had departed Itoin tlie room with these young people; and then, as if 
she were answering a (jnestion which no one had asked, but which was 
constantly in her mind: “How much .sullering, how much trouble, we 
must experience belore we can have some joy in theml And even now I 
truly tliere’s more sorrow than jov. One is always filled with anxiety, 
always on the aleii! I his :s the age wdic ii there are so many perils both 
for young gills and lor boys.” 

“It all dejx nds ii))on tlie education,” said the visitor. 

“Yes, you aie light,” coiilinued the countess. “Scj far 1 have been, 
thank (iod. the Incncl ol my cliilclicn, and enjoy their complete confi- 
deuce,” she declaied, repeating ihe c^rror cjf many paients who cluri.sli 
the illusion that ilu ir chilchen have no secrets in wdiich they do not 
shai(‘. ”1 know that I shall always be my daugliicr's t:}iiel confidante, and 
tliat Nikolai, though with his imjjctiious nature he may play some 
jjraiiks. as all boys, w'ill not be like those Petersburg young men!” 

“Yes. they’re splendid, sjilendid children,” emphatically affirmed the 
conni, who alw:i\s settled evoiy (|ucMion too complicated for him bv 
linding cwc ryihing sj)lendicl. “JUit wdiai’s to be done! He wanted to go 
into the hussais! W'lial would you have, niv love?” 

“What a cli. inning creature youi )oungest girl is!” said the visitor. 
“So spontaneous!” 

“Yes, sponiatieouN,” said the count. “Slic resembles me! And what a 
voice she has! Aliimugh she is my daiighuT, )ei I am not afraid to sav 
that she is going to he a siugei. a second Salomoiii. Wc have engaged an 
Italian master to leac h her.” 

“Isn’t sh.' too sount; yet? Tlicy say it is bad for iltc voice to study at 
her age.” ^ 


oil. no! why do yon consider it too eatly?” exclaimed the count 
Didn t our nioihtrs get married when tlicy were twelve or thirteen?” 

■ And she’s .iheady in lose with BorisI )ust think of itl” said the 
'■onntess. looking at the princess with a sweet smile; then apparentlv 
answeimo thonnlu which constantly occupied her, she went on to say- 
Well .tow, you sec il 1 were too strict with her. if I were to forbid 
her . . . Ood knows what ti.ey might be doing on the sly!” (She meant 
they might exchange kis.ses.) "But now I know everything they say. She 


32 



comes to me herself every evening, and tells me all about it. Maybe I 
spoil her, but indeed this seems to be the best plan. I was far too strict 
with my eldest daughter.” 

“Yes, I was brought up in an entirely different way,” said the oldest 
daughter, the handsome Countess Vera, smiling. But the smile did not 
add to the beauty ol her face, as often happens; on the contrary, it lost 
its natural expression and therefore became unpleasant. She was hand- 
some, intelligent, well-bred, well educated, her voice was pleasant, what 
she said was right and pi ojier enough, and yet, strange to say, her mother 
and all the others looked at her as if surprised at her saying such a thing, 
and regarded it as one of the things that had better have been left unsaid. 

“People always try to be very wise with their eldest children— try to ac- 
complish something extraordinary,” said the visitor. 

“How naughty to prevaricate, my lovel The dear countess tried to be 
very wise with Vera,” said the count. “Well, on the whole, she has suc- 
ceeded splendidly,” he added, winking approvingly at his daughter. 

The visitors got up and took their departure, promising to return to 
dinner. “What mannersi they kept staying and staying,” remarked tlie 
countess, after she had seen her visitors to the door. 


IX 

When Natasha left the drawing-room, she ran only as far as the con- 
servatory. There she paused, listening to the chatter in the drawing-room 
and expecting Boris to follow her. She was already beginning to grow 
impatient, and stamped her foot, on the very verge of crying because he 
did not follow her instantly, when she heard the young man’s noisy, de- 
liberate steps. Natasha hastily concealed her.self behind some tubs full 
ol flowers and concealed herself. 

Boris paused in the center of the room, looked around him, brushed 
some specks of dust from the sleeve ol his uniform, and then, going at a 
mirror, contemplated his handsome face. Natasha, holding her breath, 
peered out from her hiding place and waited to sec what he would do. 
lie stood for some moments in front of the mirror, sSmiled with satisfac- 
tion, and went toward the entrance door. 

Natasha was just about to call to him, but then she thought better of 
it. “Let him find me,” she said to herself. 

As soon as Boris had left the conservatory, Sonya came in from the 
other door, all flushed, and angrily muttering to herself. Natasha re- 
strained her first impulse to run to her and remained in her hiding 
place, as if under an invisible cap, looking at what was going on in the 
wwld. She was experiencing a new and peculiar enjoyment. 

Sonya was still muttering something, and looked expectantly toward 
the drawing-room. Then Nikolai made his appearance. 
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"Sonyal whai is the matter? How can you behave so?” he asked, going 
up to her. 

no, leave me alonel” and Sonya began to sob. 

“Well, 1 know what the trouble is." 

“If you know, so much the better; go back to her, then." 

"So-o-nyal How can you torment me, and torment yourself, for a mere 
fancyl" asked Nikolai, taking her hand. 

Sonya did not withdraw her hand and ceased weeping. 

Natasha, not moving and hardly breathing, with sparkling eyes peered 
from her coin ealment. “What will they do now, I wonder?" she said to 
herself. 

“Sonyal d’he whole world is nothing to mel You alone mean every- 
thing to me,” said Nikolai. “1 will prove it to youl" 

“I don't like it when you talk so with . . ." 

“Well, I won’t do so any more, only forgive me, Sonyal" 

He di ew her to him and kissed her. 

“Ahl how nicel” thought Natasha, and when Sonya and Nikolai had 
left the loom, she followed them and called Boris to her. 

“Horisl dome here," said she, with her face full of mischievous cun- 
ning. “I want to tell you somctliing. Here, come here!" she said, and drew 
him into ih(‘ conservatory, to the very place among the tubs where she 
liad been in hiding. Boris, smiling, followed her. 

“What may this something he?" he inquired. 

She grew conlused, glam ed around her, and espying the doll which 
she had throw n on one ol the tubs, she took it up. 

“Kiss tlu! doll," said she. Boiis looked down into her eager face with 
an .utentive gentle look, and made lio reply. 

“Don’t you want to? Well, then, come here," said she, and made her 
way deeper among the flowers, at the same time throwing away the doll. 
“Nearer, neaier," she wiiispered. She seized the lapels of his coat and her 
(lushed lace expressed eagerness and tear. “Then, will you kiss me?" she 
whispcied, so low a.s hardly to be heard, looking up at him and smiling, 
and almost crying with emotion. 

Boiis K'ddened. “How absurd you are!" he exclaimed, but he bent 
over to Iu‘r, reddening still more \iolcnily, but not quite able to make 
up his mind whetlier to kiss her or not. 

Nataslui suddenly sprang on a tub, so that she was taller than he, 
threw^ both slendei bare arms around liis neck, and by a motion of 
her head tossing back her curls, kissed Him full in the lips. Then she 
slip})ed awav between the llowerjKils, and hanging her head, stood 
still on tlu‘ otber side. 

Natasha, said he, “\ou know^ that I love you, but . . ." 

Arc you in love wiili me.-'" asked Natasha, interrupting him. 

“Yes, I am, but please let’s not do this again ... In four years— 
tlicn 1 will ask lor your hand." Natasha pondered. 





“Thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen," said she, reckoning on her 
delicate fingers. “GoodI Then it is decided?" And a smile of joy and 
satisfaction lighted up her animated face. 

"Yes, it is decided," said Boris. 

"Forever and ever," said the girl. "Till death itself I" And taking 
his arm, she went with a happy face into the sitting room with him. 

The countess was now so tired of receiving that she gave orders not 
to admit any more visitors, and the doorman was told to invite anyone 
else who came to return to dinner. 

The countess was anxious to have a confidential talk with the friend 
of her childhood, Princess Anna Mikhailovna, whom she had scarcely 
seen since her return from Petersburg. Anna Mikhailovna, with her 
sad but pleasant face, drew her armchair nearer to the countess. 

"I will be perfectly frank with you," said she. "We have very few 
of our old friends left. And that's why I prize your friendship so highlyl" 

She glanced at Vera, and paiascd. 

The countess pressed her hand; then she said, addressing her eldest 
daughter, who was evidently not her favorite: 

"Vera, haven’t you any perception at all? Cannot you see that you 
are in the way? Go to your sisters, or . . . " 

The handsome Vera smiled scornfully, evidently not feeling the 
least offended. 

"If you had only told me sooner, dear mama, I would have gone 
immediately," said she, as she left the room. But as she was going past 
the sitting room, she saw that two couples were snugly settled in the 
embrasures of the two windows. She paused and smiled satirically. 
Sonya was sitting close by Nikolai, who was copying some verses in 
her honor— the first he had ever written. Boris and Natasha were sit- 
ting in the other window, and stopped talking as Vera passed. Both 
of the girls looked up at her with guilty and yet happy faces. It was 
both amusing and touching to sec these two girls, so head over ears in 
love, but the sight of them evidently did not rouse pleasant thoughts 
in Vera's mind. 

"How many times have I asked you not to take my things?" said she. 
"You have your own room." 

And she snatched the inkstand away from her brother. 

"Wait a minute, wait a minute," said he, dipping his pen. 

"You always succeed in doing things at just the wrong tinle," ex- 
claimed Vera. "There you came running into the drawing-room, so 
that everyone was mortified on your account." 

In spite of the fact, or perhaps because what she said was perfectly 
true, no one made any reply, and all four only exchanged glances 
among themselves. Vera lingered in the room, holding the inkstand 
in her hand. 
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“And how can such young things as Natasha and Boris and you two 
have ‘secrets’?— it’s all nonsense!" 

“Well, what concern is it of yours, Vera? asked Natasha in a gentle 
voice, defending herself. She was evidently more than ordinarily sweet 
and well disposed to evei yone on that day. 

“It’s very stupid,’’ said Vera: “I blush for you. What sort of 

‘secrets’ ..." 

“Ever V one I)as his own. We don’t meddle with you and Berg," said 
Naia.sha holly. 

“I siipi)ose you don't,’’ said Veia, “and because you can't find any- 
thing impiojjei in niy behavior. But I am going to tell mama how 
you and lU)ris behave.’’ 

“Natasha behaves vtTV well to me," said Boris; “I cannot complain 
of it." 

“Stoj), Boris, you are such a diplomat"— I he woid “diplomat" was 
in great vogue among the young people, who gave it a special meaning 
—“it’s very annoying," .said Natasha, in an offended, trembling voice. 
“Why should she woriy me so? ^'ou will nevet understand such things," 
slie added, tinuiug to Vera, “because you never were in love with 
anyone, you have no heait, you are only Madame de Genlis"— this was 
a nickname (onsideied very instdting, wdiicJi had been first applied to 
Vera by Nikolai— ‘and your chief pleasure is to cause other people 
annoyamc' ^'ou mav lint with Berg as much as you please," she said 
spitefully. 

“Well, at all events, you don't find me running alter a young man 
in the jircsence of visitois ’’ 

“l’hei(‘, now', you have done w’hat vou wanted," interrupted Nikolai, 
“you have said all sons of unj>leasant things, and disturbed us all. 
Let’s go to the nur.sei v." 

All four, like a liightened bevy of ])irds, jumped up and flew out of 
the room. 

“\’oii ate the ones who have been .saving unplea.sant things, but I 
hav'cn’t said anything to anvone." cried Vera. 

“Madame de (»enlis! Madame de Geiilis!" shouted the merry voices 
from the othei loom tluough the open dcK)r. 

1 he handsome \^']a. who found a j^erverlcd j)lcasurc in doing un- 
pleasant and irritating things, smiled, evidently undisturbed by what 
was said of her, went to the mitror, and rearranged her sash and hair. 
As she caught a glimpse of her pieity lace she became, to all appear- 
ances, cooler and mote sell .satisfied. 

Meantime, the ladies in the drawing-rocmi continued their talk: 

“Ah, dear one," said the countess, “in my life it is not all rose-color. 
I cannot helj) seeing that at the laie w'e are going our property will 
not hold out much longei. And then his club, and his easy ways. Even 
if w^e live in the country, how much rest do we get? Theatricals, hunting. 
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and heaven knows what. But what*s the use of talking! . . . Now tell 
me how you manage to get along. I often marvel at you, Annette; how 
it is that you, at your time of life, flv about so in your carriage alone, 
in Moscow, in Petersburg, to all the ministers, to all the notables, and 
succeed in getting around them all, I marvel at it! Now tell me how 
you do it. I cannot understand it at all.” 

”Ah! my dearest,” replied Princess Anna Mikhailovna, “may God 
forbid that you ever learn by experience what it is to be left a widow, 
and without any protccioi, with a son whom you adore. You get ac- 
customed to everything,” she went on to say, with some pride. “My 
lawsuit has given me a great experience. If I need to see any 'bigwig,' 
I write a note: ‘Princess so and so desires to sec such and such a person,' 
and I myself go in a hired carriage, twice, three times, four times, 
until I get what 1 need. It is a iiiatier of indifference to me what they 
think of me.” 

“Well now, how was it, whom did you apply to for Boris?” asked 
the countess. “There he is already an officer of the Guard, and my 
young Nikolai is merely a cadet. There was no one to work lor him. 
Whom did you ask?” 

"Prince Vasili. He was very kind. He immediately consented to do 
all in his power, and he laid the matter before the emperor,” said 
Princess Anna Mikhailovna, entirely forgetting in her enthusiasm all 
the humiliation through which she had passed for the attainment of 
her ends. 

“Prince Vasili must have aged somewhat?” queried the countess. "I 
have not seen him since our theatricals at the Rumyantsofs’. I suppose 
he has entirely forgotten me. He was very assiduous in his attention 
to me,” she added, with a smile. 

“He is just the same as ever,” replied Anna Mikhailovna, “polite 
and full of compliments. His head hasn’t been turned at all by all 
his promotion. ‘I am grieved that I can do so little for you, my dear 
princess,' said he. 'You have only to command me.’ Yes, he’s a splendid 
man and a lovely relative to have. But you know, Natalya, my love 
for my boy. I don’t know what 1 would not do for his happiness. But 
my means are so small for doing anything,” she continued, in a melan- 
choly tone, lowering her voice. “I'hey arc so small that 1 am really 
in a most terrible position. My unlucky lawsuit eats up all that I 
have, and is no nearer an end. I have nothing, you can imagine it, 
literally I haven’t a penny, and I don’t know how I shall get Boris his 
uniform.” 

She drew out her handkerchief and began to weep. 

“1 must have five hundred rubles, and all I have is a twenty-five 
ruble bill. I am in such a position! I have only one hope now— in Count 
Bezukhof. If he will not help out his godson— for you see he stood 
sponsor to Boris— and grant him something for his support, then all 


37 



my pains will have been lost. I shall not have enough to pay for his 
uniform.” 

The countess shed some sympathetic tears, and sat silently pondering. 

“Maybe it’s a sirl,” said the princess, “but I often think: There is 
Count Kirill Bezukhof, living alone . . . that enormous fortune . . . 
and why does he Jive on? Life is a burden for him, while Boris is only 
just beginning to live.” 

“He will probably leave something to Boris,” said the countess. 

“God only knows, dear friendl l^hese rich men and grandees are so 
selfishi But nevertheless, I am going right away to see him with Boris, 
and I am going to tell him plainly how things are. Let them think 
what they please of me, it is all the same to me when my son's fate 
depends upon it.” The princess got up. “It is now two o'clock and 
you dine at lour. I shall have plenty of time to go there.” 

And with the decision of the true Petersburg lady of business, who 
knows how to make the best use of her lime, she called her son and 
went with him into the anteroom. 

“Good-by, dear,” said she to the countess, who accompanied her to 
the door. “Wish me good luck,” she added in a whisper, so that her 
son might not hear. 

“So you are going to Count Kirill, my dear,” said the count, coming 
out Ironi the dining roum into the anteroom. “If he is better, ask 
Pierre to come and dine with me. You see he used to be here a great 
deal, and danced with the children. Be sure to bring him, my dear!” 


X 

“My i>far Boris,” said Princess Anna Mikhailovna to her son, as 
Countess Rostol’s carriage, in which they were riding, rolled along 
the siraw-(()vered street and enteied the wide court of Count Bezukhof’s 
residence. “My dear Boris,” said the mother, stretching out her hand 
from under her old mantle and laying it on her son’s with a timid 
and aflectionate gesture, “be amiable and considerate. Count Bezukhof 
is your godlatlu'i, and your prospects depend upon him. Remember 
this, my dear; be nice as you tan be.” 

“If 1 knew that anvtliing would come from this except humiliation,” 
replied the son, coldly. “But I have given you my promise, and I do 
it for your sake.” 

I hough it was a res])CTtable carriage which drove up to the steps, 
the doorman, noticing the lady’s well-worn mantle, looked askance at 
mother and son (who without sending the footman to announce them 
had walked straight into the mirror-lined vestibule between two rows 
of statues standing in the niches) and asked them whom they wished 
to sec, the young princesses or the count; and when they said the count, 
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he told them that his excellency was worse and could not receive 
anyone today. “Then let us go,“ said the son, in French. 

“My love!" exclaimed the mother, in a supplicating voice, again 
laying her hand on his arm, as if her touch had the effect of calming 
or encouraging him. Boris said no more, but without removing his 
cloak looked dubiously at his mother. 

“My good fellow,” said the princess in a wheedling tone turning to 
the doorman, “I know that the count is very ill . . . that’s why I 
came. I am a relative of his. I do not wish to disturb him, my good 
man ... I only wanted to see Prince Vasili Kuragin; I understand 
he is here. Be so good as to announce us.” 

The doorman gave a hard pull at the bell cord and turned away. 

“Princess Drubetskoy for Prince Kuragin,” he called to the footman 
in knee breeches, pumps, and dress coat, who ran to the head of the 
stairs and looked over from above. 

The princess straightened the folds of her dyed silk dress, glanced 
at the massive Venetian mirror on the wall, and firmly mounted the 
carpeted staircase in her old worn shoes. 

“My dear, you have given me your promisci” said she, turning round 
to her son and encouraging him with a touch of her hand. The young 
man, dropping his eyes, silently followed her. 

I'hey went into a hall which led into the suite of rooms occupied 
by Prince Vasili. Just as the mother and son started to walk through 
this room and were about to ask the way of an elderly footman, who 
on their approach had sprung to his feet, the bronze doorknob of one 
of the heavy doors turned and Prince Vasili himself, dressed in a velvet 
housecoat with a single star, came in, escorting a handsome, black- 
bearded man. This man was the celebrated Petersburg doctor, Lorrain. 

“So then it is certain?” the prince was saying. 

“Prince, *errare humanum esV; but ...” replied the doctor, who 
swallowed his it's and spoke the Latin words “To err is human” with 
a strong French accent. 

“Very good, very good ...” 

Perceiving Anna Mikhailovna and her son, Prince Vasili dismissed 
the doctor with a bow and advanced in silence and with an inquiring 
look toward them. The son noticed that his mother’s eyes suddenly 
took on an expression of deep concern and griei, and he smiled a little. 

“Under what melancholy circumstances we meet again, prince. . . . 
Well, how is our dear invalid?” said she, pretending not to notice the 
cold, insolent glance he gave her. Prince Vasili, as if he were surprised 
to see them there, looked questioningly at her and then at Boris. 

Boris bowed civilly. Prince Vasili, entirely ignoring him, replied to 
Anna Mikhailovna’s question by a significant motion of his head and 
lips, giving her to understand that there was very slim hope for the 
sick man. 
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*'ls it possible?” cried Anna Mikhailovna. “Ah! this is terribler 
Fearful to think . . . I’his is niy son,” slie added, indicating Boris. 
”He was anxious to thank you in person.” Boris again bowed politely. 

"Be assured, printe, tliat a mother’s heart will never forget what you 
have done for us.” 

"I am glad if 1 have been able to be of service to you, my dear Anna 
Mikhailovna,” said lhin<(‘ Vasili, adjusting his frill and manifesting, 
both in lone and manner, heic in Moscow before Anna Mikhailovna,, 
whom he liad put under deep obligation, a far more consequential 
air than at Petersburg at Anna Scherer's icception. 

“Do your best to serve with credit and prove yourself deserving, 
he added, turning to Boris. “1 am glad . . . Are you here on leave of 
absence?” he asked, in his coldest tone. 

“I am waiting for orders, >our excellency, before setting out for my 
new position,” replied Boiis, manilesting not the slightest resentment 
of the princ e's jieicmptcji y manner, nor any inclination to pursue the 
conversation, but beatitig hiin.self with such dignity and deference that 
the prince gave him an attentive glance. 

“Do you Jive with )oiir niothcr?” 

I live at the (ionnicss Rosiol s,” said Boris, again taking pains to 
add, “your excellency.” 

It is that Ilya Rostol wlio marriccl Natalya Shinshin," said Anna 
Mikhailovna. 

I know, I knov^', retnrnc'cl Prince* Vasili, in his monotonous voice. 

I never could undet stand liow Natalva made up her mind to marry 
th.u nncoiuh heat. Such a stu])id ind absurd creature, and a gambler 
besides, thev .sav.” 


“Bui an exce llent man, prince.” remarked Anna Mikhailovna, smil- 
ing with a touching smile, as il she. too, knew very well that Count 
Rostol deseived such a reputation, but did her best to say a good word 
for the j)ooi old ni.in. 


UMiai do the doctors sa\?” asked the j)rinccss after a short silence 
and again alhuMiig an e.xpiession of deep grief to settle upon her 
careworn lace*. ^ 


“Very little hope ” said the prince. 

“1 wanted so miuli to thank my unde once more, for all his kind- 
esses to me and Bons-he’s his godson,” she added in French, in such 
a tone as li this pu'ce of inlonnation must be highly delightful to 


Prince- Vasili thought this oxer and frowned. Anna Mikhailovna 
reah/ed that he xvas apprehen.sive lest she were a rival for the count’s 
inheiiunce. She hastened to reassure him. 

"If it xvere not for my true love and devotion to mv uncle” said 
^te ut terms tl'e words "my unde" with spedal firmness and unconcern 
I know his noble, straiglitforward character; but you see. he has 
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only the young princesses with him: they are all so inexperienced.” 
She inclined her head and added, in a whisper: ”It*s indispensable 
that I should see him, however hard it may be for me; but then, I am 
accustomed to sorrow.” 

The prince evidently knew only too well, just as he had known 
at Anna Scherer’s, that he would have difficulty in getting rid of Anna 
Mikhailovna. 

“This interview might be very injurious for him, my dear Anna 
Mikhailovna; better wait till evening; the doctors have been expecting 
a crisis.” 

“But it is impossible to wait, prince, at such moments. Ah, it is 
terrible, the duties of a Christian.” 

A door opened and from an inner chamber appeared one of the 
count’s nieces, a young lady with a sour, cold face, and with a waist 
dispro}>ortionately long for her stature. Prince Vasili went toward her. 

“Well, how is he?” 

“Just about the same; but what could you expect— this noise,” said 
the ])riutess, staring at Anna Mikhailovna as if she were a stranger. 

“Ah, my dear, I did not recognize you,” exclaimed Anna Mikhailovna 
with a beaming smile and moving lightly forward toward the count’s 
niece. “1 have just come, and I am at your service lo help you take 
care of my uncle. 1 can imagine how much you have suffered,” she 
added, sympathetically turning up her eyes. 

The count’s niece made no reply, nor did she even smile, but imme- 
diately left the room. Anna Mikhailovna took ofl her gloves and estab- 
lished herself in an armchair in a victorious attitude, and motioned 
the prince to sit down near her. 

“Boris,” said she to her son, with a smile, “I am going to see the 
count, my uncle; in the meantime, you go and find Pierre, and don't 
forget to give him the invitation from the Rostols. 'ITey ask him to 
dinner. I think very likely he may not wish to come,” she suggested, 
turning to the prince. 

“On the contrary,” returned the prince, evidently very much an- 
noyed, “1 should be very glad to have him taken off my hands. He is 
staying here. The count has not asked for him once.” 

He shrugged his shoulders, A footman conducted the young man 
downstairs and then up, by another flight, to Pierre’s quarters. 


XI 

Pierre had arrived in Moscow a few days earlier and had taken up 
his abode as usual in his father’s house. Although he foresaw that the 
story would be noised abroad in Moscow, and that the ladies who 
formed his father’s household and who were always hostile to him 
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would take advantage of this occurrence to influence the count against 
him, nevertheless, on the very day of his arrival, he started to go to 
his father's apartments. As he went into the drawing-room, where the 
princesses usually sat, he stopped to pay his respects to the ladies, who 
were busy with their embroidery frames while listening to a book which 
one ol them was reading aloud. There were three of them. The oldest, 
a severely prim old maid with a long waist— the one who had tried to 
snub Anna Mikhailovna— was the reader; the younger ones, both pink- 
cheeked and rather pretty, and exactly alike, except that one of them 
had a little mole on her lip, decidedly adding to her beauty, were busy 
with their embroidery. 

J^ierre was received like a ghost or a leper. The oldest princess ceased 
reading and silently looked at him with Irightcned eyes. The one 
without the mole did the same. The third, who had the mole and 
some sense of humor, bent over the embroidery to conceal a smile 
caused by what she thought promised to be an amusing scene. She 
drew the thread down and bent over, as if studying the pattern, but 
could hardly keep from laughing. 

“(iood morning, cousin,” said Pierre, “don’t you know who I am?" 

“1 know you very well, altogether loo well.” 

“How is tlie count? May I see him?” asked Pierre, awkwardly as 
usual, but still not disconcerted. 

“ J’he count is sullering, both in body and in spirit, and it seems 
you have taken jiains to cause him the greater part of his moral 
suffering,” 

“May 1 see the count?” repeated Pierre. 

“Hml II you desire to kill him, to kill him out and out, then you 
may scr him. Olga, go and see if the bouillon is ready for dear uncle, 
it is high time,” she added, making Pierre see by this that they were 
wholly absorbed in caring lor his lather, while he, on the contrary, 
was palpably bent on annoying him. 

Olga lelt the room. Pierre stood still, looking at the sisters, and 
then said with a bow: “Well, I will go back to my room. As soon as it 
is possible, you will [jlease tell me.” 

He went out. and behind his back was heard the clear but subdued 
laughter ol the sister with the mole. 

On the next day Prince \'^asili liad come and put up at the count’s 
He called Pierre to him, and said: “My dear fellow, if you carry on 
hcTe as voii have in Petersburg, vou will fare very badly; that’s all I 
have to say to you. 'riie count is very, very ill; it is imperative that 
you should not see him.” 

kroru that time PicTie had been left severely alone, and spent his 
days in solitude, upstairs in his own rooms. 

When Roris iippearcd at the door, Pierre was walking up and down 
his room, occasionally pausing in the corners and making threatening 
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gestures at the walls, as if trying to thrust his sword through some 
unknown enemy, and looking savagely over his spectacles and then 
again beginning his restless walking, muttering indistinct words, shrug- 
ging his shoulders and spreading out his hands, 

“England has outlived its glory,” he was declaiming, with a frown 
and pointing at some imaginary person with his finger. “Pitt, as a 
traitor to the nation and to the law of nations, is condemned to ” 

He was imagining that he was at that instant Napoleon himself, 
and he pictured how his hero would make the perilous passage across 
from Calais and take London by storm, but he had not completed his 
denunciation of Pitt when he caught sight of a handsome, graceful 
young officer coming toward him. He stopped short. 

Boris had been a lad of fourteen when he last saw him, and he did 
not recognize him at all; but nevertheless he seized him by the hand 
in his impulsive, cordial way, and smiled affectionately. 

“Do you remember me?” asked Boris, calmly, with a pleasant smile. 
“I came with my mother to see the count, but it seems he is very ill.” 

“Yes, he is very ill. They keep him worried all the time,” returned 
Pierre, striving to recollect who this young man was. 

Boris was certain that Pierre did not recognize him, but he did not 
think it necessary to tell his name, and without manifesting the slightest 
awkwardness he looked him full in the face. 

“Count Rostof invites you to dine with him this afternoon,” said 
lie, after a rather long silence which made Pierre feel uncomfortable. 

“Ahl Count Rostof,” exclaimed Pierre, joyfully. “Then you are his 
son Ilya. At the first instant I did not recognize you, as you can easily 
imagine. Do you remember how you and 1 and Madame Jaejuot used 
to go out walking on the Sparrow Hills— years ago?” 

“You are mistaken,” said Boris deliberately, and with a bold and 
rather derisive smile; “I am Boris, the son of Princess Anna Mikhailovna 
Drubetskoy. Rostof’s father is named Ilya, and his name is Nikolai. 
And I never knew Madame Jaquot.” 

Pierre made a gesture with his hands and head, as if mosquitoes or 
bees were attacking him. 

“Ahl is that so indeed? I have mixed everything up. I have so many 
relatives in Moscow I So you are Boris— yes. Well, you and I seem to 
have begun with a misunderstanding. Well, what do you think of 
the Boulogne expedition? It will go pretty hard with the English if 
Napoleon crosses the Channel, won't it? I think the expedition is very 
feasiblel” 

Boris knew nothing about the Boulogne expedition; he had not read 
the newspapers. 

“We here in Moscow arc more taken up with dinners and gossip 
than with politics,” said he, in his calm, satirical tone. “Now you and 
the count are the t^lk.” 
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Pierre smiled his good-natured smile, as if fearing lest his companion 
might say something that he would regret. But Boris spoke with cir- 
cumspect ion, clearly and dryly, looking straight into Pierre’s eyes. 

“Moscow likes td do nothing better than gossip,’’ he repeated. “All 
are speculating to whom the count is going to leave his property; and 
yet, very possibly, he will outlive all of us. I hope so with all my 
heart." . . . 

“Yes, this is all very trying," interrupted Pierre— “very trying.” 

Pierre was apprehensive lest this young officer should unexpectedly 
turn the (onversation into some awkward channel. 

“But it must seem to you," said Boris, flushing slightly, but not 
allowing his voice or his manner to vary, “it must seem to you that 
everyone takes an inteiest in this simply because they hope to get 
something from the estate." 

“1 hat’s just it," thought Pierre. 

“1 expressly wish to tell you, lest any misunderstanding should arise, 
that you are entirely mistaken if you reckem me and my mother among 
these people We are very poor, but 1 at least say this on my own 
account for the very reason that your father is rich, that I do not con- 
sider myself a relative ol his, ancl neillicr I nor my mother would ask 
or even he willing to receive anything from him.” 

Pier re tor some time faded to comprehend, but when the idea dawned 
upon him. he jumped up from the sofa, seized Boris by the arm with 
characteristic impetuosity and clumsiness, and while he grew even 
redder than the other, he began to speak with a mixed feeling of 
vexation and shame: 

“Now, this is strangel 1 then . . . indeed and who would have ever 
thought . . . I know \ cry well . . . " But Boris again interrupted him. 

I am glad I ha\(‘ told you all. Perhaps it was disagreeable to you; 
you will pardon me,” said he, soothing Pierre instead of letting himself 
be soothed bv him. ”1 hope 1 have not offended you. It is a principle 
with me to speak (rankh. What answer am I to give? Will you come 
to dinner at the Rostols’?” 

And Boris, having aaiuiited himsell of a difficult explanation, and 
got himselt out of an awkward position by putting another into it 
again became perfectly agieeable. 

“Now. look here, lisien." said Pierre, calming down. “You are a 
remarkable man. What you have just said is very fine, very fine Of 
coulM^ YOU don’t know me. I would not have done such a thing I 
would not have had the courage, bm it is excellent. Strange” he 
added, after a short silence and smiling, “str ange that you should have 
had such an idea of me.” He laughed. “Well, who knows? We will 
become better acc]uaintcd, I hope." He pressed Boris’ hand 

"Ami do you think Napoleon will succeed in getting his army across?” 
asked lions, with a smile. 
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Pierre understood that Boris wanted to change the conversation, and 
taking his cue he began to expound the advantages and disadvantages 
of the Boulogne expedition. 

A footman came to summon Boris to his mothef. The princess was 
ready to start. Pierre promised to come and dine with the Roslofs so 
as to get better acquainted with Boris, and he warmly pressed his hand, 
looking through his spectacles straight into his eyes. 


XII 

After Anna Mikhailovna had gone, the Countess Rostof sat for some 
time alone, applying her handkerchief to her eyes. At last she rang 
the bell. 

"What is the matter with you, my dear?" she demanded severely of 
the maid, who had kept her waiting several minutes. "Don’t you care 
to serve me? If not, I can find another place for you." 

The countess was greatly affected by her old friend’s grief and 
humiliation, and tlierefoie she was out of sorts, as could be seen by 
her manner in addressing the maid. 

"Beg pardon," said the maid. 

"Ask the count to come to me." 

The count came waddling to his wife with a rather guilty look, 
as usual. 

"Well, my little countess, what a saute au rnadere of woodcock we 
are going to have, my love. I have been sampling it. Taras is well 
worth the thousand rubles 1 gave for him. It was well .spent." 

He took a seat near his wife, with a gesture of bravado, leaning one 
hand on his knee, and with the other rumpling up his gray hair: "What 
do you wish, little countess?" 

"Look, my love; how did you get that spot on you?" said .she, pointing 
to his waistcoat. "It is evidently .some ol your sauttl*," she added, with a 
smile. "Listen, count, 1 need some money." 

His face grew mournful. "Ah, my dearl" . . . 

And the count made a great ado in getting out his pocketbook. 

"I want a good deal, count; I want five hundred rubles." And 
she took her handkerchief and began to rub her husband’s waistcoat. 

"You shall have it at once. Hey, there!" cried the count, in a tone 
used only by men who arc certain that those whom they command 
will rush headlong at their call. "Send Mitcnka to me!" 

Mitenka, the nobleman's son whom the count had brought up and 
had now put in charge of all his affairs, came with .soft noiseless steps 
into the room. 

"See here, my boy," said the count to the deferential young man as 
he entered the door. "Bring me"— he hesitated— "yes, bring me seven 
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hundred rubles, yes. And don't bring such torn and filthy ones as you 
do sometimes, but clean ones; they are for the countess." 

“Ves, Miidika, please see that they are clean," said the countess, 
sighing deeply. 

“Your excellency, when do you wish them?" asked Mitcnka. "You 
will deign to know that . . . however, don t allow yourself to be un- 
easy," he added, perceiving that the count was already beginning to 
breathe heavily and rapidly, which was always a sign of a burst of rage. 
“I had lorgoitcn. Will you have them this instant?” 

"Yes, yes, instantly; bring them. Give them to the countess." 

"What a treasure that Mitcnka isl" he added with a smile, as the 
young man lelt the room. "He never finds anything impossible. That 
is a thing I cannot endure. All things are possible." 

"Ah! money, fount, money; how much sorrow it causes in the worldl" 
exclaimed the countess. "But this money is very important for me." 

"Little countess, you are a terrible spendthrift," declared the 
count, and kissing his wife’s hand he disappeared again into his own 
apartment. 

When Anna Mikhailovna returned from her visit to Bezukhof, the 
money, all in new clean bank notes, was lying on a stand under a 
handkerchiel in tlie countess' room. Anna Mikhailovna noticed that 
the countess was exfiied over something. 

"Well, my dear?" asked the countess. 

"Ah! he's in a terrible state! you would never know him, he is so 
ill, so ill! I slaved only a short minute and didn't say two words.” 

"Annette, lor heaven’s sake don’t refuse me," suddenly exclaimed 
the countess, taking out the money irom under the handkerchief, while 
hei old, thin, grave lace flushed in a way that was strange to see. 

Anna Mikhailovna instantly understood what she meant, and was 
already bending over so as to embrace the countess, graceliilly at the 
right moment. "It Is Irom me to Boris, lor his outfit.'' 

Ann<i Mikhail()\na interrupted her by throwing her arms around 
her and bin sting into tears. 'I'hc countess wept with her. They wept 
becausi* they were Iriends and because they were kind-hearted, and 
because, having been liiends from childhood, they were now occupied 
with such a sordid matter as money, and because their youth had 
passed. But theirs weic pleasant tears. 


XIII 

Tin: C.fn'NTi’Ss Rostof, with her daughters and a large number of 
guests, sat in the di awing-room. I'he count had taken the men into his 
study and was showing them his favorite collection of Turkish pipes. 
Occasionalh he would go out and ask: "Hasn’t she come yet?" 
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Everyone was waiting for Mary a Dmitrievna Akhrosimova, called in 
society “the terrible dragon”; a lady who was distinguished not for 
her wealth or her titles, but for the honesty of her character, and her 
frank, simple ways. The imperial family knew hcf, all Moscow knew 
her, and all Petersburg; and both cities, while they laughed at her 
brusque manners on the sly and repeated anecdotes about her, all 
nevertheless, without exception, respected and feared her. 

The conversation in the study, which was full of smoke, turned on 
the war which had just been declared through a manifesto, and on 
the recruiting. No one had as yet read the manifesto, but all were 
aware that it had appeared. The count sat on a low ottoman between 
two of his friends, who were talking and smoking. He himself was 
neither talking nor smoking, but with his head now to one side, now 
to the other, he looked with obvious satisfaction at those who did, 
and listened to the conversation of the two friends. 

One of the men was a civilian, with a wrinkled, sallow, clean-shaven 
lean face; though he was approaching old age, he was dressed in the 
height of style, like a young man. This was the old bachelor Shinshin, 
the countess’ own cousin, a “venomous tongue,” as it was said of him 
in Moscow drawing-rooms. He seemed to be condescending to his 
opponent. The other, a fresh, ruddy young officer of the Guard, irre- 
proachably belted, buttoned, and barbered, held an amber mouthpiece 
in his mouth, gently sucking the smoke through his rosy lips, expelling 
it in rings from his handsome mouth. This was Lieutenant Berg, about 
whom Natasha had teased Vera by calling him her suitor. 

Berg always spoke very accurately, calmly, and politely. His conver- 
sation invariably had himself as its central point; he always preserved 
a discreet silence when people were talking about anything that did 
not directly concern himself, and he could sit that way silently for 
hours without feeling or causing others to Icel the slightest sense of 
awkwardness. But as soon as the conversation touclied any subject in 
which he was personally interested, he would begin to talk at length 
and with evident satisfaction. 

“Consider my position, count: If I were in the cavalry, I would not 
receive more than two hundred a quarter, even with the rank of 
lieutenant, but now I get two hundred and thirty,” said he, with a 
pleasant, happy smile, glancing at Shinshin and the count, as if it were 
plain to him that his success would always be a subject of interest to 
everybody. 

“Moreover, count,” continued Berg, “by being transferred to the 
Guard, I am not forgotten; vacancies in the Guards occur far more 
often. So, you can see for yourself, on two hundred and thirty rubles 
a quarter, how well I can live. I can save some money and send some 
to my father too,” he went on to .say, puffing out a ring of smoke. 

“A German can grind corn on the butt of his hatchet, .as the proverb 
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f 3 uts it/' said Shinshin. shifting the mouthpiece of his pipe to the other 
side of his mouth and winking at the count. 

The count laughed heartily. Berg smiled with self-satisfaction. The 
count, followed by ’his guests, went into the drawing-room. 

It was *he time just before dinner is announced when the assembled 
guests, in expectation of being summoned to partake of the hors 
d'oeuvres, aic disinclined to embark on lengthy conversations and, at 
the same time, feel they should move about and say something to show 
that they arc in no haste to sit down at table. The host and hostess 
keej) watdi ol the door and exchange glances from time to time. The 
guests try to lead in those glances for whom or for what their hosts are 
waiting-some belated influential guest, or some dish that is not yet 
ready. 

Picric came in just before the dinner hour and awkwardly sat down 
in liic first diair he saw, riglit in the middle of the drawing-room, so 
that he was in everyone’s way. lire countess tried to engage him in 
crrnvcrsation, but he merely answered her (juestions in monosyllables 
and ke|rt looking naively around him through his spectacles, as if in 
scan h of someone. It was exceedingly annoying, but he was the only 
person who did not notice it. 'i'he majority of the guests, aware of 
his adventuie with the bear, looked curiously at this big, tall, quiet- 
looking man, and lound it diflicull to believe tlrat one so burly and 
unassuming could have played such a trick on a police officer. 

“Have \ou onlv just come?” asked the countess. 

“V'es, madanu ,” icfilied lie, glancing around. 

“You have not seen my husband?” 

“No, madanu*.” 

And h(‘ smiled at llie wrong moment. 

“You weie in Paris lately, 1 believe. 1 think it is very interesting.” 

“Very inieiesting.” 

Tile countess exchanged glanct^s with Anna Mikhailovna, who per- 
ceived tlnii she was recjuiied to take charge ol this young man. She 
look a seal b\ his side and bc'gan to talk tc 3 him about his father, but 
he answ'eic’d hei jusi as he had the countess, ineiely in monosyllables. 
'The countess got up and went into the hall. 

“Is that you, Marya Dmitrievna?” rang her voice through the hall. 

“M\ own sell,” was the answer in a harsh voice, and Marya 
Diniti ie\ iia enUTcd the room. All the young ladies and even the mar- 
ried ivonu*n. e\('ej)t those who wu*re cjuite old, rose. Marya Dmitrievna 
paused in the dooiwa\, and from the height of her imposing stature, 
with lu‘i lu‘ad held high and its linglets showing the gray of fifty years, 
she* look a deliberate survey of the guests and adjusted the wide sleeves 
of her gown as if they were disarranged. Marya Dmitrievna always 
spoke in Russian. 

“C:ongratulations to the dear one and her children on this happy 
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day," said she, in her loud, deep voice, which drowned all other sounds. 
“Well, you old sinner, how are you?" she said, addressing the count, 
who kissed her hand. “I suppose you are bored to death in Moscow? 
Hey? Nowhere to give the dogs a run. Well, what's to be done, old 
boy, when you have these grow^n-up chickens?" She waved her hand 
toward the young ladies. “Whether you wish it or not, you have to find 
husbands lor them. Well, my Cossack,” said she (Marya Dmitrievna 
always called Natasha the Cossack), patting Natasha as she came run- 
ning up to kiss her hand gaily and without any fear. “I know this 
little girl is a madcap, and 1 am fond of her all the same." 

Slie took out of a monstrous reticule a pair of pear-sliaped amethyst 
earrings, and gave them to the blushing Natasha in honor of her name 
day; then she turned immediately from her and addrt'ssed Pierre. 

“He! hel my dear! come here, right here!” she eiied in an insincerely 
gentle voice. “Come here, my dear fellow.” And she threateningly 
hitched up her sleeves. 

Pierre went to her, ingenuously looking at her througli his spectacles. 

“Come here, come, my dear fellow. 1 was the only one who dared 
tell your father the whole truth when he was fit to hear it, and now 
I shall do the same with you. It's God's will.” 

She paused. All held their breath, waiting for what was to come, 
and feeling that this was but the prologue. 

“He’s a fine lad, I must say, a fine lad! His father lying on his 
deathbed, and this young man amuses himself by tying a policeman 
on a bear’s back! For shame, my boy, for shame. You would better 
have gone to the war." 

She turned away from him and gave her hand to the count, who 
found it difficult to keep from laughing outright. 

“Well, then, let us go in to dinner; it is ready, I believe," said Marya 
Dmitrievna. 

Tlie count led the way with Marya Dmitrievna, followed by the 
countess escorted by a colonel of hussars, a man of influence whose 
regiment Nikolai was to join. Anna Mikhailovna went with Shinshin. 
Perg gave his arm to Vera. The .smiling Julie Karagina went with 
Nikolai to the table. Behind them followed the rest in couples, making 
a long line through the hall, and the rear was brought up by the 
tutors and governesses, each leading one of the children. The waiters 
bustled about, chairs were noisily pushed back, an orchestra played 
in the gallery, and the guests took their places. The sound's of the 
count’s private band were soon drowned in the clatter of knives and 
forks, the voices of the guests, and the hurrying steps of the waiters. 

At the head of the table sat the countess, Marya Dmitrievna at her 
right, Anna Mikhailovna at her left; then the other ladies. At the other 
end of the table sat the count, with the colonel of hussars at his left, 
and Shinshin and the other men at his right. At one side of the long 
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uble were the young gentlemen and ladies; Vera next to Berg, Pierre 
next to Boris; on the other side the children and their tutors and 


governesses. 

The count, from behind the barricade of crystal bottles and comports 
laden with fruit, looked across to his wife and her towering headdress 
with its blue ribbons, and zealously helped his neighbors to wine, not 
forgetting himself. I'he countess also, not neglecting the duties as a 
hostess, cast significant glances at her husband over the tops of the 
pineapples, and it seemed to her that his bald forehead and face were 
all the more consjjicuously rubicund from the contrast of his gray hair. 

On the ladies’ side there was an unceasing buzz of conversation. On 
the side of the men the voices grew louder and louder; and loudest 
of all talked the colonel of hussars, who ate and drank all he could, 
his face growing more and more flushed, so that the count felt called 
upon to hold him up to the other guests as an example. Berg, with 
an affectionate smile, talked with Vera, arguing that love was not an 
earthly but a heavenly Iceliiig. Boris was enlightening his new friend 
Pierre as to the guests who were at the table, and occasionally ex- 
changing glances with Natasha, who sat on the opposite side. 

Pierre said little but ate much, while he scanned the faces of the 


gucsis. Having been offered two soups, he had chosen turtle, and from 
tlie fish baked in puff pastry to the hazel hens, he did not refuse a 
single dish or any of the wines which the butler offered him, thrusting 
the bottle, mysteiiously wrapped in a white napkin, over his neighbor's 
shoulder, murmuring: “Dry Madeira," or “Hungarian," or “Rhine 
wine. Pierre raised the first glass that lie happened to lay his hand 
on, of the four wine glasses, engraved with the count's arms, that stood 
before each guest; and drank rapturously, and the face that he turned 
upon the guests grew constantly more and more friendly. 

Natasha, sitting opposite, gazed at Boris, as only young girls of 
thii teen can, on the lad with whom they have just exchanged kisses 
and ate very much in love. Occasionally she let her eyes rest on Pierre, 
and this silly little girl, so exuberantly gay and animated, made him 
feel like laughing; though he could not tell why. 

Nikolai was seated at some distance from Sonya, next to Julie 
Karagina, talking witli Julie with the same automatic smile. Sonya also 
had a smile on her lips, but it was not natural, and she was evidently 
tortured by jealousy; fhst she turned pale, then led, while she did her 
best to imagine what Nikolai and Julie were talking about. 

1 he governess w'as looking around nervouslv, as if prepared for 
combat should anyone presume to injure her^ young charges. The 
German tutor was endeavoring to fix in his memory all the diflPerent 
courses, desserts, and wines, so as to give a full description of it when 
he wrote home to Germany: he felt sorely grieved because the butler 
who had the bottle wrapped in the napkin passed him by. He frowned. 
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and tried to make believe that he had no wish to taste that wine and 
was only affronted because no one was willing to see that he needed 
the wine, not for allaying his thirst, or from greediness, but from 
motives of curiosity. 

At the men’s end of the table, the conversation grew more and 
more animated. The colonel recounted that the manifesto dealing with 
the declaration of war had already appeared in Petersburg, and that 
he had seen a copy which had been brought that day by a courier to 
the commander-in-chief. 

“Why the devil do we have to fight Bonaparte?" exclaimed Shinshin. 
“He has already smacked down Austria. I fear that now it will be 
our turn." 

The colonel was a stout, tall German of sanguine temperament, but 
a thorough soldier and a patriot, nevertheless. He felt affronted at what 
Shinshin said. 

“But why, my dear sir," said he, mispronouncing every word, “inas- 
much as de emperor knows dat? In his mahnilest, he says dat he cahnnot 
looke with indecferencc on de danjers treetening Russia, and dat de 
safety of de empire and de sanctity of de allies ..." and he put a 
special emphasis on the word allies, as if it were the whole crux of 
the matter. 

“What are you making such a noise about there?" suddenly spoke 
up Marya Dmitrievna, her deep voice booming across the table. “Why 
are you pounding on the table?" she demanded of the hussar. “What are 
you getting so excited about? You must imagine that the French are 
right here before you!" 

“I am delling the druth," said the hussar, smiling. 

“Always talking about the war," cried the count, across the table. 
“You must renieinber that I have a son who is going. Marya Dmitrievna, 
my son is going." 

“Well, 1 have four sons in the army, but I don't mourn over it. It 
is all God’s will. You may die at home lying on your bed, or God may 
bring you safe out of battle," rang Marya Dmitrievna’s loud voice, 
without any effort, from the farther end of the table. 

“That is so." 

And again the conversation was confined among the ladies at their 
end of the table and among the men at theirs. 

Before the sherbets were brought in, champagne was handed around. 
Again the orchestra played, the count exchanged kisses with his “little 
countess," and the guests stood up to drink a health to the hostess, 
clinking their glasses across the table with the count, with the chil- 
dren, and with each other. Again the waiters bustled about, there was 
the noise of moving chairs, and in the same order but with more 
flushed faces the guests returned to the drawing-room and to the count's 
study. 
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XIV 


Thk card tal)Ics were brought oui, and the count s guests scattered 
through the sitting room, the two drawing-rooms, and the library. The 
young people at the countess’ piompting gathered around the clavi- 
chord and tlie harp. Julie, first, by general request, played a piece with 
vaiiaiions on the harp: and then she joined with the rest of the girls 
in urging Natasha and Nikolai, whose musical talent was known to 
all, lo sing something. Natasha was evidently very much flattered by 
this retjues! and at the same time filled with anxiety. 

“What shall we sing?” she asked. 

“ T he Fountain,’ ” suggested Nikolai. 

“Well, give me the music, quick; Boris, come here,” said Natasha, 
“lint wheie is Sonya?” 

She looked around, and seeing that her cousin was nowhere in the 
loom, she set out to find her. 

She lan into Sonya’s room and not seeing her there, hastened to the 
nurseiy, but Sonya was not there. Natasha then decided that Sonya 
might b(‘ in the corritloi silling on the gicat chest. The great chest in 
the (onidor was the j>lace of soiiows for all the young women of the 
house o( Rostof. There she found Sonya with hei frilled pink frock 
all (rumpled. l>ing flat on hei face on a dirty striped pillow which 
belonged to the nurse, hiding her face in her hands, and crying as if 
he? h(‘art w'ould bieak, wdiile her bare shoulders shook with sobs. 

Natasha’s (ace, which had bc'en so radiant all through her saint’s- 
da), was siiddenlv trans(ormc‘d; her cyc's grew fixed, then her throat 
coniracK'd, and the corners ol lier mouth drew down. 

“Sony.i! What is the matlei? Tell me, what is it; wdiat is the matter 
with Oooo-oo!” 

And Natasha, opening her large memth and becoming quite ugly, 
cried like a diild. without knowing any reason for it except that Sonya 
was cr\ing. Sonya tried to lilt up her head, tried to answer, but found 
it impossible and hid her lace again. Natasha sat down on the blue 
cushion and threw hei arms around her dear cousin. At length Sonya 
made an ellori, sat up, and began to wipe away her tears, saying: 

“Nikolai is going away in a week . . . his papers . . . have come 
. . . he himsell told me so. Ihit I should not have wept.” . . . She 
held out a piece (d pajier she liad been reading; it contained the 
veisc's that Nikohii had wiitten lor hei. ... “I should not have wept 
for that . . . but you cannot undei stand ... no one can understand 
. . . what a noble heait he has.” 

And once more her teais began to flow at the thought of what a 
noble heart he had. 

“You are happv ... I do not envy you ... I love yem and Boris 
too.” .said she. composing herself with an effort. “He is good ... for 
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you there are no obstacles. But Nikolai is my cousin ... we should 
have to . . . the archbishop himself would have to give us a dispen- 
sation . . . otherwise it would be impossible. And then if dear mama” 
—Sonya always regarded the countess as her mother and called her 
so— ‘‘she will say that I am spoiling Nikolai's career, that 1 am heartless 
and ungrateful, and she would be light too; but God is my witness” 
—she crossed herself— “I love her so and all of you, except only Vera 
. . . and why is it? What have I done to her? ... I am so grateful 
to you that I would gladly make any sacrifice for you . . . but it’s no 
use ...” Sonya could say no more, and again she biiiied her face 
in the cushion and her hands. Natasha tried to calm her, but it was 
obvious by her face that she understood all the depth of Sonya's woe. 

“Sonya!” she exclaimed suddenly, as if surmising the actual reason 
of her cousin’s grid, “truly, didn't Vera say something to you after 
dinner? Tell me!” 

“Nikolai wrote these verses himself, and I copied off some other 
ones; and she found them on my table and said that she was going 
to show them to dear mama, and she said, too, that I was ungratelul, 
that dear mama would never let him marry me, and that he was going 
to marry Julie. You saw how he behaved with her all the time . . . 
Natasha! why should such things happen?” 

And again she began to sob, more bitterly than before. Natasha tried 
to raise her, threw her arms around her, and smiling through her 
tears, began to console her. 

“Sonya, don't you believe her, dear heart; don't believe her. Don’t 
you remember we three and Nikolai talked together in the silting 
room, alter lunch? Why, we thought it all out, how everything would 
be. I don’t exactly remember how it was, but you know it will be all 
right and everything can be arranged. There was Uncle Shinshin's 
brother married his own cousin, and we are only second cousins. And 
Boris said that that was perfectly possible. You know I tell him every- 
thing. For he is so clever and so kind,” said Natasha. “Now, Sonya, 
don’t cry any more, darling, sweetheart, Sonya,” and she kissed her, 
and laughed happily; “Vera is spiteful, I’m sorry lor her! But all will 
be well, and she won't say anything to dear mama; Nikolai himself 
will tell her, and he doesn’t care anything about Julie,” and she kissed 
Sonya on her hair. 

Sonya jumped up and again the kitten became lively, its eyes danced, 
and it was ready, waving its tail, to spring down on its soft little paws 
and to play with the ball again, as was perfectly natural for it to do. 

“Do you think so? Truly? Do you swear it?” said she quickly, smooth- 
ing out her crumpled dress and hair. 

‘TYuly! I swear it!” replied Natasha, tucking an unruly tuft of curly 
hair back under her cousin’s braid. “Now, let us go and sing ‘The 
Fountain.' ” 
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XV 


At the very time when in the Rostofs' ballroom they were dancing 
the sixth Anfriaise’ 2 Lnd the musicians from weariness were beginning 
to play out of tunc, and the tired servants and cooks were preparing 
the late supf)cr, Count Bezukhof had his sixth stroke of apoplexy. 
The doctors detlared there was not the slightest hope that he would 
rally from it. Confession and Communion were administered to the 
dying man, and preparations were being made for extreme unction, 
while the mansion was filled with the bustle and expectation usual in 
such eircumstanecs. Outside the house, around the doors, hidden by 
the throngs ol carriages, gathered the undertakers, hoping to reap a 
rich harvest from the count’s obsequies. The military governor of 
Moscow, who had sent his adjutant constantly to inquire about the 
count, this evening came himself to bid farewell to the famous grandee 
of Catherine’s time. 

l ire magnific(mt rcceplipn room was crowded. All rose deferentially 
wlren the govertror, wlio had been closeted for half an hour with the 
sick man, caim* out, bowing slightly in reply to the salutations and 
endeavoring to pass as rapidly as possible by the doctors, priests and 
relatives who fixed their eyes upon him. Prince Vasili, grown a trifle 
thinner and paler during these last days, accompanied the military 
governor, ie[)eating something in an undertone. 

Having sec'ii the military governor to the door. Prince Vasili sat 
down alone in the salon, threw one leg over the other, rested his elbow 
on his kn(‘e and (overed his eyes with his hand. Having sat that way 
for some little tinu', he got up and with hasty irregular steps, looking 
around with startled eyes, he passed through the long corridor that 
led to the i('ai jionioii of the house, to the room occupied by the 
oldest ol the three princesses. It was almost dark in the room; two 
votarv lamps llnkeied belore the holy images and there was a pleasant 
odoi ol imensi and llowcis. I he whole room was furnished with small 
pieces ol luiniiun'. (hillonieis. cabinets, and little tables. Behind a 
screen eon hi be seen the white curtain of a high posted bedstead. A 
litth dog (aine tunning out and barking. 

“Ah, is it \ou, cousin?” 

She got up and smoothed her hair, which, as always, was so extraor- 
dinarily smooth that one would have thought it made of one piece 
with her head and tlum covered with varnish. 

“What is it? What has happened?” she asked. “You startled me so!” 

Nothing! I he re is no ch.inge, 1 onlv came to Jiave a talk with you 
Caiheiiiu-ahour business,” said the prince, wcarilv sitting down in 
the Chau trom which she had just risen “How w^aim it is here," he 
exclaimed. “However, sit down; let us talk” 

“I thought something must have happened," said the princess, and 
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she took a seat in front of him, with her face hard and stony as usual 
and prepared to hear what he had to say. “I was trying to get a nap, 
cousin, and I could not.” 

‘‘Well, my dear,” said Prince Vasili, taking the princess' hand and 
bending it over in a way peculiar to himself. 

It was evident that this ‘‘well, my dear,” referred to a number of 
things, which, though unspoken, were understood by both of them. 

The princess, having picked up the little dog, held it in her dry, 
thin hands on her lap and scrutinized the prince sharply, but it was 
plain to see that she did not intend to break the silence by asking any 
ejuestion, even though she sat till morning. 

‘‘Do you not see, my dear princess and cousin,” continued Prince 
Vasily, evidently bringing himself, not without an inward struggle, to 
attack the subject; ‘‘at such moments as this, we must think about all 
contingencies. We must think about the future, about ourselves. . . . 
1 love all of you as if you were my own children; you know that.” 

The princess gazed at him stonily, betraying no sign of her feelings. 

‘‘Finally, it is necessary, also, to think of my family,” continued Prince 
Vasili, averting his eyes from her and initably giving a small table a 
push. ‘‘You know, Catherine, that yon ihiee Mamontof sisters and my 
wife are the count’s only direct heirs. 1 know, I know how hard it is 
for you to speak and think about stub things. And it is no easier for 
me; but, my dear, I am si\t> yeais old, 1 must be ready for anything. 
Do you know that 1 had to send lor Pierre? The count pointed directly 
at his portrait, signilyiiig that he wanted to see him.” 

Prince Vasili looked (juestioningly at the princess, but he could not 
make out whether she comprehended what he had said to her or was 
simply looking at him. 

“Cousin, I do not cease to pray God for him,” she replied, “that 
He will pardon him and grant his noble soul a peaceful passage from 
this ...” 

“Yes, of course,” hastily interposed Prince Vasili, rubbing his bald 
lorehead and again angrily drawing toward him the table that he had 
just pushed away. “But— but— to make a long story short, this is what 
I mean: You yourself know that last winter the count signed a will by 
which all his property was left to Pierre, and all the rest of us were 
h it out in the cold.” 

“But think how many wills he has made!” replied the princess, 
(.dmly. “Besides, he can’t leave his property to Pierre. Pierre is 
illegitimate.” 

“My dear girl,” said Prince Vasili, suddenly clutching the table in 
his excitement, and speaking more rapidly, “but supposing a letter 
has been written to the emperor, in which the count begs to have Pierre 
legitimatized? Don’t you understand that in view of the count’s services 
his petition would be granted?” 
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The princess smiled that smile of superiority peculiar to people 
who think they know more about any matter than those with whom 
they are talking. 

“I will tell you/ moreover/' pursued Prince Vasili, seizing her by the 
hand, “the letter has been written, but it has not been sent yet, and 
the emperor knows about it. The question is this: has it been destroyed 
or not? If not, then, as soon as all is over"— Prince Vasili sighed, giving 
to understand what he meant to convey by the words “all is over"— 
“then the count’s papers will be opened, the will and the letter will 
be handed to the emperor, and the petition will undoubtedly be 
granted. Pierre, as the legitimate son, will inherit alll" 

“Put our share?’’ demanded the princess, smiling ironically, as if 
all things except this were possible. 

“Put, my poor Catherine, it is as clear as day. Then he will be the 
only legal heir and w'ill have everything, and you will simply get 
nothing. You ought to know, my dear, whether the will and the letter 
have been written, or whether they have been destroyed. And if they 
have been forgotten, then you ought to know where they are and how 
to find them, so that ..." 

“That's the last straw!’’ interrupted the princess, smiling sardonically 
without (hanging the expiession of her eyes. “I am a woman, and 
acc'ording to your idea all of us women are stupid, but 1 know well 
enough that an illegitimate s(m cannot inherit , . . un bdtardr she 
added, with tlu intention of showing the prince, by this French term, 
condusively how inconsistent he was. 

“Why can’t you understand, Catherine! You are so clever! Why 
can’t you understand that il the (ount has written a letter to the 
emperor begging him to legitimatize his sou, of course, Pierre will not 
be Pierre any longer, but Count Pezukhof. and then he will inherit 
the whole according to the w'ill? And if the will and the letter are not 
destroyed, then you will get nothing except the consolation of knowing 
that you were dutilul and brought these consequences on us all! That 
is one suie thing!’’ 

“I know that the will has been signed, but I know also that it is not 
good lor ain thing, and il seems to me, cousin, that you take me for 
a perfect fool,” said the princess, with that expression that women 
assume when ihe\ think they have said something pointed and 
insulting. 

“My dt‘ar Princess Catherine.’’ impatiently reiterated Prince Vasili, 
“1 did not c'oine with tlie intention of having an argument with you, 
but to talk w’ith you about vour own inicresis as with a relative— a 
kind, good, true relative 1 tell you for the tenth time that if this letter 
to the emperor and the will in Pierre’s favor are among the count’s 
papers, then vou, niv dear little pigeon, wdll not inherit anything, nor 
your sisters eiihei. 11 you don t bt^lieve me, then ask somebody who 
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does know. I have just been talking with Dmitri Onufriyitch (the 
count's lawyer), and he says the same thing." 

A change came over the princess' thoughts; her thin lips grew white 
(her eyes remained the same), and her voice when she spoke evidently 
surprised even herself by the violence of its gusty outburst. 

"That would be fine!" said she. "I have never desired anything, and 
I don’t now.” She pushed the dog from her lap and straightened the 
folds of her dress. "Here is gratitude, here’s recognition for all the 
sacrifices that people have made for himl” cried she. "Excellent! Admir- 
able! I don’t need anything, prince." 

"Yes, but it is not you alone: you have sisters,” replied Prince Vasili. 

The princess, however, did not heed him. 

"Yes, I have known for a long lime, but I had forgotten it, that I had 
nothing to expect in this house except baseness, deception, envy, 
intrigue; nothing except ingratitude, the blackest ingratitude." 

"Do you know or do you not know where that will is?” asked Prince 
Vasili, his checks twitching even more ihan before. 

"Yes, I was stupid; 1 have always had faith in people, and loved them, 
and sacrificed myself. But onlv those arc successful who are base and 
low. I know through whose intrigues this came about." 

The princess wanted to rise, but the piince detained her by the arm. 
The princess’ lace suddenly took on the expression of one who has 
become soured against the whole human race; she looked angrily at 
her relative. 

"There is still time enough, my pet. You must know, my dear Cath- 
erine, that all this may have been done hastily, in a moment of pique, 
of illness, and then forgotten. Our duty, my dear, is to correct his mis- 
take, to soothe his last moments, so that he cannot in decency commit 
this injustice; we must not let him die with the idea that he was making 
unhappy those who—’’ 

"Those who have sacrificed everything for him," interrupted the 
princess, taking the words out of his mouth. Again she tried to get up, 
but still the prince would not allow her. "And he has never had the 
sense to perceive it. No, cousin," she added, with a sigh, "I shall yet 
live to learn that it is idle to cxy)ect one’s reward in this world; that in 
this world there is no such thing as honor or justice; in this world 
one must be shrewd and wicked." 

"Well, well, now calm yourself; I know your good heart." 

"No; I have a wicked heart." 

"I know your heart,” repeated the prince. "I prize your friendship, 
and I could wish that you had as high an opinion of me. Calm yourself 
and let us talk sensibly. Now is the time . . . perhaps we have a few 
hours, perhaps a few moments . . . now tell me all you know about this 
will, and above all where it is; you must know. He has probably for- 
gotten all about it. Now we must take it and show it to the count. 
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Probably he has lorjjotten all about it, and would wish it to be destroyed. 
You understand that my sole desire is to religiously carry out his wishes, 
and that is why 1 came here. I am here only to help him and you.” 

"Now 1 understand all. 1 know whose intrigues are to blame. I know,” 
said the princess. 

*‘That is not to the point, my dear.*' 

“It is your prote^^ec, your dear Princess Drubetskoy, Anna Mik- 
hailovna, whom 1 would not hire as my chambermaid— that filthy, 
low woman I “ 

“Let us not lose time,*’ said the prince, in French. 

“Oh! don’t speak to me. Last winter she sneaked in here, and she 
told the count such vile things, such foul things, about all of us, 
especially abc3Ut Sophie— I cannot repeat them— so that the count was 
taken ill, and for two weeks would not see any of us. It was at that 
time, I know, that he wrote that nasty, vile paper, but I supposed that 
it was not important.” 

“ That is just t!u‘ point; why didn't you tell me before?** 

“In the hand |)aintecl portfolio which he keeps under his pillow. 
Now I know,’* contiiuucl tlie princess. “Yes, il I have any sins on my 
soul, my greatest sin is iny hatred ol that horrid woman,” she almost 
cried, her lace all convulsed. “And why did she sneak in here? But 
1 will tell her what I think of her, that 1 will. 'Llie time will cornel” 


XVI 

VVhilf this conversation went on in the princess’ apartment, the car- 
riage with Fieri e (who liad been sent Cor) and Anna Mikhailovna 
(wlio found it essential to acccmipany him) drove into Count Bezukhof's 
courtyard. When the (aiiiagc wheels rolled noiselessly in on the straw 
scattered under the window's, Anna Mikhailovna turned to her com- 
panion with consoling words, but was surprised to find him asleep in 
the corner of the carriage. She awakened him, and he followed her 
from the carriage, and then lor the fust time he thought of the meeting 
with his dying father that was bclcne him. 

“Perhaps the count did not call lor me,” he said when they reached 
the upper floor. “I Iiacl better go to my room.” 

Anna Mikhailovna waited till Pierro overtook her. 

“Ah, my clear.” said she, la\ing her hand on Ins arm, just as she had 
done that iiKjrning to her son, “believe that I suffer as much as you, 
but be a man I” 

Really, had I better go?” asked Pierre, looking affectionately at 
Anna Mikhailovna through his spectacles. 

Ah, my dear, ’ said she, “forget the wrongs that may have been 
done you; remember he is your father— perhaps even now dying.** She 
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sighed. “I have loved you from the very first like my own son. Trust 
in me, Pierre. I will not forget your interests.'’ 

Pierre did not in the least comprehend, but again he felt quite clearly 
that all this had to be as it was, and he submissively followed Anna 
Mikhailovna, who had already opened the door. The door led into 
the vestibule of the rear apartments. In one corner sat an old man- 
servant of the princesses’, knitting a stocking. Pierre had never before 
been in this part of the house: he was not even aware of the existence 
of such rooms. 

Anna Mikhailovna spoke to a maid whom she saw hurrying along 
with a carafe on a tray, and calling her by various familiar terms of 
endearment, asked how the princesses were, and at the same time 
beckoned Pierre to follow her along the stone corridor. 

The first door on the left led into the princesses’ private rooms. The 
chambermaid with the carafe, in her haste (everything was done in 
haste at this time in the house), failed to (Jose the door, and Pierre 
and Anna Mikhailovna, as they passed by, involuntarily glanced into 
the room, where sat the oldest of the nieces in close conference with 
Prince Vasili. Seeing them passing, Prince Vasili made a hasty move- 
ment and drew himself up; the princess sprang to her feet, and in her 
vexation slammed the door with all her might. 

This action was so unlike the piincess’ liabitual serenity, the fear 
on the prince’s face was so contrary to his ordinary expression of 
pompous dignity, that Pierre paused and looked incjuiringly at his 
guide through his sj)C(tacles. Anna Mikhailovna showed no surprise; 
she merely smiled slightly and sighed, as if to signify that all this was 
to be expected. 

“Be a man, my dear! I will watch over your interests," said she, in 
answer to his glance, and tripped along the corridor even more hur- 
riedly than before. 

Pierre did not comprehend what the trouble was and still less her 
wolds “watch over your intere.sts,’’ but he came to the conclusion that 
all ihis must be so. 

T hey entered the leccption room, with its two Italian windows, its 
door leading into the “winter garden," a room with a colossal bust 
and a full-length portrait of the Empress Catherine. The room was 
(died with the same people in almost the same attitudes, sitting and 
whispering together. They all ceased talking and stared at Anna 
Mikhailovna as she entered with her pale, tear-stained face; followed 
by the stout, burly Pierre, hanging his head. 

Not two minutes passed before Prince Vasili, in his belted coat, 
with three stars on his breast, his head tilted back, came into the room. 
He seemed thinner than when Pierre had last seen him; his eyes opened 
wider than usual when he glanced about the room and caught sight of 
Pierre. He went straight up to him, took his hand (a thing he had 
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never done before), and bent it down as if trying by experiment whether 
it had any power of resistance. 

“Courage, courage, niy dear fellowl he has asked to see you. That is 
good . . . and lie started to move away. But Pierre felt impelled to 
ask, “How is lie? * He slanimered, not knowing exactly what to call the 
dying count; he was ashamed to call him father. 

“He had another stroke half an hour ago. Courage, my friend.’* 

Pierre was in such a dazed condition of mind that at the word 
“stroke” he imagined a blow of some kind. He looked at Prince Vasili 
in perplexity, and it was only after some lime that he was able to 
gather that “stroke” meant an attack of apoplexy. 

Priru(' Vasili, as he went by, said a few words to Lorrain, the doctor, 
wIh) was present, and went into the bedroom on his tiptoes. He was 
not used to walking on his tiptoes and his whole body jerked awkwardly 
as he walked. He was immediately followed by the oldest princess; 
them came ihe confessor and priests; some of the domestics also passed 
through the door. There wms some commotion in the next room, and 
finally Anna Mikhaihwna, with the same pale countenance, firmly 
bent on the fulfilment of her duties, came running out, and, touching 
Pierre on ilie arm, said: “The goodness of God is inexhaustible; the 
ceremony of divine unction is about to begin. Come!” 

Piene eniered ihe room, treading on the soft carpet, and noticed 
(hat th(' adjutant and a strange lady and one of the servants followed 
fiim, as if now it w^(‘ie no longer necessary to ask permission to enter. 

Pierre was lamiliar with this vast room, divided by columns and 
an arch, all hung with Persian tapestries. The part of the chamber 
behind the columns, where on one side stood a high mahogany bed' 
stead with silken curtains, and on the other a monstrous shrine with 
icons, was all brightly and beautifully lighted, just as churches are 
usually lighted for evening service. 

Unclcr the glitieiing decorations of this shrine stood a long couch, 
and on the couch, suj)poried bv snenvy-white cushions, with fresh pillow 
slips, lay the majestic lorm ol Pierre's father, Count Bezukhof, his hair 
brushed up on his lofty forehead like a lion's mane, as Pierre remem- 
bered it so wtII, and the same stern ch'ep wTinkles on his handsome, 
aristocratic face, reddish yellow’ in color. He was wTapped to the waist 
in a bright green quilt, and lay directly under the holy pictures; both 
of his great stout arms wete uncovered and reposed on the quilt. In 
his right hand, which lay palm down, he held a wax taper between 
the thumb and forefinger, and an old servant, bending over the chair, 
kept it upright. Around the chair stood ilie clergy in their magnificent 
glittering robes, with their long hair stiTamiiig dowm over their shoul- 
ders, with lighted tapers in their hands, performing their functions 
with slow' scdemniiy. A little back of them stood the two younger prin- 
cesses with handkerchiefs in their hands, pressed to their eyes, and 
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just in front ot them was the oldest sister, Catherine, with a spiteful 
resolute expression, not for a moment letting her eyes wander from 
the icon, as if she was saying to all that she would not be responsible 
for her actions if she looked around. Anna Mikhailovna, with an 
expression of meek grief and pardon to all sinners on her face, stood 
near the door with the strange lady. Prince Vasili, on the other side 
of the door, nearer the count, stood behind a carved chair, upholstered 
in velvet, which he had turned around and on which he rested his left 
hand with a taper, while crossing himself with his right hand, raising 
his eyes each time his fingers touched his forehead. His face expressed 
calm devoutness and submission to the will of God. “If you cannot 
comprehend these sentiments, so much the worse for you," his coun- 
tenance seemed to say. 

Behind him stood the adjutant, the doctors and the menservants; 
just as in church, the men and women took opposite sides. No one 
spoke; all kept crossing themselves; the only sound was the reading 
of the service, the low subdued chanting of the priests' deep bass voices, 
and during the intervals of silence the restless movement of feet and 
deep sighs. 

With the noiseless steps of a man possessed of perfect health, the 
French doctor went over to the sick man, lifted in his white, slender 
fingers the hand that lay on the green quilt, and bending over, began 
to count the pulse and grew grave. Something was given to the invalid 
to drink, there was a slight stir about him; then once more they all 
took their places and the service proceeded. 

At the time of this interruption Pierre noticed that Prince Vasili 
left his position behind the carved chair and, after the oldest of the 
princesses joined him, retired with her into the depths of the alcove, 
to the high bedstead under the silken hangings. From there both the 
prince and the princess disappeared through a rear door, but before 
the end of the service both returned to their places, one after the other. 

The sounds of the church chant ceased; the voice of the priest was 
heard respectfully congratulating the sick man on having received the 
mystery. The count lay as before, motionless and apparently lifeless. 
Around him there was a stir; footsteps and whisperings were heard; 
Anna Mikhailovna's voice could be distinguished above the rest. Pierre 
listened, and heard her say: 

“He must be (arried instantly to his bed; it will never do in the 
world for him to . . . '' 

The doctors, princesses, and servants crowded around the invalid 
so that Pierre could no longer sec that reddish-yellow face with the; 
gray mane of hair, which ever since the service began had constantly 
filled his vision to the exclusion of everything else. He surmised by 
the guarded movements of those who crowded around the armchair 
that they were lifting and carrying the dying man. 
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•‘Hold on to iny armi Vou’ll drop him, this way," said one of the 
servants in a frightened whisper. . . . "Get him lower downi" . . . 
"Once more," said different voices, and the labored breathing and 
shuffling of feet growing more hurried seemed to indicate that the 
load the men were carrying was beyond their strength. 

As the bearers, among their number Anna Mikhailovna, came 
opposite tJie young man, he caught a momentary glimpse over their 
heads and backs of his father’s strong, full chest uncovered, his stout 
shoulders lifted above the people holding him under his arms, and his 
leonine head with its curly mane. I'he face, with its extraordinary high 
forehead and cheekbones, its handsome, sensitive mouth and majestic, 
<old eyes, was undisfiguied by the nearness of death. It was just as 
when Piene had seen it three months before, when the count had sent 
him to Petersburg. liut the head rolled helplessly to the uneven steps 
ol llie bearers, and the cold, indifferent eyes gave no sign of recognition. 

'rhere lollowed a lew moments of bustle around the high bedstead; 
those who had been carrying the sick man withdrew. Anna Mikhailovna 
touched Pierre on the arm and said, "Come." Pierre went with her to 
the bed, wliere the sick man had been jrlaccd in a rigid position, 
evidently in .some manner suitable to the saci ament just accomplished. 
He lay with his head pio|)])ed high on j)illows. His hands lay side by 
side, palm downward, on tlu* green silk quilt. As Pierre went to him, 
(he count was looking straight at him, but his Icjok had a meaning and 
significance it w'as impossible to comprehend. Either that look meant 
nothing and merely fastened upon him because his eyes must needs 
look at something, or they had too much to say. 

Pierre paused, not knowing what was cxpcTted of him, and glanced 
iiupiiriiigly at his guide. Anna Mikhailcjvna made a hasty motion with 
Iter eyes toward ilie sick man’s hand, and willi her lips signified that 
he should kiss it. Pieric‘ bemt o\er carelully so as not to disturb the 
<}uilt, and in accoi chime with her ad\icc touched his lips to the broad, 
brawny hand Neither the hand nor a muscle of the count’s face moved. 
Pierre again looked quesiioningly at Anna Mikhaiknna to ask what 
he .should do next. She signed to him with her eyes to sit down in an 
armchair which stood near the bc'd. Piene submissively sat down, his 
eves mutely asking it he were doing the right thing. Anna Mikhailovna 
approvingly nodded lier head. Pierre again assumed the symmetrically 
simple attitude eff the Egvjiiian statue, and evidently really suffered 
because his awkward, huge tiame took up so much space, though he 
slrc^ve with all his might lo make it seem as small as possible. He 
looked at the count. 'The count was staring at the spot where Pierre 
had just been standing. 

This lasted two minutes, which .seemed an hour to Pierre. Suddenly 
a ti-einor appeared in the deep, powerful muscles and lines of the 
count’s fare. It grew more pronounced; the handsome mouth was drawn 
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to one side (this caused Pierre for the first time to realize how near 
to death his father was) and from the drawn mouth proceeded an 
indistinguishable hoarse sound. Anna Mikhailovna looked anxiously 
into the sick man's eyes and tried to make out what he wanted, pointing 
first at Pierre, then at a glass of water; tlien she asked in a whisper if 
she should call Prince Vasili, then pointed at the quilt. The sick man's 
face and eyes expressed impatience. He mustered force enough to look 
at the manservant who never left his master's bedside. 

“He wants to be turned over on the other side," whispered the 
servant, and proceeded to lift and turn the count's heavy body face 
to the wall. 

Pierre got up to help the servant. 

Just as they were turning the count over, one of his arms fell back 
helplessly, and he made a futile effort to raise it. Did the count notice 
the look of terror in Pierre’s fare at the sight of that lifeless arm? or 
did some other thought flash across his dying brain at that moment? 
At all events, he looked at his disobedient hand, then at Pierre's terror- 
stricken face, and back to his hand again, and over his lips played 
a martyr's weak smile, out of character with his powerful features and 
seeming to express a feeling of scorn for his own lack of strength. At 
the sight of this smile, Pierre unexpectedly felt an oppression around 
the heart, a strange pinching in his nose, and the tears dimmed his 
eyes. The sick man lay on his side toward the wall. He drew a long sigh. 

“He is going to sleep,'' said Anna Mikhailovna to one of the nieces, 
who had returned to watch. “Let us leave him." 

Pierre left the room. 


XVII 

There was no one in the reception room except Prince Vasili and 
the oldest princess, and these two were silting under the empress' 
portrait, talking eagerly about something. As soon as they caught sight 
of Pierre and his guide, they stopped. 

“Catherine has had tea made in the little drawing-room,” said Prince 
Vasili, addressing Anna Mikhailovna. “Come, my poor Anna Mik- 
hailovna. you had better have something to eat, or you will collapse.” 

He said nothing to Pierre, but gave his arm a sympathetic pressure 
just below the shoulder, Pierre and Anna Mikhailovna went'into what 
Prince Vasili called the little drawing-room. 

Around the table were gathered for refreshments all those who were 
spending this night in Count Bezukhof's mansion. Pierre well remem- 
bered this little circular drawing-room, with its mirrors and small 
tables. In days gone by, when the count gave balls, Pierre, who did 
not know how to dance, liked to sit in this little room of mirrors and 
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watch the ladies as they passed through in their ball gowns, with 
diamonds and pearls on their bare necks, glance at themselves in the 
brightly illuminated mirrors, which reflected back their elegance. Now 
the room was dimly lighted by a pair of candles. 

Pierre did not eat anything, though he was very hungry. He glanced 
inquiringly at his guide and saw that she was tiptoeing back to the 
reception room, where they had left Prince Vasili and the oldest niece. 
Pierre took it l(^r granted that this, also, was as it should be, and after 
waiting a little while he followed hei. Anna Mikhailovna was standing 
in fiont ol the young lady, and both were talking at once in angry 
undci tones. 

“Permit me, prim ess, to dec ide what is necessary and what is not 
necessary,” Princess (latherinc was saying, evidently still in the same 
angry frame oi mind as when she slammed the door of her room. 

“lUit, my deal >oimg princess,” said Anna Mikhailovna in a sweet 
but conclusive manner, barring the way to the count's chamber, and 
not allowing the young lady to pass, “will this not be tc^o great an 
effort lor po(»r unde at this time, when he so needs rest? At this time 
any convr i sai ion alxjut worldly matters, when his soul has already 
been prep<iiefl ...” 

Piimc Vasili still ,s:;t in the armchair in his familiar posture, with 
one leg thrown over the other. His cheeks twitched violently, and 
seemed to grow llabin’er than usual, but he preserved the attitude of 
a man to whom the aitei cation of the two women w^as of no consecjuence. 

“(.ome, my good Anna Mikhailovna, let Catherine have her way. 
You know how loud the (ount is of her.” 

I don t e\eii kitow wh. i is in this paper,” said the yemng princess, 
turning to Piince Vasili, aiul pointing to the hand-paintecl portfolio 
she* had in her hand. I onlv kmAv that liis last will is in his bureau, 
but this is a paper he lias lorgoticn.” 

She (lied to pass by Anna Mikhailovna, bur Anna Mikhailovna, 
springing iorward, again barred her way. 

“I know, iny dear good princess ” said Anna Mikhailovna, grabbing 
the poitlolio, and so firmly that it was evident she would not let go 
in a liuriv. My dear princess, 1 beg of you, I beseexh you, have pity 
upon him.” 

1 he young priiKess said not a word. The only sound was that of 
the scuffle for possession of the portfolio. 

It was obvious that if she opened her mouth to speak, what she 
would say would not be flattering to Anna Mikhailovna. The latter 
clung to the poi t folio relentlessly, but her voice preserved all its softness, 
.sweetness, and gentleness. 

“PiciTc. my dear, come here. I think he will not be superfluous in 
this lamilv council, will he, prince?” 

•AVln don't vou speak, cousin?” suddenly cried tlie young princess, 
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so loud that those in the little drawing-room heard it, and were startled. 
“Why don’t you speak, when this impertinent creature permits herself 
to meddle in matters that don’t concern her, and make scenes on the 
very threshold of the death chamber 1 Vile schemer I” she hissed in a 
loud whisper, and snatched at the portfolio with all her force; but 
Anna Mikhailovna took two or three steps forward so as not to let go 
of it, and succeeded in keeping it in her hand. 

“Oh!” cried Prince Vasili, with a look of surprise and reproach. He 
stood up. “This is absurd I Come, now, let go, I tell you I’’ 

Princess Catherine obeyed. 

“You also!” 

Anna Mikhailovna paid no attention to him. 

“Drop it, I tell you. I will assume the whole responsibility. I will 
go and ask him. I . . . That ought to satisfy you," said Prince Vasili. 

“But, prince,’’ said Anna Mikhailovna, “alter receiving the sacrament 
allow him a moment of repose. Pierre, give us your opinion,’’ said 
she, turning to the young man, who, coming close to them, looked in 
amazement at the young princess' angry face, from which all dignity 
had departed, and at Prince Vasili’s twitching cheeks. 

“Remember that you will answer for all the consequences,’’ said 
Prince Vasili, angrily; “you don’t know what you are doing.’’ 

“You vile woman,’’ screamed the young princess, unexpectedly dart- 
ing at Anna Mikhailovna and snatching away the portfolio. Prince 
Vasili hung his head and flung out his hands. 

At this juncture the door, that dread door at which Pierre had been 
looking so long, and which was usually opened so gently, was hastily 
and noisily flung back, so that it hit the wall, and the second sister 
rushed out, wringing her hands. 

“What are you doing?” she cried, in despair. “He is dying, and you 
leave me alone.” 

Princess Catherine dropped the portfolio. Anna Mikhailovna hastily 
bent down, and, picking up the precious object, hastened into the 
death chamber. Princess Catherine and Prince Vasili, regaining their 
composure, joined her. In a few moments Princess Catherine came out 
again, the first of all, with a pale, stern face, biting her lower lip. At 
the sight of Pierre her face expressed uncontrollable hatred. 

“Now. now you can rejoice,” said she. “You have been waiting for 
this,” and, sobbing, she hid her face in her handkerchief and ran from 
the room. 

The princess was followed by Prince Vasili. Reeling a little, he went 
to the sofa on which Pierre was silting and flung himself on it, covering 
his face with his hands. Pierre noticed that he was pale, and that his 
lower jaw trembled and shook as it from an attack of ague. 

“Ah, my friend,” said he, taking Pierre by the elbow, and there was 
in his voice a sincerity and gentleness that Pierre had never before 
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noticed in it. “How we sin and how we cheat, and all for what? I ami 
sixty years old, iny dear. . . . Look at me. . . . Death is the end of' 
all, all I Death is horriblel'* 

He burst into tears. 

Anna Mikhailovna came out last of all. She went sira],olit up to 
Pierre, with slow, quiet steps. 

“Pierrcl" said she. 

Pierre looked at her inquiringly. She kissed the young man on the 
forehead, which she wet with her tears. 

Then after a silence she added: 

“He is dead.” 

Pierre peered at her through his glasses. 

“Come, I will take you away. Try to weep. Nothing is so consoling 
as tears.” 

She led him into the dark drawing-room, and Pierre was relieved 
that no one was tlicre to see his face. Anna Mikhailovna left him there, 
and when she returned he was sound asleep with his head resting on 
his arm. 

The next morning Anna Mikhailovna said to Pierre: 

“Yes, my dear, it is a great loss for all of us. I am not speaking of 
you. Hill God will give you support; you are young, and at the head 
of an immense* lortune, I hoj)e. ’^I'he will has not been opened yet. I 
know you well enough to believe that this will not turn your head, 
but new duties will devolve upon you, and you must be a man.” 

Pierre made no reply. 

“Perhaps laier 1 will tell you, my dear, that if I had not been here 
. . . (fod knows what might have happened. Ytm know uncle, only 
the day befoic, promised me that he would not forget Boris. But he 
did not have the time; 1 hope, my dear friend, that you will fulfil 
your fathers desire.” 

Pierre eomjih'tely failed to see what she was driving at, and, without 
saying anvihing and with mortification, looked at Princess Anna 
Mikhailovna. Having thus spoken with Pierre, she drove back to the 
Rastofs and lay down to rest. After her nap, that same morning, she 
began to tell the Rosiols and all her aetjuaintances the details of the 
death of Count Be/ukhof. She declared that the count had died as 
she heiself would wish to die. that his end had been not only pathetic 
but even edifving; the last meeting of lather and son had been so 
touching that she could not recall it without tears, and she could not 
tell which had boiiie himself with more compo.sure during these 
drcadlul moments, the father who had had a thought for everything 
and cvervone during those last hours, and had spoken such affectionate 
and touching words to his son; or Pierre, whom it was pitiful to see 
he was so ovx*rcoine, and yet in spite of it struggled so manfully to 
lude Ills grief so as not to pain his dying father. 
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“Such scenes are painful, but they do one good; it is elevating to 
the soul to see such men as the old count and his worthy son.’* 

She also spoke of the behavior of Princess Catherine and Prince 
Vasili, but in terms of censure, and under the promise of the strictest 
secrecy. 


XVIII 

The arrival of young Prince Andrei and his wife at Lisiya Gori, 
Prince Nikolai Bolkonsky’s estate, was daily expected. But this made 
no break at all in the strenuous routine of life in the old prince's 
mansion. Prince Nikolai, a former general-in-chief, nicknamed in so- 
ciety “the King of Prussia,’’ had been banished to his estates during 
the reign of the Emperor Paul, and had lived like a hermit tliere ever 
since with his daughter. Princess Maria, and her hired companion. 
Mile. BoLirienne. Even after the new reign had begun, although he 
was free to go wherever he pleased, he continued to live exclusively 
in the country, saying that if anyone wanted him it was only thirty 
miles from Moscow to Lisiya Gori, and he himself needed nothing 
and nobody. 

He declared that there were only two semrees of human vice, idleness 
and superstition; and only two virtues, activity and intelligence. He 
himself undertook his daughter’s education, and in order to inculcate 
both these virtues he gave her lessons up to the age of twenty in algebra 
and geometry, and apportioned her life into an uninterrupted schedule 
of occupations. He was constantly engaged in writing his memoirs, or 
in solving problems in higher mathematics, or in turning snuffboxes 
on a lathe, or in working in his garden and superintending the erection 
ol buildings, which were always being erected on his estate. As the 
chief condition ol activity is order, order in his scheme of life was 
enacted to the utmcjst. His appearance at meals invariably took place 
under the same circumstances each day, and not only at the same hour 
but at the same meunent. The prince was harsh and so exacting with 
the people around him, from his daughter to the humblest menial, 
that while he was not cruel, he inspired an awe and deference such 
as it would have been difficult for even the cruelest man to exact. 
Although he was living in seclusion, and now had no influence in 
matters of state, every c:)fficial of the province considered it a duty to. 
pay his respects to the prince, and, precisely as the architect or the 
gardener or Princess Maria, awaited the designated hour for his ap- 
pearance in the lofty hall. And each of those waiting in this hall 
experienced the same feeling of awe and fear when the massive door 
of his study swung open and the form of the little old man appeared, 
in his powdered wig, with his small, dry hands and overhanging gray 
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eyebrows which sometimes, when he trownea, concealed the gleam o£ 
his keen and youthfully glittering eyes. 

On the morning of the day when the young couple were expected. 
Princess Maria, at the regular hour, came down into the hall to wish her 
father good morning, and with fear and treinbling crossed herself and 
repeated an inward prayer. Each morning she came the same way, and 
each morning she prayed that their daily meeting might be propitious. 

An aged servant in a powdered wig, who was sitting in the hall, 
got up (juictly and addressed her in a respectful whisper: “I beg of you.*' 

Beyond the door could be heard the monotonous hum of the lathe. 
The princess timidly opened the door, which moved easily and noise- 
lessly on its hinges, and stood at the entrance. The prince was working 
at his latlie. He looked around and then went on with his work. 

'Jdie great room was full of objects, apparently in constant use: a 
huge table whereon lay hooks and plans; high bookcases with keys in 
the mirror lined doors; a large reading desk on which lay an open 
copybook; a cabinetmaker's lathe, with various kinds of tools and 
shavings and chips scattered around— all this indicated a constant, 
varied and regular activity. By the motion of his small foot, shexi 
Tartar fashion in a silver-embroidered boot; by the firm pressure of 
his sinewy, thin hand, it could be seen that the prince had still the 
tenacious and undiminished strength of a green old age. Having made 
a few more turns, he look his foot from the treadle of the lathe, wiped 
his chisel and pul it in a leather pocket attached to the lathe, and 
going to the table called his daughter to him. He never wasted caresses 
on his children, and therefore, merely offering his bristly cheek, which 
had not as yet been sliaved lor the day, he said, with a severe and at 
die same time keenly affectionate look: 

“Arc you well? . . . Now then, sit down." 

He took a copybook ol geometrical work written out in his own 
hand, and pushed his chair along wuth his foot. 

“For tomorrow," said he, briskly, turning the page, and marking 
the paragraphs with his horny nail. 

The princess leaned over the table toward the notebook. 

“Wait, here’s a letter for you," said the old man, abruptly taking 
an envelope addressed in a icminiiie hand fiom tlie pocket fastened 
to the table, and tossing it to her. 

Fhe princess’ face colored in blotches at the sight of the letter. She 
hastily jiiekcd it up and examined it intently. 

“From your Holoise?" asked the ])ririce, with a chilling smile that 
showed his sound, yellow teeth. 

“Ves. Ironi Julie," said the princess, liiiiidh, glancing up. 

“1 shall allow two more letters to pass, but I shall read the third," 
said ihc prince severely. “1 fear you wTiie much nonsense. I shall read 
the third." 
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'•You may read this, father,” replied the princess, with a still deeper 
flush, holding the letter toward him. 

“The third, I said, the third,” rejoined the prince laconically, push- 
ing away the letter; then, leaning his elbow on the* table, he laid the 
notebook with the geometrical designs before her. 

“Well, young lady, these triangles are equal; if you will observe, the 
angle ABC ...” 

The princess had not the slightest comprehension of what he said, 
and was so overcome with fear that it really prevented her from com- 
prehending any of her father's instructions, no matter how clearly 
they were expressed. The teacher may have been at fault, or the pupil 
may have been, but each day the same thing recurred. The princess 
made a mistake in her answer. 

“Now, how can you be so stupidi” stormed the prince, throwing 
aside the notebook and hastily turning away; then he rose to his feet, 
walked up and down, laid his hand on her hair, and again sitting down, 
drew close to her and proceeded with his instructions. 

“No use, princess, no use,” said he, as the young lady took the lesson 
book, and closing it started to leave the room; “mathematics is a great 
thing, my girl, and 1 don’t wish you to be like our stupid, silly women. 
By dint of perseverance one learns to like it.” He patted her on the 
cheek. “The dullness will vanish from your brain.” 

He patted her on the shoulder and, as she went out, closed the door 
himself. 

The young Princess Maria returned to her chamber with the pensive, 
scared expression that rarely left her and rendered her plain, sickly 
face still more unattractive. She sat down at her writing table, covered 
with miniature portraits and cluttered with notebooks and volumes. 
The princess was just as disorderly as her father was systematic: she 
threw down her book of problems and hastily broke the seal of the 
letter, wJiich was from her most intimate friend from childhood; this 
was no other than the Julie Karagina who was at the Rostofs’ on the 
day of the reception. 

Julie wrote as follows: 


My dear delightful friend: What a terrible and frightful thing 
is absencel It is in vain I tell myself that in sj)ite of the distance 
that lies between us, our hearts ate bound to each other bv indis- 
soluble ties; mine rebels against my fate, and, notwithstanding all 
the pleasures and attractions that surround me, 1 cannot overcome 
a certain lurking sadness I have felt in the depths of my heart ever 
since our separation. Why can I not now, as I did three months 
ago, draw fresh moral strength from your eyes, so sweet, so calm, 
so penetrating, the eyes I loved so much and which I imagine I 
see before me as I write. 
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Having read to this point. Princess Maria sighed and glanced at the 
pier glass that stood opposite her, reflecting her slight, homely form 
and thin face. Her eyes, which were generally melancholy, just now 
looked with a f^ecaliarly liopeless expression at her image in the glass. 

“She is flattering me,” said the princess to herself, turning away 
and continuing her reading of the letter. Julie, however, had not 
flattered iier friend; the princess’ eyes were really large, deep, and 
luminous; sometimes a bunch of rays of soft light seemed to gleam 
from them; and then they were so beautiful that they transfigured her 
whole lace, notwithstanding the plainness of her features, and gave 
her a charm that was more attractive than mere beauty. 

But the young princess had never seen the beautiful expression of 
her own ('\es, the exjrression they had at times when she was not 
thinking ol Jierseli. Like most people's, her lace assumed an affectedly 
unnatural and ilMavored expression as soon as she looked into the glass. 

She went on with the letter: 


All Moscow is talking of nothing but the war. Not to speak of 
my brothers, this war lias deprived me of one who is nearest and 
dearest to my heart; 1 mean the young Nikolai Rostol, who was 
so eiiihusiaslic that he w’as unable to endure inactivity, and has 
lelt the umveisity to join the army. Ah, well, my dear Marie, I 
will conless to you that, notwithstanding his extreme youth, his 
departure loi the army is a great grief to me. Someday I will tell 
you ol oin parting and what passed between us. 1 know very well 
that (.ount Nikolai is too young ever to be anything more than a 
friend to me, but this sweet friendship, this relationship, so poetic 
and so puie, has become one of the necessities of my heart. But 
•enough ol thisl 

I he (hiei news ol the day, which all Moscow is talking about, 
is the dcMth ol old C.oiint Bc/ukhot and his will. Just imagine: 
Ihc three priiu esses get very little. Prince Vasili nothing, and it 
is Monsieur I ler i e who has inherited everything. He has, moreover, 
been declaiecl legitimate, and is theicfoie Count Bezukhof, and 
die po.s.sessor ol the hnest lortune in Russia. It is claimed that 
Prime Vasili placed a very poor part in this whole business, and 
that he has gone Ixuk to Petersburg very much crestfallen. 

conless I have \ei y littk understanding ol this matter of the 
hecpiesis and the will; all 1 know is that since this young man 
whom we knew as .Monsieur Pieire, pine and simple, has become 
(annu ]>e/ukhol and master of one ol the greaic\st fortunes of 
Kiissia, 1 am greatly amused to notice the changed tone and be- 
havior ol mamas bindened with maniageable daughters, and even 
the young ladies themselves, toward this individual, who has al- 
ways seemed to me to be a pool specimen. As it has been the 
aimisemciu ol many people lor the past lew years to marry me 
off and gcnciaJly to men I do not even know, la ChroLTe 
vmtnmomalt of Moscow now makes me out Countess BezukLf. 





You know perfectly well that I have no desire to acquire that 
position! 

Speaking of marriage, do you know that quite recently the 
‘‘universal auntie,” Anna Mikhailovna, has confided to me, under 
the seal of the strictest secrecy, a marriage project for you; this 
is neither more nor less than Prince Vasili's son, Anatol, whom it 
is proposed to discipline by marrying him to a young lady of wealth 
and distinction, and you are the one on whom the choice of the 
relatives has fallen. 1 do not know how you will look upon the 
matter, but 1 felt that it was rny duty to inlorm you. They say he 
is very handsome and a great scapegrace; that is all I have been 
able to find out about him. 


XIX 

The gray-haired manservant sat in the study, dozing and listening 
to the prince’s snoring. At this time, a coach and a gig drove up to 
the entrance door, and from the coach descended Prince Andrei, who 
handed his little wife down and allowed her to pass ahead of him. 
The gray-haired Tikhon, in a wig, thrust his head out of the hall door 
and informed them in a whisper that the prince was asleep and then 
softly closed the door. Tikhon was well aware that not even the arrival 
of the son, or any other event, however uncommon, should be allowed 
to interrupt the order of the day. Prince Andrei knew this as well as 
Tikhon; he looked at his watch, as if to convince himself that there 
had been no change in his father’s habits since he had seen him, and 
having satisfied himself on that score, turned to his wife. 

“He will be awake in twenty minutes. Let us go to Princess Maria,” 
said he. 

The little princess had grown stouter, but her eyes, and her short, 
downy lip, and her sweet smile were just the same as ever as she 
exclaimed: 

“Why, it is a palace!” 

And she looked around with an expression such as people have in 
congratulating a host on a ball. 

“Come along quick, quick!” . . . She smiled at Tikhon and her 
husband and the footman who was leading the way. 

They went to the door of the sitting room, where some bars of a 
sonata were being repeated again and again. Prince Andrei paused 
and frowned, as if he were expecting something disagreeable. 

The princess went in. The music broke off abruptly; someone ex- 
claimed, and this was followed by the sound of hasty footsteps and 
kisses. When Prince Andrei went in, the two sisters-in-law, who had 
met only once for a short time at Prince Andrei’s wedding, were still 
locked in a fond embrace, just as at the first moment of their meeting. 
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Mile. Bourienne was standing near them with her hand on her heart 
and a beatific smile on her lips, evidently as ready to cry as to laugh. 
Prince Andrei shrugged his shoulders and frowned, just as lovers of 
music frown when 'they hear a discord. Both the women stood apart; 
then once again, as if fearing that a moment would be lost, they seized 
each other’s hands and began to kiss them; and not satisfied with kissing 
each other’s hands, they began to kiss each other in the face, and, to 
Prince Andrei’s unqualified surprise, tliey both burst into tears and 
again began to kiss each other. Mile. Bourienne was also greatly moved; 
it was awkward enough for Prince Andrei, but to the women it seemed 
perfectly natural to weep. 

“Ah, iny dear!’’ . . . “Ah, Marial” they kept exclaiming, amid 
laughter and tears. “I dreamed last night.” . . . “And so you were not 
expecting us?” . . . “Ah, Maria, you have grown thin.” . . . “And 
you have grown so stoutl” 

“1 knew the princess the moment I saw her,” put in Mile. Bourienne. 

“And here wasn’t I thinking of such a thingl” cried Princess Maria 
. . . “Ah, Andrei, I did not see you!” 

Prince Andrei kissed his sister’s hand and told her that she was as 
great a crybaby as ever. Princess Maria turned to her brother, and 
through Iier tears her eyes, now large and beautiful and luminous, 
rested on him with a lond, gentle and sweet expression. 

“And are you really going to the war, Andrei?” she asked, with a 
sigh. Lisa also sighed. 

“Yes, and I must be off by tomorrow,” replied her brother. 

He leaves me, and God knows why, when he might have been 
promoted.” 

Lisa s lip went down. She brought her face near to the young 
princess', and again unexjH-ctetlly burst into tears. 

She needs to rest,” said Piincc Andrei, scowling; “don't you, Lisa? 
lake her to lu i room and I will go to my father. How is he? Just 
the same as cvei?” 

Just tile same; l)ut perhaps your eyes will see some change in him,” 
replied the princess, cheerfully. 

1 he same regtd.ir hours, the same walks in the garden, the lathe?” 
asked Piince Aiuirei, with a barely perceptible smile which proved 
that notwithstaiuling all his love and reverence for his father, he was 
not blind to his weaknesses. 

‘Acs. just the same hours, and the lathe, and the mathematics, and 
my geometry lessons.” replied the princess, merrily, as if her geometry 
lessons were among lire great delights of her life. 

When the twenty minutes which remained for the prince’s nap were 
owr, 1 ikhon came to summon tlte young man to see his father. The 
old man allowed a variation in his mode of life in honor of his son- 
he commanded to have Prince Andrei come to him in his own room 
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while he was dressing (belore dinner). The prince dressed in the old- 
time costume of a fitted long coat and powdered wig. When Prince 
Andrei— not with the peevish face and manners he assumed in society, 
but with a lively expression, such as he had when he was talking with 
Pierre— went into his father’s room, the old man was in his dressing 
room, sitting in a wide morocco-upholstered armchair in a wrapper, 
while Tikhon was putting the last touches to his head. 

“Ah, my warrior 1 So you are going to conquer Bonaparte?” cried 
the old prince, and he shook his powdered head, so far as he was 
allowed by the pigtail which Tikhon was busy plaiting. “You do well 
to go against him; otherwise he would soon be calling us his subjectsi 
. . . Are you well?” and he offered his son his cheek. 

The old man had awakened from his noon nap in an excellent frame 
of mind (he was accustomed to say that a nap after dinner was silver, 
but one before dinner was golden). He squinted cheerily at his son 
from under his thick, beetling brows. Prince Andrei went and kissed 
his father on the spot designated. He made no reply to his father’s 
favorite topic of conversation or to his sarcasms on the military men 
of the present time and especially on Napoleon. 

“Yes, I have come to you, father, and with my wife, who expects to 
be confined soon,” said Prince Andrei, watching with eager and rev- 
erent eyes all the play of his father’s features. “How is your health?” 

“Only fools and rakes ever need be unwell, my boy, and you know 
me; busy from morning till night, and abstemious, and of course, I’m 
well.” 

“Thank God,” said tiie son, smiling. 

”God has nothing to do with it. Well,” continued the old man, re- 
turning to liis favorite hobby, “tell us how the Germans and Bonaparte 
have taught us to fight, according to this new science of yours that 
you call ‘strategy’?” 

Prince Andrei smiled. 

“Let me have time to collect my wits, sir,” said he, and his expression 
showed that his lather’s foibles did not prevent him from reverencing 
and loving him, “Why, you see I have not even been to my room yet.” 

“Nonsense, nonsense,” cried the old man, pulling at his little pigtail 
to assure himself that it was firmly plaited, and gravSping his son by 
the arm. “The quarters for your wife are all ready. Princess Maria 
wdll take her there and show them to her, and they will chatter their 
three basketfuls in their woman’s way. I’m glad to have 'her here. Sit 
down and talk. I understand Michelson’s army and Tolstoy’s too. But 
what’s the southern army going to do? What’s Sweden going to do?” 

Prince Andrei, perceiving the urgency of his father’s inquiries, began 
at first unwillingly, but gradually warming up more and more, to 
explain the plan of operations determined upon for the campaign. As 
he spoke, he involuntarily, from very force of habit, kept changing 
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from Russian into French. He explained how an army of ninety thou- 
sand was to threaten Prussia and force her to abandon her neutrality 
and take part in the war; how a portion of this army was to go to 
Stralsund and unite with the Swedish forces; how two hundred and 
twenty thousand Austrians, with a hundred thousand Russians, were 
to engage in active operations in Italy and on tlie Rhine; and how fifty 
thousand Russians and fifty thousand English were to disembark at 
Naples, and how this army, with a total of five hundred thousand 
men, was to make an attack simultaneously from different sides on 
the French. 

Fhe old prince did not manifest the least interest in the description, 
any more titan if he had not heard it, and continued to dress himself 
as he walked up and down; though three times he unexpectedly inter- 
rupted his son. Once he stopjied him by crying, “The white onel the 
white one!” 7’hat meant 7'ikhon had not given him the waistcoat he 
wanted. 7 he second time he stopped and asked, “And is the baby 
expected soon?” and reproachfully shaking his head, said, “Fhat’s too 
bad -go on, go onl” 

7'he thitd time, when Prince Andrei had finished his description, 
the old man sang in a high falsetto, with the cracked voice of age: 

''Malbrourk s'en va-t-en guerre. 

Iheu sail quand rexnendra.'* 

7'he son meiely smiled. 

1 don t say 1 ajiprove of this plan,” said he; “I am only telling you 
what it is. Napoleon, of course, has his plan, which is probably as 
good as ours.” 

“Well, you haven’t told me anything that is in the least new,” and 
the old man ihouglufully cfmtiniu'd to hum the refrain: Dieu sail 
qucind il x cvieud) a . — “C»o into the dining room.” 

At the appointed hour the prime, powdered and shaved, went to 
the (lining room where his daughter-in-law, Princess Maria, Mile. 
Bourienne and his architect were waiting for him. The latter was 
allowed at the table through a strange caprice of the prince, though 
from Jiis position this insignificant man would never have been shown 
such an honor. The prince, who had a firm belief in the gradations 
of rank, and lately admitted to his table even the important func- 
tional les of the province, had suddenlv selected Mikhail Ivanovitch 
(who blew his nose in the corner on a checked handkerchief) as a 
living example of the theory that all men arc ecpial, and more than 
once assured his daugfiter that the architect was as good as they were 
At the table the prince was very apt to address his conversation mainly 
tu tho silent Mikhail Ivanovitch. ’ 
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In the dining room, tremendously lofty like other rooms in the 
mansion, the prince's butlers and servingmen, each standing behind a 
chair, awaited his entrance. The house steward, with a napkin over 
liis arm, glanced to see that the table was properly set, beckoned to 
the servingmen, and constantly let his troubled eyes wander from the 
wall clock to the door where the prince was expected to enter. Prince 
Andrei was looking at a huge gilded frame, which he had never before 
seen, containing a representation of the genealogical tree of the 
Bolkonskys, which hung opposite a similar frame with a badly executed 
painting, evidently perpetrated by some domestic artist and meant to 
be a portrait of a reigning prince in a crown, showing that he was 
descended from Rurik and was the originator of the house of Bolkonsky. 
Prince Andrei was studying this genealogical tree, and shaking his head 
and laughing, as if the portrait struck him as something ludicrous. 

“How like him this all isl" he was saying to Princess Maria, as she 
came up to him. 

Princess Maria looked at her brother in amazement. She could not 
understand what he could find to amuse him. All that her father did 
inspired in her a reverence which removed it beyond criticism. 

“Every man has his Achilles’ heel,” continued Prince Andi'ei. “With 
his tremendous intellect, tlie idea of indulging in this absurdityl” 

The prince came in briskly, even gaily, as was his custom. From 
under his thick, overhanging brows, his keen, flashing, stern eyes sur- 
veyed all who were present, and then rested on his son’s young wife. 
T’he young princess instantly experienced that feeling of fear and 
reverence which this old man inspired in all those around him—a feeling 
akin to that experienced by courtiers at the appearance of the Tsar. 

He smoothed the prim ess’ head, and then, with a clumsy motion, 
patted her on the back of the neck. 

“I am glad to see you, glad to see you,” said he; and after looking 
into her face steadily once more, he turned away and sat down in his 
place. 

“Sit down, sit down I Mikhail Ivanovitch, sit down.” 

He assigned his daughter-in-law the place next him; the servingman 
pushed the chair up for her. 

“Ho! ho!” said the old man, looking at her critically, “your time 
is coming! Too bad!” 

He smiled dryly, coldly, disagreeably, with his lips alone, as usual, 
and not with his eyes. “You must walk, walk, as much as possible; as 
much as possible,” said he. 

The little princess did not hear, or did not wish to hear, his words. 
She said nothing, and seemed depressed. I’he prince asked after her 
father, and she replied and smiled. He asked about common acquaint- 
ances; the princess grew more animated, and began to deliver messages 
and tell the prince the gossip of the town. 
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“Countess Apraksina, poor woman, has lost her husband, and nearly 
cried her eyes out," said she, growing still more lively. 

The livelier she became, the more sternly the prince looked at her, 
and suddenly, as df he had studied her enough and had formed a 
sufficiently clear idea of her mental caliber, he turned abruptly away 
and began to talk with Mikhail Ivanovitch. 

“Well, now, Mikhail Ivanovitch, it is going to go hard with our 
Bonaparte. As Prince Andrei has been telling nie“--he always spoke 
of his son in the third person— “great forces are collecting against him. 
But then, you and I have always considered him to be a windbag.” 

Mikhail Ivanovitch really did not know when he and the prince 
had ever said any such things about Bonaparte, but perceiving that 
this was necessary as a preliminary tor the prince’s favorite subject of 
conversation, looked in surprise at the young prince and wondered 
what would be the outcome of it. 

“He is great at tactics,” said the old prince to his son, referring to 
the architect. And he began to expatiate on all the blunders that 
Napoleon, in his opinion, had made in all his wars, and even in his 
act ol administration. His son listened, refraining from engaging in 
any discussion, and only smiling as he involuntarily wondered how 
it was j)ossiblc lor this old man, who had lived for so many years like 
a liernm in the country, to know so thoroughly and accurately all the 
military and political occurrences that had taken place in Europe 
dining the last years, and be able to form such an opinion of them. 

'Ehe little princess, during the whole time of the discussion and the 
rest ot the meal, sat in silence, looking in alarm now at her husband’s 
father, now at Princess Maria. After they left the table she took her 
aister-in-law’s arm and drew her into the next room. 

“How lirilliant your latlier is,” said she. “That’s probably the reason 
I am so afraid ol him.” 

Ah, he is so good I” exclaimed the princess. 


XX 

Thk m\T evening Prince Andrei was ready to depart. The old prince, 
not making any cJiangc in his routine, had gone to his room imme- 
diately after dinner. The young wile was with Princess Maria. Prince 
Andrei, having donned a traveling coat without epaulets, was busy 
packing in his room with his valet. He had personally attended to 
the carnage and the arrangement of his luggage, and ordered the 
horses to be put in. Only those things remained in his room that he 
always tciok with him: his dressing case, a huge silver bottleholder, 
mo 1 urkish pistols, and a saber which his father had captured at 
Uchakof and presented to him. 
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If men are ever inclined to think about their actions, the moment 
when they are leaving home and embarking upon some new course 
of life is certain to induce a serious frame of mind. Generally, at such 
moments, the past comes up for review, and plans are made for the 
future. Prince Andrei’s face was very tlioughtful and tender. With his 
hands behind his back, he was walking briskly, from corner to corner, 
up and down the room. Was it terrible for him to be going to the 
\var, or was he a little saddened at the thought of leaving his wife* 
Perhaps there was a trifle of each feeling. However, on hearing steps 
in the entry and not wishing to be seen in such a state, he hurriedly 
unclasped his hands and paused by the table as if engaged in fastening 
the cover of his dressing case, and his face became, as usual, serene 
and impenetrable. 

The heavy steps he heard were those of Princess Maria. 

“I was told that you had ordered the horses put in,” said she, panting 
—she had evidently been running— “and I did so want to have a little 
talk with you all alone. God knows how long it will be before we set 
each other again. You are not angry with me for coming? You have 
changed very much, Andrei darling,” she added, as if in explanation 
of such a question. 

She smiled as she called him darling. Evidently it was strange for 
her to think that this stern, handsome man was the same little Andrei, 
the slender, frolicsome lad who had been the playmate of her child- 
hood. A smile was his only reply to her question. 

“Where is Lisa?” he asked. 

“She was so tired that she fell asleep on the couch in my roomi Oh, 
Andrei, what a treasure of a wife you have,” she said, as she sat down 
on the sofa, facing her brother. “She is a perfect child, such a sweet, 
light-hearted child. I have learned to love her dearly!” 

Prince Andrei made no reply, but the princess noticed the ironical 
and scornful expression her words evoked. 

“But you must be tolerant of her little weaknesses; who is without 
them, Andrei? You must not forget that she was educated and brought 
up in metropolitan society. And now her life is not all roses. Just think 
how hard it is on the poor little woman, after the gay life to which 
she is accustomed, to be parted from her husband and to be left alone 
in the country, and in her condition! It is very hard!” 

Prince Andrei smiled and looked at his sister, as we smile when we 
look at people whose motives are perfectly transparent to us. 

“You live in the country and don’t find this life so horrible, do you?” 

“I?— but that’s quite different. Why should you speak about me? I 
have no desire for any other life, because I have never known any 
other life. But think, Andrei, you know what poor company I am for 
a woman who has been accustomed to sophisticated society. There’s 
only Mile. Bourienne.” 
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“Your Bouriennc does not please me very much,” said Prince Andrei. 

“Oh, how can you say so? She is very kind and good, and what is 
more, is greatly to be pitied. She has no relatives, no friends, no one 
at all. To tell you the truth, I do not really need her at all; if anything, 
she is in my way. I love to be alone. Father is very fond of her. She 
and Mikhail Ivanovitch are two people to whom he is always polite 
and kind, because bolli of them are under obligation to him. As Sterne 
says, ‘We do not love men so much for the good they do us as for the 
good we do them.' Father took her in as an orphan from the street, 
and she is very good, and father loves the way she reads. She always 
reads aloud to him in the evening. She reads beautifully.” 

“Now, really, Maria, 1 am afraid father's temper must be very trying 
to you sometimes, isn’t it so?" asked Prince Andrei suddenly. Princess 
Maria was at first dumfounded, then terrified, at this question. 

“I'o me . . . me . . . trying?” she stammered. 

“He has always been harsh, but now he has become desperately 
trying, I should think,” said Prince Andrei, speaking lightly of his 
lather, apparently for the sake of perplexing or testing his sister. 

“You’re good to everyone, Andrei, but you have such pride of intel- 
lc‘ci,” said the princess, following the trend of her own thoughts rather 
than the course of the conversation. “And that is a great sin. Have we 
any right to judge our father? And even if we had, what other feeling 
besides veneration could such a man inspire? And I am so happy and 
(ontent to live with him, I only wish that all were as happy as I am.” 

Her brother shook his head incredulously. 

“I'hcre is only one thing that is hard for me— I will tell you the 
truth about it, Andrei— it is father's approach to religious things. I 
(annot undei stand how a man with such immense intellect can fail 
to see what is as clear as day, and can go so far astray. 'Phis is the one 
thing that makes me unhappy. But even in this I have noticed lately 
a shade of improvement. Lately his sarcasms have not been quite so 
pronounced, and there is a monk he allowed to come in and have a 
long talk with him.” 

“Well, my dear, I am afraid that you and the monk wasted your 
powder,” said Prince Andrei in a jesting but affectionate way. 

“Ah I rny dearl All I can do is pray to God and hope He will hear 
me. Andrei,” she said timidly after a moment’s silence, “I have one 
great favor to ask of you.” 

“What is that, my dear?” 

“Promise me that you \\ill not refuse me. It won’t be any trouble 
to vou at all and nothing unworthy of you in doing it; but it will be 
a great comfort to me. Promise me, Andrei darling, ”^aid she, thrusting 
her hand into her reticule and holding something in it but not yet 
shc^wing it, as if what she held constituted the object of her request 
and she were unwilling to take this something from the reticule until 
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she Avas assured of his promise. She looked at her brother Avith a timid, 
beseeching glance. 

“Even if it required great trouble, I would,” replied Prince Andrei, 
evidently foreseeing what the request was. 

“Think whatever you please— I know that you are exactly like father 
—think whatever you please, but do this for my sake. Please dol My 
father's father, our grandfather, wore it in all his battles.” Not even 
now did she take from the reticule what she held in her hand. “So, will 
you promise me?” 

“But what is it?” 

“Andrei, 1 give you this little medal with my blessing, and you must 
promise me that you will never take it off. Will you promise?” 

“If it does not Avcigh a hundred pounds and won’t break my neck, 
1 will do it if it will give you any pleasure.” 

But at that instant, noticing the pained expression that passed over 
his sister’s face at this jest, he regretted it. “With pleasure, really with 
ule;}surc, my dear,” he added. 

'Thank you, my dear.” 

She kissed him on the brow and again sat down on the couch. Both 
were silent. 

“As 1 was saying to you, Andrei, be kind and magnanimous as you 
always used to be. Don’t judge Lisa harshly,” she began after a while. 
“She is so sweet, so goodi and her position is very hard just now.” 

“Why, Maria, I have not told you that 1 have found any fault with 
my wife, or been vexed with her. Why do you say such things to me?” 

Princess Maria flushed in patches and was silent as if she felt guilty. 

“I have not said anything to you, but someone has been talking to 
you. And I am sorry for that.” 

The red patches flamed still more noticeably on Princess Maria’s 
forehead, neck, and checks. She tried to say something, but speech 
failed her. Her brother had guessed right; his little wile after dinner 
had wept, and confessed her forebodings about the birth of her baby 
and how she dreaded it, and poured out her tomplainls against her 
fate and her father-in-law and her husband. And after she had cried, 
she fell asleep. 

Prince Andrei was sorry for his sister. 

“I wish you to know this, Maria, that I find no fault with my wife, 
I never have found fault with her and never will, and there is nothing 
for which 1 can reproach myself. But if you wish to know the truth 
. . . do you wish to know whether I am happy? Nol Is she happy? Nol 
Why is it? I don’t know.” . . . 

And as he said this he got up, went over to his sister and, bending 
down, kissed her on the forehead. His handsome eyes showed an un- 
wonted gleam of sentiment and kindliness, though he looked not at 
his sister, but over her head at the dark aperture of the door. 
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“Let's go to her, it is time to say good-by. Or, rather, you go ahead 
and wake her, and I will tollow you." 

On the way to his sister's room, in the gallery, which connected 
one part of the house with the other, Prince Andrei met the sweetly 
smiling Mile. Bourienne. It was the third time that she had crossed his 
path that day in the corridor, and with the same enthusiastic and 
naive smile. 

“Ah, 1 thought you were in your own room," said she, blushing a 
little and dropping her eyes. 

Prince Andrei looked at her sternly. His face suddenly grew wrathful. 
He gave her no answer, bur looked at her forehead and hair, not into 
her eyes, with such a scornful expression that the little Frenchwoman 
flushed scarlet and turned away without another word. 

When he reached Ids sister’s room his wife was already awake, and 
her blithe voice was heard through the open door. She was chattering 
as fast as her tongue would let her, as if she were anxious to make 
up for lost time, after long repression: 

“No, Maria, but just imagine the old Countess Zubova, with her 
false curls and a mouth full of false teeth, as if she could cheat old 
agel hal hal hal" 

Prince Andrei had heard his wife get off exactly the same phrase 
about the C.ountess Zubova at least five limes. He went quietly into 
the room. 'Hie princess, plump and rosy, was sitting in an easy-chair 
with her work in her hands, and was talking an incessant stream, 
repeating her Petersburg I'eminiscences and even the familiar Peters- 
burg phrases. Piince Andrei went up to her, smoothed her hair, and 
asked if she felt rested from her journey. She answered him and went 
on with her storv. 

A coach with a six-in hand was wailing at the front entrance. It was 
a dark autumn night, lire coachman could not see the pole of the 
carriage. Men wiili lanterns were standing on the doorsteps. The great 
mansion was alive with lights, shining through the lolly windows. The 
domestics were gathered in the entry to say good-by to the young prince; 
all the household was collecK'd in the hall: Mikhail Ivanovitch, Mile. 
Bourienne, Print ess Maria, and her sister -in-law. Prince Andrei had 
been summoned to his father’s studv, where the old prince wished to 
bid him gcxxl-by privateh. All were waiting for their coming. 

When Prince Andrei went into the studv, the old prince, with spec- 
tacles on his nose and wearing his white dressing gown, in wdiich he 
never received anvone excej>t his son, was sitting at the table and 
writing. He looked around. 

“Are YOU off?" And he went on with his writing. 

“I have come to bid you good-by." 
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“Kiss me here/’ He indicated his cheek. “Thank you, thank you.” 

“Why do you thank me?” 

“Because you don’t dillydally, because you don’t hang on to your 
wife’s petticoats. Service before all I Thank youl tharlk youl’’ 

And he went on with his writing so vigorously that the ink flew from 
his sputtering pen. “If you have anything to say, speak. I can pay atten- 
tion to two things at once,’’ he added. 

“About my wife— I am so sorry to be obliged to leave her on your 
hands.” 

“What nonsense is that? Tell me what you want.” 

“When it is time for my wife to be confined, send to Moscow for a 
good obstetrician. Have him here early.” 

The old prince paused, and pretending not to understand, fixed his 
stern eyes on his son. 

“I know that no one can help if nature does not do her work,” said 
Prince Andrei, evidently confused; “I am aware that out of millions of 
cases only one goes amiss; but this is her whim and mine. They have been 
talking to her, she had a dream, and she is afraid.” 

“Hml hm!’’ growled the old prince, taking up his pen again. “I will 
do so.” He wrote a few more lines, suddenly turned upon his son, and 
said with a sneer, “Bad business, hey?” 

“What is bad, father?” 

“Wife!” said the old prince, with laconic significance. 

“I don’t understand you,” said Prince Andrei. 

“Well, thcie's nothing to be done about it, my friend,” said the prince. 
“They are all alike, there’s no way of getting unmarried. Don’t be dis- 
turbed, I won’t tell anyone, but you know ’tis so.” 

He seized his son’s hand in his .small, bony fingers and shook it, look- 
ing him straight in the face with his keen eyes, which seemed to look 
tlirough a man, and then once more laughed his chilly laugh. 

The son sighed, thereby signifying that his lather read him correctly. 
The old man continued to fold and seal his leitcrs with his usual rapid- 
ity, and when he had finished, he caught up and put away the wax, the 
seal, and the paper. 

“Well, then, good-by.” He offered his son his hand to kiss, and then 
embraced him. “Remember one thing. Prince Andrei; if you arc killed, 
it will be hard for me to bear; I am an old man . . .’’ He unexpectedly 
paused, and then as suddenly proceeded in a temj)cstuous voice: “But if 
I should hear that you had behaved in a manner unworthy of a son of 
Nikolai Bolkonsky, 1 should be . . . ashamed,” he hissed. 

“You should not have said that to me, father,” replied the son, with a 
smile. 

The old man was silent. 

“I have still another request to make of you,” Prince Andrei went on 
to say. “If I should be killed, and if a son should be born to me, don’t let 
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him go from you, as I was saying last evening. Let him grow up under 
your roof, please." 

"Not let your wife have him?" asked the old man, and tried to laugh. 

Both stood in silence lor some moments, facing each other. The old 
man’s keen eyes gazed stiaiglit into his son’s. 1 here was a slight tremor in 
die lower part ol the old prince’s face. 

"We have said good-by, now gol" said he, suddenly. "Gol" he cried in 
a stern, loud voice, opening his study door. 

"What is it? What’s the matter?" asked Prince Andrei's wife and sister, 
as the young man came out, and they caught a momentary glimpse of 
the old prince in his white dressing gown without his wig, and in his 
spectacles, as he appeared at the door, screaming at his son. 

Prince Anchei sighed and made no answer. 

"Well?" said he, turning to his wife, and this "well" sounded chillingly 
sarcastic, as il he had said, "Now begin your little comedy." 

"Andiei, already?" said the little wile, turning pale and fixing her ter- 
ror -sti icken eyes on her husband. He took her in his arms, she gave a cry, 
and 1(11 fainting on Iris shoulder. 

He carefully disengaged himself from her form, looked into her face, 
aiid tend("ily laid her in an armchair. 

"Adieu, Maria," said he gently to his sister, kissed her hand, and has- 
tened out of the room. 

The fainting princess lay in the chair; Mile. Bourienne chafed her 
temples. Princess Maria, holding hei up, was still looking with her lovely 
eycfs dim with tears, at the door through which Prince Andrei had disap- 
peared, and her blessing followed him. In the study the old prince was 
heard re|)eatedly blowing his nose with sharp, angry reports, like pistol 
.shots. Prince Andrei had haidly left the room when the study door was 
hurriedly flung open, and the prince’s stern figure appeared in the white 
dressing gown. 

"1 las he gone?" he asked. "Well, it is just as well,” said he. Then, look- 
ing angrily at the unconsc ious little princess, he shook his head reproach- 
fully and slammed the door after him. 
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The young Tsar Alexander I, ruler of Russia since the assassination of 
his father, the mad Tsar Paul, in i8oi, has taken the lead in the moue^ 
ment to stop Napoleon. His allies will be weak Emperor Francis of the 
dying Holy Roman Empire; King Gustavus of Sweden, whose insanity 
(for which he is to be deposed a few years later) is expressed principally 
in fear of resolution and hatred of the French; and, of course, Britain, 
whose war with Napoleon continues. Just as the land campaign is be- 
ginning, in October, iSo^y, Lord Nelson's victory over the French fleet at 
Trafalgar frees Britain from the threat of invasion. Napoleon invades 
Austria, and a Russian force under General Kutuzof (now sixty, and an 
old man for those times) moves southward to the assistance of its ally. 








PART SECOND 


I N October, 1805, the Russian army was quartered in certain villages 
and towns in ilie an hduchy ol Austria, making a heavy burden for 
the inhabitants; and still new regiments were on the way from Rus- 
sia, concentrating around the fortress of Braunau, where Kutuzof, the 
coniniandcr-in-chicl, had his headquarters. 

One ot tlie many regiments of infantry that had just arrived stopped 
about hall a mile Irom the city, waiting to be reviewed by the command- 
er-in-chief. Notwitlistaiiding tlie un-Russian landscape— orchards, stone 
walls, tiled tools, and mountains on the horizon— and the un-Russian 
aspec t oi the people, who gatliered to look with curiosity at the soldiers, 
this regiment presented exactly the same appearance as every other Rus- 
sian leginieni getting ready for inspection anywlicre in the center of 
Russia. 

Along the broad highway, unpaved, shaded wdth trees, came a high 
Viennese carriage, painted blue, swinging easily on its springs as its six 
horses trotK'd biisklv along, liehind it gallopecl the suite and an escort 
ol Ca'oatians. Next to Kutu/of sat the Austrian general, in a white uni- 
form contrasting stiangelv wnih the daik Russian ones. The carriage 
drew" up near the regiment, kutu/ol and the Austrian general were en- 
gaged in conversation in low tones, and Kutu/of smiled slightly as he 
slcnvly and heavilv stepped down Irom the carriage, exactly as if the two 
thousand men who w ere breathlessly gazing at him, and the regimental 
commander, did not exist. 

The word of comniaiid lang out; the regiment stirred into life and 
presented arms. In the dead silence the commander-in-chief’s weak voice 
was heard 

The regiment shouted, ‘Tong life to >our hi-i-ighnessi” and again all 
was still. 


84 



Kutuzof proceeded down the ranKs, occasionally stopping to say a few 
friendly words to officers or even privates whom he had known during 
the war with Turkey. Glancing at their shoes, he more than once shook 
his head mournfully and directed the Austrian gcncrars attention to 
them with an expression which meant to imply that he would not blame 
anyone for it, but that he could not avoid seeing how wretched it was. 
The regimental commander, each time he did so, pushed forward, fear- 
ing to lose a single word that his chief might speak regarding his regi- 
ment. Behind Kutuzof, just near enough to be able to catch every word, 
liowever lightly spoken, that might fall from his lips, followed the twenty 
men of his suite, talking among themselves and occasionally laughing. 
Nearest to the commandcr-in-chief walked a handsome aide, lliis was 
Prince Bolkonsky. Next to him went his messmate, Nesvitsky, a tall and 
remarkably stalwart staff officer with a kindly, smiling, handsome face 
and liquid eyes. 

The third company was the last, and Kutuzof paused, evidently trying 
to recollect something. Prince Andrei stepped out from the suite and 
said in French in an undertone: 

“You ordered me to remind you of Dolokhof, who was cashiered to 
this regiment . . 

“Where is this Dolokhof?" 

Dolokhof did not wait to be summoned. Kutuzof saw a well-built sol- 
dier with light curly hair and bright blue eyes come forth from the ranks 
and present arms. 

“A grievance?” asked Kutuzof, slightly frowning. 

“That is Dolokhof,” said Prince Andrei. 

“Ah!” exclaimed Kutu/of. “1 hope you will profit by this lesson. Do 
your duty. The emperor is merciful. And I will not forget you, if you 
deserve well.” 

The clear blue eyes looked boldly into the chiel’s face, their expres- 
sion seeming to rend the veil of rank that so widely separated the corn- 
man der-in-chief from the private soldier. 

“1 should like to ask one favor, your high excellency,” said Dolokhof 
deliberately, in his firm, ringing voice; “I beg that you give me a chance 
to wipe out my fault and show my devotion to his majesty the emperor, 
and to Russia.” 

Kutuzof turned away, and frowned, as if he wished to express that all 
Dolokhof had said to him and all he could possibly say he had known 
long, long ago and that it was all a bore to him and so' much wasted 
breath. He turned away and went back to the carriage. 

The regiment broke up into companies and marched to the quarters 
assigned them not far from Braunau, where they hoped to get shoes and 
clothes and rest after their hard marches. A cornet of hussars in Kutuzofs 
suite fell behind the carriage and drew up alongside of Dolokhof. 

Zherkof, this cornet of hussars, had at one time belonged to the same 
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wild set ill Petersburg of which Dolokhof was the leader. Here, abroad, 
Zherkof niei Dolokhof in the ranks, but did not find it expedient to 
recognize him at first. Now, however, since Kutuzof had set the example 
by talking with the degraded officer, he went to him with all the cordial- 
ity of an old friend. 

“My dear fellow, how are you?” said he, as he walked his horse abreast 
of the company. 

“How am I?” repeated Dolokhof, coldly. “As you see.” 

“And how do you get along with your chiefs?” asked Zherkof. 

“All right; good fellows. How did you manage to get on the staff?” 

“lam attached—on duty.” 

Neither spoke. 

“Say, come to us this evening. You’ll have a chance at faro,” said 
Zherkof. 

“Did you bring much money with you?” 

“Come.” 

“Can’t. I’ve sworn off. I neither drink nor play till I'm promoted.” 

“Well, that’ll come the first engagement.” 

“We’ll see.” 

Again they relapsed into silence. 

“Look in, anyway, if you need anything. The staff will help you.” 

Dolokhof laughed. 

“You’d better not trouble yourself. If I need anything, I won’t ask for 
it ; I’ll take it.” 

“Well, 1 mean . . .” 

“Well, and so do I mean.” 

“Good-by.” 

“Farewell.” 

Zherkof put spurs to his horse, which pranced and danced not know- 
ing with which loot to start, and then, with a spring, galloped off, leav- 
ing the coin{)any far behind, and overtook the carriage. 


II 

Notwithstandino the fact that not much time had elapsed since Prince 
Andrei had left Russia, he had greatly changed. In the expression of his 
face, in his motions, in his gait, there was almost nothing to be recog- 
nized of his lornuT affectation, la.ssitude, and laziness. He had the ap- 
pearance of a man who lias no time to think about the impression he 
produces upon others, but is occupied with pleasant and interesting 
work. His face slunved merre contentment with himself and his surround- 
ings; his smile and glance were more cheerful and attractive. 

Kuiu/ol. whom he had joined in Poland, received him very warmly 
and promised not to fenget him; treated him with more distinction than 
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his other aides, and had taken him to Vienna and intrusted him with 
the most important duties. From Vienna Kutuzof sent a letter to his old 
comrade, Prince Andrei’s lather: 

“Your son,” he wrote, “bids fair to become an officer who will be dis- 
tinguished lor his quickness ol perception, his firmness, and his faith- 
fulness. 1 count myself fortunate in having such an assistant.” 

Coining into the icccpiion room from Kutuzol’s room. Prince Andrei 
approached his colleague, the aide Kozlovsky, who was on duty and was 
sitting with a book at the window. 

“Well, prince?” asked Ko/lovsky. 

“You are ordered to draw up a memorandum to account for our not 
advancing.” 

“But why?” 

Prince Andrei shrugged his shoulders. 

“Any news of Mack?” asked Kozlovsky. 

“No.” 

“If it were true that he is defeated, the news would have come by this 
time.” 

“Probably,” rejoined Prince Andrei, and started for the outer door; 
but at that very instant the door was Hung almost into his lace, and a 
tall Austrian general, in an overcoat, with his head swathed in a dark 
handkerchief, and with the ribbon of Maria Theresa around his neck, 
hurried into the rocmi, having evidently just arrived from a journey. 

Prince Andrei paused. 

“Commander-in-chief Kutuzof?” hurriedly asked the newly arrived 
general, with a strong German accent; and, looking anxiously on all 
sides, he started without delay for the door of the general’s private room. 

“The commandei -in-chief is engaged,” said Kozlovsky, hastening to- 
ward the unknown general and barring the way to the study. “Whom 
■shall I announce?” 

The unknown general looked scornfully down on the diminutive 
Kozlovsky, and seemed to be amazed that he was not recognized. 

“The commander-in-chief is engaged,” repeated Kozlovsky calmly. 

The general’s lace contracted, his lips drew together and trembled. 

He drew out a notebook, quickly wrote something in pencil, tore out 
the leaf, and handed it to the aide; then, with t|uick steps, walked over 
to the window, tliiew himself into a chair, ancl surveyed those in the 
room, as if to ask why they stared at him so. The general lifted his head, 
stretched out his neck as il he were about to say something, and then, 
affecting to hum to himself, produced a strange sound, instantly swal- 
lowed. The office door opened and Kutuzof himself appeared on the 
threshold. I’hc general with the bandaged head, who had apparently 
escaped from some jieril, bowed and hastened with long swift strides of 
his thin legs across the room toward Kutuzof. 

“You see the unfortunate MackI” said he, in a broken voice. 
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Kutuzof's face, as lie stood at his office door, remained expressionless 
for several moments. I'hcn a frown ran like a wave across his brow, and 
passed off, leaving his face as serene as before. He respectfully bent his 
head, shut his e)es, silently allowed Mack to pass in front of him into the 
office, then closed the door behind him. 

The rumor, already spread abroad, of the defeat of the Austrians and 
the surrender of the wlujle army at Ulm, was thus proved to be correct. 
Within iialf an hour aides were flying about in all directions with orders 
lor the Russian ainiy, till now inactive, to prepare with all haste to meet 
the enemy. 

Piincc Andrei was one of those uncommon staff officers whose chief 
interests are the general operations of the war. On seeing Mack and 
learning ihc particulars of his defeat, he realized that half of the cam- 
paign was lost, realized the difficult situation of the Russian army, and 
vividly pictured the fate that was awaiting the army and the part he was 
about to play in it. In spite of himself, he experienced a strong feeling of 
delight at tlie thought of the shame that Austria had bremght upon her- 
self, and realized tliat perhaps within a week he would have a chance 
to witness and take pai t in an encounter between the Russians and the 
French, lire first since the time of Suvoi'of. But he feared lest Bonaparte’s 
genius sliould show itself superior to all the valor of the Russian troops, 
and at the same time he could ncjt bear the thought of his hero's suffer- 
ing disgrace. 


Ill 

The P.wLor.RAD regiment of hussars was encamped two miles from 
Br*mnaii. 1 he scpiadi'on in which Nikolai Rostof served as cadet was 
cjiKu tercel in the C^erman village ol Salzcneck. The sejuadron com- 
mandci , (.aptain Deuisof, who was known to the entir e cavalry division 
as ‘A aska” Dc iiisol, had been assigned to the best house in the village. 
C.adet Kostol had shared the cajitain’s cjuai icrs ever since he joined the 
regiment in Poland. 

On the very .same October day when at headcpiartcrs all had been 
thrown into excitement by the news of Mark’s deleat. the camp life of 
the scpiadron was going on in its usual trampiil course. Denisof, who had 
Hc n play ing a losing game ol cards all night, had not yet returned to his 
rooms when Rostof eailv in the morning rode up on horseback from his 
loraging tour, going to the cottage hc shared with Denisof. 

‘■WlKU is your master doino?” he asked of l.aviushka, Denisof’s ras- 
cally valet, who was known to ilie whole teginient. 

-He liasn't Ix en in since evening. Probably been lo.sing at cards,” re- 
plied Lavrushka -[ have learned that it he has good luck he comes in 
early and ni high spirits; but if he does not get in before morning it 
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means he's been losing and he'll come in mad enough. Will you have 
coffee?" 

“Yes, give me some." 

In less than ten minutes Lavrushka brought the coffee. “He’s coming,” 
said he, “now we’ll get iti" 

Rostof glanced out of the window and saw Denisof staggering home. 
He was a little man, with a red face, brilliant black eyes and black mus- 
tache, and hair all in disorder. He wore a hussar’s cloak unbuttoned, 
wide, sagging pantaloons, and a hussar’s cap crumpled on the back of 
his head. He came up the steps in a gloomy mood, with hanging head. 

“Lavwushka,’’ he cried in a loud, surly voice, “here, you blockhead- 
take this ofll’’ 

“Don’t you see I am taking it off?” replied Lavrushka’s voice. 

“Ah, you are up alweady?’’ asked Denisof, as he came into the cottage. 

“Long agol’’ leplicd Rostof. “I have been after hay and 1 saw Fraulein 
Mathilciel’’ 

“So-hol and there I have been, bwother, losing howibly all night, like 
a son of a dog!’’ cried Denisof, flinging his friend a j)nrsc containing a 
few gold pieces. “Wostof, count it, baby! see how much is left, then put 
it under iny pillow,’’ said he, and went out to see the (piartermaster. 

Rostof took the money, and mechanically making little heaps of the 
new and old coins, according to their denominations, began to count 
them. 

“Ah! Telyanin! Howdy! Got done up last night!’’ Denisof was heard 
saying in the next room. 

“Where? At Buikol’s— at the Rat’s— 1 heard about it," said a second, 
thin voice, and immediately alter. Lieutenant "JYlyanin, a young officcT 
of the same sc|uadron, came into the room. 

Rostof thrust the jmrse undei the pillow and pressed the little moist 
hand that was held out to him. Telyanin had been removed from the 
Guards shortly before the campaign, for some reason or other. He now 
conducted himself very decently in the regiment, but he was not liked, 
and Rostof especially could not conquer, or even conceal, his unreason- 
able antipathy to this officer. 

“Well, young man, how does my Grachik suit you?’’ (Grachik, cjr 
Young Rook, was a saddle horse, which Telyanin had sold Rostof.) The 
lieutenant never looked the man with whom he was talking straight in 
the eye; his eyes were constantly wandering from one object to another. 
“1 saw you riding him this morning.’’ 

“First-rate, he’s a good horse,’’ said Rostof, in spite of the fact that the 
animal, for which he had given seven hundred rubles, was worth only 
half the price he had paid. “He’s begun to go lame in the left foreleg." 

"Hoof cracked! That’s nothing. I will teach you or show you what 
kind of a rivet to put on." 

“I’ll have him brought right around,” said Rostof, anxious to get rid 
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of Telyanin. and went out to give his orders. Having given his orders, he 
returned to I’clyanin. 

Thc 7 went out down the iront steps to the stable. The lieutenant 
showed Rostol how to have a rivet made, and then went home. 

When Rostol icturned. he lound Denisof sitting at the table with a 
bottle ot vodka and a sausage belore him, and writing with a sputtering 
pen. Me looked gloomily into Rostol's face. 

"I'm writing to her," said he. ‘‘Do you sec, my fwiend, we are asleep 
when wc arc not in love. We are childwen of the dust; but when you are 
in love, then you arc like God, you are as pure as on the first day of 
kwcaiion. Who is thcic now? Send him to the devil. I have no timel” he 
ciicd to l.avrushka, wlio came up to him. not in the least abashed. 

"Wliat can 1 do? It's your own order. It's llic quai termaster come back 
lor the money.’’ 

Denisol scowled, c)])ened his mouth to shout something, but made no 
sound. 

"Nasty job,’’ lie muttered to himself. "How much money was there 
lell in that purse ?" he asked of Rostof. 

"Seven new pieces and three old ones." 

"Oh, dwat it!— AA'ell, what are you standing there for like a booby; 
bring in the (juanermasier,’’ cried Denisof to Lavrushka. 

"Please, Denisof, take some of my money; you see 1 have plenty," said 
Rostol, reddening. 

"I don't like to bovvow of my fwiends. I don’t like it," declared Denisof. 

"Hut il \ou don’t let me lend voii money, comrade fashion, I’ll be 
ollendedi" insisted Rerstof. "I nrh, 1 have plenty." 

"No, indeed, 1 shan’t," and Denisol went to the bed to get the purse 
from undei the pillow. 

"Where did vou put it, Wcjstof?" 

"Under the bottom pillow." 

"It isn’t here." Denisol Hung both pillows on the floor. There was no 
j)urse there, "'riiat’s siwangc ." 

"Hold on, didn’t vou throw it out?’’ asked Rostof, picking up the 
jjillovvs and shaking them, .ind then hauling oil the bedclothes and shak- 
ing them. Hut there was no jiuise. 

"1 couldn t have loigoiten it, ccmld I? No, I remember very well think- 
ing how you kept it like a treasur e trove, under your pillow —Where is 
it?" he demanded, luining to Lavrushka. 

"I haven’t been into the rcxmi. It must be where you put it." 

"Hut it isn’t." 

1 hat is always the w’av with you. \ou throw it dowm, and then for- 
get all about it. Look in your pockets." 

"No. il I bad not thought about the treasure trove . . ." said Rostof; 
‘‘and 1 remember putting it there." 

Lavruslika lore the whole bed apart, looked under it. under the table. 
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searched everywhere in the room, and then stood in the middle of the 
room. Denisof silently followed all his motions, and when Lavrushka 
in amazement spread open his hands, he glanced at Rostof. 

“Wostof, stop your schoolboy twicks. . . 

Rostof, conscious of Denisofs gaze fixed upon him, raised his eyes and 
instantly dropped them again. All the blood till then contained some- 
where below his throat rushed in an overmastering flood into his face 
and eyes. He could not get a breath. 

‘There has been no one in the room except the lieutenant and your- 
selves. It’s nowhere to be found,” said Lavrushka. 

“Now, you devil’s puppet, fly awound, hunt for it,” suddenly cried 
Denisof, gl owing livid, and starting toward the valet with a threatening 
gesture. ‘‘Find me that purse or I’ll soak you I I’ll soak you all I” 

Rostof, avoiding Denisof’s glance, began to button up his jacket, ad- 
justed his saber, and put on his cap. 

‘‘I tell you, give me that purse,” cried Denisof, shaking his man by 
the shoulders and pushing him against the wall. 

‘‘Denisof, let him go, I know who took it,” said Rosiof, going toward 
the door and not lifting his eyes. 

Denisof paused, considering a moment, and evidently perceiving 
whom Rostol meant, he sci/cd him by the arm. “Wubbishl” he cried, 
the veins on his face and neck standing out like cords. ”1 tell you, you are 
beside yourself and 1 won’t have it. I’he purse is here. I’ll take the hide 
off this waskal and I’ll get it.” 

‘‘I know who took it,” repeated Rostof, in a trembling voice, and 
went to the door. 

‘‘But I tell you, don’t you dare to do it!” cried Denisof, throwing him- 
self on the cadet to hold him back. But Rostol heed his arm, and, with 
as much anger as il Denisof were his worst enemy, gave him a direct and 
heavy blow right between the eyes. 

‘‘Do you realize what you are saying?” he cried in a trembling voice. 
“He is the only person besides myself who has been in the room. Of 
course if it was not he, then . . .” 

He could not finish, and rushed from the room. 

‘‘The devil take you and all the west,” were the last words that Rostof 
caught. 

He went straight to Telyanin’s rooms. 

‘‘My master’s not at home; he went to headquarters,” said Telyanin’s 
man. ‘‘Why, has anything happened?” he added, startled by the cadet’s 
distorted face. 

“No, nothing!” 

“You just missed him,” said the man. 

Headquarters were two miles fiom Salzeneck. Rostof, upon returning 
home, took a horse and galloped off to headquarters. 

In the village occupied by the staff was a tavern where the officers 



resorted. Rostol went to tliis tavern; at the doorstep he saw Telyanin's 
horse. The lieutcriain himself was sitting in the second room of the 
tavern with a plate of sausages and a bottle of wine. 

“Ahl so you have come too, young man,” said he, smiling and lifting 
his brows. 

”Yes,” said Rostof, though it required the greatest effort to speak this 
monosyllable; and he sat down at the next table. 

When I'elyanin had finished his breakfast, he pulled out of his pocket 
a double purse, and, with his delicate white fingeis which turned up at 
the ends, sliiiped up the ring, took out a gold piece, and, lifting his 
brows, gave it to the waiter. 

“Please make haste,” said he. 

I'lic gold piece was new. Rostof got up and went to Telyanin. 

“Allow me to look at your purse,” said he, in a quiet, almost inaudible 
voi( e. 

With wandering eyes and still lifted brows, Telyanin handed him the 
purse. 

“Yes, it’s a handsome little purse, isn’t it? Yes . . .” said he, and sud- 
denly turned pale. “Look at it, youngster,” he added. 

Rostof took the purse into his hand and looked at it and at the money 
that w'as in ii and at 1 elyanin. I'lie lieutenant glanced around in his 
usual way, and apparently became suddenly very merry. 

“II we ever get to Vienna I shall leave all this there, but there’s nothing 
to get with it in tliesc filth) little towns,” said he. “Well, give it back to 
me, youngster, 1 must be going.” 

Rostol said nothing. 

“And you? Aren’t you going to have some breakfast? Pretty good fare,” 
continued 'I\:l\anin. “Ciive it to me.” 

He stretched out his hand arul took hold of the purse. Rostof let it go. 
Telyanin took the |Hirse and began to let it slip into the pocket of his 
riding trousers and his blows went up higher than usual, and his mouth 
slightly frarted as mudi as to say: “Yes, yes, I will put my purse in my 
pocket, and it is a veiy simple matter, and it is no one’s business at all.” 

“Well, w’hat is it, youngster.''” said he, sighing and glancing into Ros- 
tof’s eyes fr om under his raised brow. Something like a swift electric flash 
darted from 1 ehainn’s e\es into Rostof’s and was darted back again and 
again and again all in a single instant. 

“Come here w'ith me.” s.iid Rostof, taking Telyanin by the arm. He 
drew him almost lo the \^ in(knv. “This money is Denisof’sl You took it,” 
he whispered in his ear. 

“Wdiat? . . . W hai " . . . Henv do you dare? A\diat?” exclaimed Telyanin. 
But his w'ords S()unded like a mournful cry of despair and a prayer for 
forgiveness. As soon as Rostof heaid this note in his voice it seemed as if 
a great stone of doubt had I alien from his heart. He was rejoiced, and at 
the same time felt sincere pity for the unhappy man standing before 
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him; but he was obliged to carry the matter to the end. “There are men 
here; God knows what they will think,” stammered Tclyanin, seizing 
his cap and starting for a small unoccupied room. “We must have an 
explanation.” 

“I know tliis and can prove it,” said Rostof. 

»» 

All the muscles of Tclyanin’s scared pale face began to tremble, his 
eyes kept wandering, though they were fixed on the floor and never once 
raised to Rostol's and something like a sob escaped from him. 

“Count! . . . don't ruin a young man. Here's that wretched money, 
take it.” He threw it on the table. “I have a father who’s an old man; I 
have a mother!” 

Rostof took the money, avoiding Telyanin's gaze, and not saying a 
word, started to leave the room. But at the door he paused and turned 
back. “My God!” said he, with tears in his eyes; “how could you have 
done it?” 

“Count!” said Telyanin, coming toward the cadet. 

“Don’t touch me,” cried Rostof, drawing himself up. “If you need 
this money, take it.” He tossed him the purse and hurried out of the 
tavern. 

On the evening of the same day a very lively discussion took place in 
Denisol’s rooms among some ol the olficcrs of the sejuadron. 

“But 1 tell you, Rostof, that it’s your business to apologize to the regi- 
mental commander,” said the second cavalry captain, a tall man, with 
grayish hair, enormous mustache, big features and a wrinkled skin. 

This Captain Kirsten had twice been reduced to the ranks for affairs 
of honor, and twice promoted again. 

“I will not allow anyone to call me a liar,” ciied Rostof, who flushed 
crimson and was in a great state of excitement. “He told me that I lied, 
and 1 told him that he lied. And there the matter rests. He may keep me 
on duty every day; he may put me under arrest; but neither he nor any- 
one else can force me to apologize. If he, as regimental commander, con- 
siders It improj3cr to give me satisfaction, then . . .” 

“Yes, yes, calm yourself, old man, listen lo me,” interrupted Captain 
Kirsten in his deep bass voice, calmly twirling his mustaches. “You told 
the regimental commander, in the presence oi other officers, that an of- 
ficer had stolen ...” 

“It wasn’t my fault that the conversation took place before other of- 
ficers. Maybe it was not best to have sjjoken before them, but I am not 
a diplomat. That’s why T joined the hussars; I thought that here, at least, 
such fine distinctions were not necessary; and he told me that I lied. . . . 
So let him give me satisfaction. . . .” 

“That’s all very goerd; no one thinks that you arc a coward, but that 
isn’t the point. Ask Denisof— put it lo anyone— if a cadet can demand 
satisfaction of his regimental commander.” 


93 



Denisof, chewing his mustache, was listening to the discussion with a 
gloomy expression of countenance, evidently not wishing to take any 
part in it. In lepJy to the captain’s question, he shook his head. 

“In the j)ie.sen(.e of other officers, you spoke to the regimental com- 
mander about tliis rascality,” continued the second captain. “Bogda- 
niidi” (so the legiiiieiital commander was called), “Bogdanitch shut 
you up.” 

“He did not shut me up; he told me that I was telling a falsehood.” 

“Weil, have it so, but you said foolish things to him and you ought 
to apologize.” 

“Not for the world!” cried Rostof. 

“1 did not think that of you,” said the captain, seriously and sternly. 
“What can I he legimental commander do? Must he bring the officer be- 
fore a court martial and disgrace the whole regiment? Insult the whole 
regiment on ac fount ol a single rogue?” I'lic captain’s voice began to 
tiemljle. “V(“s, my boy, you, who will perhaps not be in the regiment a 
year tiom now, today here, tomorrow transferred somewhere as aide, 
you don’t care a fig il it is said: thieves among the Pavlograd officers. But 
it isn’t all the same to us. What do you say, Denisof? It isn’t a matter of 
indifference, is it?” 

“Wight! Devil take it!” screamed Denisof, jumping up. “Now then, 
Wostof, now then!” 

Rostof, llusliing and turning pale, looked first at one and then at the 
othei officer. 

“No, gentlemen, no . . . you do not think ... 1 see that you aie com- 
pletely mistaken in your opinion of me. . . . I . . . lor niy own sake . . . for 
the honor of the regiment— what am 1 saying? And 1 wdll prove it, that 
for my own sake also honor is dear. . . . Well, it’s all the same, you’re 
right, I was to blame!” Teais stood in his eyes. “1 was to blame, to blame 
all around. . . . Now wliat more do you want?” 

“That’s the way to do it,” cried the captain, turning round and slap- 
ping him on the shouldi i with his big hand. 

“1 t(‘ll von!” c'l ied Denisof, “he’s a glowious young fellow!” 

“That’s the best wa\ . (f)unt,” lepeated the captain, as if giving him 
his title was a reward lor his concession. “Go ancl apologize, your excel- 
lency. that’s it.” 

“Gentlemen. I will do anything. No one shall ever hear another word 
from me.” dec larf'd Rostof in a low, siipj)licating voice, “but I cannot 
apologize; by (ioil, 1 (annoi! llow can y(,ii expect it? How can 1 apolo- 
gize like a little bov. begging forgiveness?” 

Denisof laiigiied. 

“So much the worse for \ou. Bogdanitch is spiteful. You will pay for 
your stubbornness,” said Kirsten. 

“By God! It’s not stubboi nnessi I cannot describe to you what my 
feelings are, I assure )ou, 1 cannot.” 
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“Well, do just as you please,” said the captain. “By the way, what has 
become of that worthless scamp?” asked he, of Denisof. 

“He wc[)orted himself ill. He’s to be stwuck oft the list in tomorrow’s 
orders,” replied Denisof. 

“Well, it is a kind of illness, there’s no other way of explaining it,” 
said the captain. 

“Whether illness or not, he’d better not come into my sight. I’d kill 
him,” cried Denisof, in a most bloodthirsty manner. 

At this instant Zherkof came into the room. 

“Why are you here?” exclaimed the officer, addressing the newcomer. 

“Active service, gentlemen. Mack and his army have surrendered; it’s 
all up with them.” 

“Nonsense I” 

“I saw him myself.” 

“Whatl you saw Mack alive— with his hands and his feet?” 

“Active service! active service! give him a bottle, lc:)r bringing such 
news!” 

llie regimental adjutant came in and confirmed the news brought by 
Zherkof. The regiment was cjrdered to break camp the next day. 

“Active service, gentlemen.” 

“Well, glory to God for that. We’ve lain here long enough!” 


IV 

Kutuzof was retreating tow^ard Vienna, destroying the bridges behind 
him over the river Inn (at Braunau), and over the river Traun (at Linz). 
On the fourth of November the Russian army was crossing the river 
Enns. At noon the baggage wagons, the artillery and the columns of the 
army stretched through the city of Enns, at both ends of the I)ridge. 

It was a mild autumn day, but showery. The wide view cominandcxl 
by the height, where stood the Russian batteiies protecting the bi idge, 
was now suddenly veiled by a muslinlike curtain of slanting rain, then 
again was suddenly still lurther broadened so that distant r:>bjects stocjd 
out distinctly, gleaming in the sunlight as if they were varnished. At 
their feet lay the hi tie city, with its white houses and red rcjols, its cathe- 
dral, and the bridge, at both ends of which the Rirssian troops could be 
seen, pouring along in dense masses. 

On the brow of the hill, among the fieldpicces, stood the general in 
command of the rear guard, with an officer of his suite, making observa- 
tions ol the landscape with a glass. A little behind them, astride a gun 
carriage, sat Nesvitsky, who had been sent to the rear guard by the com- 
mander-in-chief. 

The officer of the suite was pointing out something to the general, who*' 
scrutinized it wdth his field glass. 
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**Yes, that is so, that is so," said the general, gravely, taking the glass 
from his eyes and shrugging his shoulders. "You arc right, they are going 
to fire at them as they cross the river. Why do they dawdle so?" 

Jn that direction, even wath the naked eye, could be seen the enemy 
and his battery, from which arose a milk-white puff of smoke. After a 
while followed the distant report, and it could be seen how the Russian 
troops were hastening to get across the river. 

Nesvitsky, having got his breath, dismounted from the cannon and, 
with a smile, went uj) to the general. 

"Shall J not go down to them, your excellency?" asked Nesvitsky. 

"Yes, do go down, please," replied the general, reiterating orders he 
had already given. "And tell the hussars to cross last and burn the bridge 
as I (ommanded, and see to it that they collect combustible materials 
on it." 

“Very good," said Nesvitsky. 

He called the (lossack to bring up his horse and lightly swung his 
heavy body int(i the saddle. 

'The last (jf the infantry hurriedly marched across the bridge, though 
they w’cie crowded in the tunnel-like passage at the end. Only the hus- 
sars oI Denisol’s command weie lelt at the end of the bridge tow'ard the 
enemy, riie enemy, though plainly visible from the heights opposite, 
('oulcl not yet be sc‘en lioin the level o! the budge, since Irorn the valley, 
through w'hidi flows the river Enns, the hoi i/on is bounded by a hill 
about hall a mile distant. Directly in front was a plot of wasteland, 
over which luie and theie movc'd bands of Cossack patrols. 

Suddenly, on the height opposite the »oad, appeared troops in blue 
uniloims and ac c omj)anied by artillery. It was the Ficnchl 

A paiiol ol C^ossaiks came galloping down the road. All the officers 
and men ol DenisolN s(|uadi()n. thoiigli tliev tried hard to talk ol di!- 
(eieiit things and to look in otlu'r directions, nevertheless were unable to 
keep out ol their thoughts Avhat was there helot e them on the hill, and 
(heir e)es lonsiantly tinned to those pate lies which were moving against 
the Jiori/on, and which they knew wctc llie troops of the enemy. The 
sp*i(e between them \vas onh a little more* than tw^o thousand feet. The 
enemy liad ceased to fire, and all the mor e distinctly wms lelt that solemn, 
ominous gap, una|)pi cxichahlc and inexorable, that divides two hostile 
armies. 

"One step beyond that line, which is like the bourn that divides the 
living from the dead, aiul there is the Unknown of sidfeiing and ol 
death. .\nd what is theie? WIio is there? there, beyond that ficlcl, beyond 
that tree, and that rool, glittei ing in the sun? No one knows, and no one 
wishes to know, and it is ten d>le to pass across that line, and I know that 
sooner or later 1 shall lta^e to cross it, .ind shall then know what is there 
on that side ol tlic line, just as iiie\itably as 1 shall know what is on the 
other side of death. And yet 1 am str ong, full of life, joy, and exuberant 
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spirits, and surrounded by other men just as full of health and exuber- 
ant spirits." 

riiLis every man feels, even if he docs not formulate it in his thoughts, 
when he comes in sight of the enemy, and this feeling lends a peculiar 
vividness and distinctness of impression to everything tliat occurs at 
such moments. 

On the enemy’s hill arose a puff of smoke, and a cannon ball, whistling, 
flew over the heads of the squadron of hussars. 'Fhe officers, who had 
been standing together, scattered to their posts; the hussars began to get 
their horses into regular line. No one spoke in the ranks. All looked in- 
tently at the enemy and at the commander, and awaited the word of 
command. A second, a third shot flew over them. Evidently the enemy 
were firing at the hussars, but the cannon balls, whistling as they flew 
swiftly by, went far over their heads and fell somewhere in the rear. The 
hussars did not look up; but each time they heard the whiz of the ball, 
the whole squadron, with their monotonously diverse faces, holding 
their breaths until the cannon shot had passed over, raised themselves 
in their stirrups as if by orders, and then settled hack again. The soldiers, 
not turning their heads, looked at one another out ot the corners of their 
eyes, each curious to know his neighbor's reaction. On every face, from 
Denisol’s to the trumpeter’s, there was around the lips and chin a com- 
mon expression of internal struggle, excitement, and agitation. 

At this moment an officer of high rank appeared on the bridge. Deni- 
sof spurred off to meet him. 

“Your excellency, let us attack ’em! I will dwive ’em back I" 

“Attack them?" cried the officer, showing his annoyance in his voice 
and frowning as if at a j)crsisteni fly. “And why are you delaying 
here? Don’t you sec the flankers aic withdrawing? Order your scpiadron 
back." 

The squadron crossed the bridge and retired beyond reach of the 
shots, not having lost a single man. Behind them came a second stjuadron 
which had formed the rear guard, and, last of all, the Cossacks crossed 
to the farther side. 

The two squadrons of the Pavlograd regiment, crossing the bridge 
one after the other, galloped up the road. The regimental commander 
overlook Denisol’s squadron and walked his hor.se along not far from 
Rostof, but without paying him the slightest attention, though at was 
the first time they had met since their c|uarrel about I’clyanin. 

Rostof, who realized, now that he was in line, that he was in the power 
of the man toward whom he felt guilty, did not take his eyes from the 
colonel’s athletic >^ack, the light hair at the back of his head, and his 
red neck. Sometimes it seemed to Rostof that Bogdanitch w'as merely 
pretending not to notice him, and that his whole aim now was to try the 
cadet’s courage; and he straightened himself up and looked around him 
gaily. Then again it seemed to him that Bogclaniich rode close to him 
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to display his own courage. Now it occurred to him that his opponent 
was going to send the squadron into some forlorn hope, in order to 
punish him. And then again, it occurred to him that after the affray 
Bogdanitch woidd come to him and magnanimously extend the hand of 
reconciliation, in honor ol the wound he would receive. 

The high-sliouldeied Zheikof, well known to the Pavlograd boys, hav- 
ing not long since been in their regiment, came riding up to the regi- 
mental commander with a message from the commander of the rear 
guard. 

“(Colonel," said he, with his most melancholy assumj^rion of gravity, 
turning to Rosiof’s opjjonent and glancing at his comrades, “you are 
ordered to halt and i)iirn the bridge.’* 

“Who orders it?” asked (he colonel, testily 

“Well, I don't kmnv, colonel, wdio ordcas it,” replied the aide gravely, 
“but the prince said to me: ‘Go and tell the colonel that the hussars are 
to return as cjuickly as possible and burn the bridge.’ ” 

Immediately after Zheakof, an ofliccT of the suite rode up to the 
colonc‘1 ol the hussars with the same ordc?r. And immediately after the 
officer of the suite came the stout Nesvitsky, galloping up with all his 
might on his Goss<uk horse, which could hardly carry him. 

“IIow is it, colonel?” he cried, while still at a distance. “I told you to 
burn the bridge, but now someone has mistaken the order ; everyone here 
has lost his wits, and there’s nothing done right.” 

'rh(' (oloiu'l look his time in halting the regiment, and turned to 
Nes\'itsky. 

“^'ou told me to bum up the combustibles,” said he, “but as to burn- 
ing the bi idge, you did not say a word ” 

“What’s that, iiiy good man?” exclaimed Nesviiskv, reining in his 
liorse. taking oil his cap, and with his fat hand brushing back his hair, 
drijiping with jiei spii ation. “How’s that? Didn’t 1 say that the bridge 
was to be buriuul, when you burned all the combustibles?” 

“I won’t be called ‘my good man’ by you, Mister Staff Officer, and you 
did not tell me to bin n the biidge. 1 know my duties, and 1 faithfully 
carry out what 1 am commanded to do. ^'ou said the bridge was to be 
burned, but w^ho was to do it, bv the Holy Ghost, I could not tell.” 

“Well, that's always the way,” cried N(\sviisky, with a wave of the 
hand. “What are )ou doing heie?” he asked, turning to Zherkof. 

“hxactly the same thing as you are! But how wet you are! Let me 
wring you out!” 

“You said, Mister Staff Officer . . proceeded the colonel, in an of- 
fended tone. 

“Colonel.” intcriu]Mc-d the officer from the suite, “vou must make 
haste, or else the cnem\ will be pouring giapeshot into us.” 

The colonel silently looked at the ^licer from the suite, at stout Prince 
Nesvitsky, and at Zherkof, and frowned. 
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“1 will burn the bridge/* said he, in a solemn voice, as if to express by 
it that in spite of all the disagreeable things that happened to him, he 
was always prepared to do his duty. 

Spurring his horse with his long, muscular legs, as if the animal were 
to blame for everything, the colonel started forward and ordered the 
second sejuadron, in which Rostof served, to return under the com- 
mand of Denisol, and burn the bridge. 

"Well, that’s the way it is,” said Rc^stof to himself. “He wants to try 
me.” His heart beat and the blood rushed to liis face. “Let him see if 1 
am a coward,” he thought. 

Once more over all the happy faces of the men in the scjuadron ap- 
peared that same serious expression they had worn when they were 
under fire. Rostof, not taking his eyes from his opponent, the regimental 
commander, tried to discover in his face a confirmation of his suspi- 
cions; but the colonel did not once look at Rostof, but as usual gazed 
sternly and solemnly along the line. The word of command w^as heard. 

“Lively! Lively!” cried voices around him. With their sabers catc:hing 
in the reins, with rattling sf)urs, the hussars dismounted in all haste, not 
knowing what they were to do. They crossed themselves. Rostof now 
looked no more at the colonel; he had no time. He was afraid, afraid 
with a real sinking of the heart, lest he should be left behind by the hus- 
sars. His hand trembled as he turned his horse over to the groom, and 
he felt how the blood was rushing back to his heart. Denisof, on his way 
back, shouted something to him as he passed. Rostof saw nothing ex- 
cept the hussars running by his side with impeding spurs and rattling 
sabci s. 

“7 he stretchers!” cried some voice behind him, but Rostof did not 
stop to think what that demand for stretchers meant; he ran on, striving 
only to be in advance oi the others; but at the bridge, not looking where 
he stepped, slipped in the slimy, sheeted mud, stumbled, and fell on his 
hands and knees. The others clashed ahead of him. 

“At both sides, captain,” shouted the regimental commander, who 
having ridden ahead had reined in his horse not far from the bridge 
and sat looking on with a triumphant and radiant expressiem. 

Rostof, wiping his soiled hands on his riding trousers, glanced at his 
opponent and determined to go on, thinking that the farther forward 
he went the better it would be. But Bogdanitch, without Icxjking at him 
or even noticing that it was Rostof, cried to him; 

“Who is that in the middle cjf the bridge? I'ake the right side! Cadet, 
come back!” he sliotited testily, and then turned to Denisof, who, making 
a show of his foolhardiness, was riding upon the bridge. 

“Why run such risks, captain? You'cl better dismount,” cried the 
colonel. 

“Hey! he always finds someone at fault,” replied Vaska Denisof, turn- 
ing in his saddle. 
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Meanwhile, Ncsvitsky, Zherkof, and the staff officer stood in a little 
^p-oup out of range and watched now the little band of hussars, in yellow 
ihakocs, dark green roundabouts embroidered with gold lace, and blue 
trousers, who were swai rning over the biidgc; and now, in the other di- 
rection, the blue unifonns inarcliing down from the distant hill, and 
the groups with horses, which could easily be recognized as fieldpieces. 

“Will they get ihe bridge burnt or not?” . . . “Who is ahead?” . . . 
“Will ihey have liine to set the bridge on fire, or will the French fire on 
them and drive them back?” 

Such questions every man involuntarily asked himself, as he looked 
that Inight alt(‘inoon at tlie bridge and at the hussars, and then again, 
on the other side, at the bluecoats approaching with bayonets and field- 
pieces. 

“Old the hussars will catch it!” exclaimed Nesvitsky. “They're within 
range of grajxvshot now.” 

“It was useless to send so many men,” said the staff officer. 

“I’hat’s a fact,” returned Nesvitsky. “If he'd only sent two smart 
young fellows, it would have been just as well.” 

“Ah, your excellenc y,” reinaiked Zherkof, not taking his eyes from the 
hussais, but still speaking in his own j)eculiar fashion, which left it in 
doubt whether he wt‘ie serious or in earnest, “ahl your excellency, how 
can you think sol The idea of sending two menl How then would we get 
the order ol Vladimir and the ribbon? Even if they do get a thrashing, 
then ’ll be a chance lor the colonel to cite the sc]uadron and get a ribbon 
lor himself. Our Eogdanitch knows a thing or two.” 

“Now theie,” said the stall oflicer, “th.u’s grapel” lie pointed at the 
French fieldj)ieces. which they wTre unlimbering and bringing into 
range. 

In the dirc c tion ol the French, from the groups which had been recog- 
ni/ed as the aitillcas, they saw a puff of smoke arise, then a second, a 
thiicl almost simultaneously; and by the time the report of the first had 
reached their eats, a fourth puff arose. Two reports one after the other, 
anti then a thiicl. 

“OhI old” gioaiud Nesviisk\, as if from excruciating agony; and 
seizing the staff officer’s arm: “Look, erne fell, fell, one fell!” 

“Two, I should think.” 

“If 1 were 1 sar, iheie would he no more war,” said Nesvitsky, turning 
away. 

Grape pattered and rattled on the bridge. But this time Nesvitsky 
could not see what look plate there. A iliick smoke poured up from it. 
The hussais had succeeded in setting fire to it, and the Fiench field- 
pieces were fircxl at it. Flic last discharge struck in the middle of the 
group and hit three hussars. 

Rostof, preoccupied by his relations with Bogdanitch, remained on 
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the bridge, not knowing what he had to do. There was no one to cui 
down— he had always imagined a battle to consist of cutting down— and 
he could not help fire the bridge either, because he had not provided 
himself with wisps of straw as the others had. He was standing there and 
looking on, when suddenly there was a rattling on the bridge as if some- 
one had been scattering hazelnuts, and one of the hussars who happened 
to be nearest him fell against the parapet with a groan. Rostof and sev- 
eral others ran to him. Again there was a cry lor stretchers. Four men 
grasped the wounded hussar and started to bear him away. 

“O-o-o-o! Let me alone tor Christ’s sake,” shrieked the wounded man, 
but nevertheless they took him up and bore him off. 

At that instant the sun went into a cloud; Rostol saw several stretchers 
being carried l)efore him. The terror of death and ol the stretchers, love 
for the sun and for life, all mingled in one painfully disturbing impres- 
sion. 

'‘O Lord God! Thou who art there in yonder heaven, save, pardon 
and defend me!” whispered Rostof in his heart. 

The hussars hastened back to their grooms; their voices grew louder 
and more confident; the stretchers were now out ol their sight. 

“Well, bwother! so you’ve smelled powder!” rang Vaska Denisof's 
voice in his car. 

“It’s all over, but I’m a coward, yes. I’m a coward,” thought Rostof, 
and with a heavy sigh he took the bridle Irom the hands of his groom 
and mounted his Grachik, which was waiting for him. 

“What was it, grapeshot?” asked he of Denisof. 

“That’s just what it was!” shouted Denisof. “We worked like hewoes. 
And it was waskally work. A charge is ware sport, you hew down the 
dogs; but here, the devil only knows what it is, they shoot at you as if 
you were a target.” 

And Denisof rode off and joined the colonel, Ncsvitsk\ , Zhcrkol, and 
the staff officer, who were talking together a short distance from Rostof. 

“One thing’s evident, no one noticed it,” thought Rosiol. And in 
truth no one had noticed it, because each and every one shared in the 
sensation the cadet experienced at being under fire lor the first time. 

“Wc shall have a splendid report sent,” Zherkol was saying. “Do you 
know, they may give me a lieutenancy.” 

“Inform the prince that I burned the bridge,” said the colonel, with a 
gay and triumphant expression. 

“But suppose someone asks about our loss?” 

“A mere trifle,” said the colonel, in his deepest tones; “two hussars 
wounded and one dead,” said he, with apparent joy, and scarcely refrain- 
ing from a contented smile as he brought out with ringing emphasis the 
happy word, dead. 
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The Russian army of thirty-five thousand men, under command of 
Kutuzof, pursued by the French a hundred thousand strong under 
Bonaparte himself, meeting with unfriendly natives, no longer having 
confidence in their allies, suffering fiom a lack of provisions, and 
obliged to act in a manner opf>osed to all preconceived conditions of 
war, was in hastv retreat down the Danube. It was impossible any 
longer to think ol delending Vienna. In place of the offensive warfare 
so (raliily plotted, the only thing that was left Kutu/of now, unless 
he wete to sacrifice* his army as Mack had sacrificed his at Ulm, was 
to effect a juncluie with the trcjops on their way from Russia, and 
even this was almost an impossibility. 

On the eighth ol November, Kutuzof with his army crossed to the 
h it hank of the Danube; and, fcjr the first time, halted, having now 
put the rivet between himself and the main body of the French. On 
tlie tenth he attackcxl and defeated tlie division under Mortier, which 
was stationed on the left bank of the Danube. In this engagement, for 
the first time, some trophies were captured, a stand of colors, cannon, 
and two ol the enemy’s generals. For the first time, after a fortnight's 
retreat, tlic* Russian arrnv hailed; and at the end of the battle not only 
hc'lcl the field of battle, but had driven off the French. Although the 
army was e\haustc:d and in rags, and reducc'd a third by the killed, 
wounded, sick, and stragglers, the halt at Kreins and the victory over 
Moriic'i signally iaisc*cl the sjririts of the men. 

During the battle Prince Andrei had been near by wdien the Austrian 
general, Schmidt, was killed. His own horse had been wounded under 
him and he himselt had been slightly grazed by a bullet on the hand. 
As a sign of sjiec ial favor li'om the commander-in-chief he was sent to 
cany the news of this victory to the Austrian court, which had left 
Vienna, now threatened by the French, and was established at Briinn. 
In sj)it(‘ ol his aj^parc ritly delic *ite constitution, he could endure physical 
fatigue far better than much stronger men. 

Siith an errand insured the courier not only a decoration, but pointed 
inlallibly to pionioiion. 

Prince Andrei, notwnthstandrng his rapid journey and sleepless night, 
felt as he drove up to the palace in Biiinn even more excited than he 
had the evening belore. His eves gleamed with a feverish light and 
his thoughts rushed thi’oiigh his mind wdth extraordinary rapidity and 
clcxirness. Vividly all the details of the battle came into his mind, not 
W'ilh any confusion, but in due sccjuencc, word for word as he imagined 
he would render Iris account to the F.mpcror Franz. Vividly he imagined 
the circumstantial c|uc\siions that might be asked him and the answers 
he would make to them. He supposed he would immediately be sum- 
moned before the emperor. But at the pr incipal entrance of the palace 
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he was met by an official who, discovering that he was only a courier, 
sent him around to another entrance. 

“Take the corridor at the right, your excellency; there you will find 
the adjutant who is on duty,“ said the official. “He will take you to 
the minister of war." 

The adjutant, coming to meet Prince Andrei, asked him to wait 
while he went to the minister. In five minutes he returned, and, bowing 
with unusual deference and allowing Prince Andrei to pass in front 
of him, directed him through a corridor into a private office occupied 
by the minister of war. The adjutant, by his extravagant politeness, 
seemed to be trying to delend himself from any attempt at familiarity 
on the part of the Russian courier. 

The minister was sitting between two candles at a great table, and 
did not even glance at his visitor for the first two minutes. His bald 
head with its fringe of gray hair was bent over some papers, which he 
was reading and marking with a lead pencil. He finished reading them, 
not even lifting his head when the door opened to admit his visitor, 
though he must have heard the steps. 

“Take this and deliver it at once," he said to his secretary, handing 
him some papers, not even yet recognizing tJie existence of the courier. 

Prince Andrei came to the conclusion that out of all the affairs that 
preoccupied the minister of war, either the feats of Kutuzofs army 
interested him the least, or else he felt obliged to give this impres- 
sion to the Russian courier. “Well, it’s all the same to me," said he to 
Iiiinsell. 

'riic minister of war sorted the rest of the papers, placing them in 
legular order, and then at last lifted his head. He had an intelligent 
and determined lace, but at the instant he turned to Prince Andrei 
tliis intelligent and firm expression seemed to change as if by purpose 
and consciously, and in its place came a dull, hypocritical smile, in 
which there was no pretense even of hiding its hypocrisy— the habitual 
smile of a man accustcmied to receive many petitioners one after the 
other. 

“From General Field Marshal Kutuzof?" he asked. “1 hope it is 
good news. So he’s had an encounter with Mortier? A victory? It 
was time I” 

lie took the dispatch directed to him and began to read it with a 
melancholy expression. 

‘'Ach, mein Gott! mein Gait! Schmidtl" said he, in German. “What 
a rnisfortunel what a misfortune!" Having run through the paper, he 
laid it on the table and glanced at Prince Andrei, evidently weighing 
something in his mind. “Ach! what a misfortune! The affair, you say, 
was decisive? But Mortier was not taken.” He pondered. “I’m very glad 
that you have brought this good news, although the death of Schmidt 
is a costly price to pay for the victory. His majesty will probably desire 
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1 C) see you, hui not this evening. 1 thank you; go and rest. Tomorrow 
be at the levee after the parade. However, I will give you due notice.'' 

The dull smile, which had disappeared during this conversation, 
again appeared on the war minister’s face. 


VI 

Prince Andrei put up at Briinn at the residence of his friend, the 
djj)loinai Bilibin. 

After Ills hinricd joinney, and indeed after this whole campaign, 
during which he liad Ijeen deprived of all the cornlorts and elegances 
of life, he ex))erienrcd a pleasant feeling of rcjjose amid these luxurious 
conditions of existence to which he had been accustomed since child- 
hood. Moreover, it was j^leasant, alter his recepiion by the Austrians, 
to talk, not indeed in Russian, for they spoke in French, but with a 
Ricssian who, as he supposed, shared the general Russian aversion, 
now felt with csjrecial ke enness, for the Austrians. 

Bilibin w'as a man ol thirty-five. unniaiTied, and belonged to the 
same set as Prance Andrei. 'Fliey had been acquaintances long before 
in Petersburg, and had become more intimate during Prince Andrei’s 
last visit to Vienna with Kutuzof. Just as Prince Ancirei was a young 
man who promised to make a brilliant career in the military profession, 
so Bilibin, with even greater probability, was on the road to success 
in dij)lomacy. lie w'as still a young man, but he was not a young 
diplomat, since he had Iregun his career at the age of sixteen, had been 
in Paris and in Ciopenhagen, and now held a very responsible post 
in Vienrra. 

“Now, then, tell us your exploits,’’ said he. 

Bolkonsky, in the most modest manner, without once referring to 
himself, told him ol the combat and of the minister's behavior. 

1 assure >t)u, 1 cannot understand, ’’ he said. “Perhaps there are diplcj- 
matic subtleties here that are above my feeble mind, but I cannot under- 
stand. IMack has dc'stroyed a whcile aimv, the Archduke Ferdinand 
.uid the Archduke Rail are giving no signs of lile and are making one 
blunder after anoihei : finally, Kutu/ol is the only one who really gains 
a vicioiy, bieaks the luck ol the french, and the minister of war isn’t 
interested enough to iiKjuire abviut ilie details!” 

J his is the veiy leason, my dear. Wdiat do rec, I mean the Austrian 
Court, care for yoar victories! Onh bring them vour fine news about 
a victoiy won by the Aichduke Karl or Ferdinand-one archduke is 
as good as another, as vou well know-and even though it were only 
over a squad of Bonaparte's firemen, that would be another thing- 
we would proclaim it with the thunder of cannon. But this, as a matter 
of course, can only v ex us. Moreover, even if you had won the most 
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brilliant victory, even il the Archduke Karl had, what change would 
that make in the course of events? It’s too late now, for Vienna has 
been occupied by the French army.” 

“What, occupiedl Vienna occupiedl” 

“Not only occupied, but Bonaparte is at Schonbrunn, and the count, 
our dear friend Count Vrbna, has gone there to him for orders.” 

Bolkonsky, after his fatigue and the impressions of his journey and 
his reception, and especially since his dinner, felt that he did not grasp 
the full meaning of the words he heard. 

“But what an extraordinary genius,” suddenly cried Prince Andrei, 
doubling his small fist and pounding the table with it. “And what luck 
that man hasi” 

“Who? Buonaparte?” queried Bilibin, knitting his brow and thereby 
signifying that he was going to get off a witticism. “Buonaparte,” he 
repeated, laying a special emphasis on the u. “I certainly think that 
now when he is laying down the laws for Austria from Schonbrunn, 
he must be spared that u. ... I am firmly resolved to make the inno- 
vation, and I shall call him Bonaparte.” 

“No, but joking aside,” said Prince Andrei, “is it possible that you 
think the campaign is finished?” 

“This is what I think; Austria has been made a fool of and she is 
not used to that. And she will take her revenge. And she has been 
made a fooJ of because in the first place her provinces have been pillaged 
(it is said the Russians are terrible pillagers), her army is beaten, her 
capital is taken, and all this on account of the handsome eyes on the 
Sardinian throne. And in the second place, between us, my dear, I 
suspect that we are being duped, 1 suspect dealings with France and 
a project of peace, a secret peace, separately concluded.” 

“That cannot be,” said Prince Andrei. “That would be too base.” 

“Whoever lives will learn; you will see,” said Bilibin, scowling, this 
time in a way that signified the ending of the conversation. 

When Prince Andrei went to the room that had been prepared for 
him, and stretched himself between clean sheets on a soft down mattress 
and on warm perfumeO pillows, he felt that the battle of which he had 
brought the report was far, far away. 

He closed his eyes, but instantly his ears were deafened by the 
cannonading, the musketry, the rumble of the carriage wheels; and 
now once more the musketeers came marching in scattered lines down 
the hillside, and the Frenchmen were firing, and he felt how his heart 
thrilled, and he galloped on ahead, and the bullets whistled mer- 
rily around him, and he experienced such a feeling of intensified de- 
light in life as he had not felt since childhood. He awoke with a 
start. . . . 

“Yes, it was all like thatl” said he, smiling to himself a happy, child- 
like smile, and he fell asleep with the sound sleep of youth. 



At the levee Prince Andrei, who stood in the place designated him 
among the Austrian ollitcrs, received merely a long unblinking stare 
from ilic Emperor Fran/, and a slight inclination ol his long head. 
But alter the levee, the emperor received him standing in the middle 
of his room. Before beginning the conversation. Prince Andrei was 
struck by the evident conlusion ol the emperor, who reddened and 
did not know what to say. 

“'rell me when the action began/' he asked hurriedly. 

Prime Andrei told him. 

lliis question was followed by others, no less simple: 

“Is Kiitu/of well? How long ago did he leave Krerns?" and so on. 

I'he emj)eror spoke as if tlie whole aim were to ask a certain number 
of (juestions. "J'he answers to these questions, as he made only too 
evident, did not interest him. 

“At what hour did the engagement begin?” asked the emperor. 

“I cannot tell, your majesty, *it wliat hour the fighting began on the 
front; but at Durenstein, whcie I happened to be, the army made the 
first attack at six o’clock in th(‘ evening,” said Bolkonsky eagerly, for 
he supposed that now he )iad a chance to enter intc; the carefully 
prepared and accurate desciijjiion ol all that he had seen and knew. 
Jim the emperor smiled and interrupted him. 

l^nncc Andrei left the audience chamber .md was immediately sur- 
rounded hy courtiers coming from all sides. Flattering glances rested 
on him and flattering words were heard around him. The adjutant 
reproached him for not having pm up at tlie palace and offered him 
the use ol his rcjoms. The minister ol war came and congratulated 
him on having received the order of Maria Idieiesa of the third degree, 
which tli(‘ empi'tor had conleired iiporr him. 'Flic empress' chamberlain 
invited him to wait uj)on her majesty, l ire grand duchess also desired 
to see him. In sj)iie of Bilibin's prognostications, the news he brought 
was joyfully hailed A thanksgiving Te Deum was ordained, Kutuzof 
was decorated with the grand cross ol Maria I’hcrcsa, and all the army 
was rewarded. Bolkonsky was overwhelmed with invitations, and was 
obliged to spend the whc^le morning in making calls upon the principal 
dignitaries of Austria. 

Ha\ ing finislu'd his calls, about five o’clock in the afternoon Prince 
Atidiei, thinking over wh;ii he should write his father about the cn- 
gagemeiu and his \isit to Biunn, returned to Bilibin’s lodgings. At the 
door ol the house oc cupied by Bilibin stood a gig half full of luggage, 
and Franz, Bilibins \alet, w'as just coiiiing out, laboriously dragging 
.mother tr unk. 

“What docs this mean?” asked Bolkonsky. 

“Alas, your excellenc'\ !” .said Franz, with difficulty tumbling the 
trunk into the gig. “we’re going farther off. The rascal is after us again.” 

“Wliat do you mean? I'ell me!” asked Prince Andrei. 
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Bilibin came out to meet Bolkonsky. His usually tranquil face 
showed traces of excitement. 

“What is the trouble? The trouble is that the French have crossed the 
bridge at Vienna, and the bridge was not blown up, so that Murat is 
now hastening down the road to Briinn, and they will be here today 
or tomorrow.’* 

“Be here? But why was the bridge not blown up, when it was mined?” 

“Well, that’s what I ask you. No one, not even Bonaparte, knows 
that.” 

Bolkonsky shrugged his shoulders. 

“But if the bridge is crossed, the army is destroyed; of course, it will 
be cut off,” said he. 

‘T hat’s the joke of the thing,” rejoined Bilibin. “Listen I The Frencli 
enter Vienna, just as 1 told you. All very good. On the next day— that 
is yesterday— Marshals Murat, Lannes and Belliard mount their horses 
and ride down to the bridge (notice, all three of them are (iascons). 
‘Gentlemen,’ says one of them, ‘you know that the Thabor bridge is 
mined and countermined, and that in front of it is a terrible bridge- 
head and fifteen thousand men, who are tornmanded to blow up the 
bridge and not allow us to pass. But our master, the Emperor Napoleon, 
would be pleased if we took tliat bridge. Let us three go therefore and 
lake that bridge.’ ‘\'cs, let’s go,’ say the others, and they go to it and 
take it and cross it, and now they arc on this side of the Danube with 
their whole aimy, and arc in full march against us and against your 
communications.” 

“Stop joking,” said Prince Andrei in a melancholy and serious tone. 
This news was sad and at the same time pleasant to him. As soon as he 
knew that the Russian army was in such a hopeless situation, it occurred 
to him that he himself was the one called upon to rescue it from this 
situation— that this was his Toulon, destined to lilt him from the 
throng of insigniheant officers and open to him the straight path of 
glory I Even while he was listening to Bilibin, he was picturing himself 
going back to the army and there, in a council of war, proposing a plan 
which alone might save them; and that to him alone it was granted to 
accomplish this plan. 

“No more jesting,” said he. 

“I am not jesting,” in.sisted Bilibin. “Nothing is more veracious or 
more melancholy. These gentlemen ride on the bridge withbut c'seort, 
displaying their white handkerchiefs; they assert that there is an armis- 
tice, and that they, the marshals, have come over to talk with Prince 
Auersperg. The officer on guard lets them into the bridgehead. They 
give him a thousand choice specimens of gasconade; they say the war 
is ended; that the Emperor Franz has decided on a conference with 
Bonaparte; that they w^ant to see Prince Auersperg, and a thousand 
other trumpery lies. The officer sends for Auersperg; these gentlemen 
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embrace the officers, jest, sit astride the cannon, and meantime a French 
battalion quietly aosses the bridge and flings the bags with the com- 
bustibles into the water, and enters the bridgehead. At last the 
lieutenant general, oiir dear little Prince AiUTS|)erg von Mautern him- 
self, appeals on tlie steiie. ‘Our dear enemy! Flower of the Austrian 
army, heio ol tin* 'f’lukish wars! Our enmity is at an end, we can shake 
hands. The Emperor Napoleon is dying with anxiety to make the 
acquaintance of Prince Aueispergi’ 

“Jn one word, these gentlemen, who are not Gascons for nothing, 
so bewitch Aue rsperg with fine words, he is so ravished by this rapidly 
institutcxl intimacy witli the French marshals, so dazzled by the sight 
of Murat’s mantle and ostrich leallu'is, that he doesn’t see the point, 
and (juiie forgets wliat he himsc*ll ought tcj be pointing at the enemy." 

Notwithstanding the vehemence of his remarks. Bilibin did not fail 
to |)ause after this |)un, so as to allow Bolkonsky time to appreciate it. 

‘"J'he French battalions run into the bridgehead, spike the cannon 
-the bridge is theirs! But this is best of all," he went on to say, allowing 
the fascination ol his narrative to keep liim calm, "this— that the 
sergeant who had charge of the cannon, the discharge of which was 
to explode the mini's and blow up the bridge— this sergeant, I say, 
seeing tlie French soldicTS running over (lie hndge*, was just going to 
fii(‘ tfi(‘ gun, but J.annc's jmlleci away his hand. I’he sergeant, who 
evicleriilv had more sense than his gc‘nt*r'al, hastens to Auersperg and 
says, ‘Prince, you ate imposed upon, here are the French!’ 

"Mural sees that their game is played il the sergeant is allowed to 
speak lunher. With pretended surjnise (true Gascon that he is) he 
(ui Its to .'\uersj)er g: ‘I don’t see in this anything ol your wc^rld-renowned 
Austrian discipline,’ says lie. ‘Do you allow a man of inferior rank to 
speak to you so? It was a stroke of genius. Prince Auersperg prides 
himself on puiuiilio and has the sergeant })ut under arrest. But you 
must confess that .ill tliis story of the Thabor bridge is perfectly de- 
lightful. It was neither stujridin nor ccjwardicc.” 

"Perhaps it is treason, though," said Prince Andrei, his imagination 
vividly biinging up Irefore him tlie grav cloaks, the wounds, the gun- 
poAvder smoke, tlic' sounds of baiiic*, and the glory that was awaiting him. 

Not at .ill. 1 bis jniis the court in a most stupid positiejn,’’ continued 
Bilibin. Jl is neither treason nor cowardice nor stujjidily, it’s just fire 
s.ime as at Him. He paused, as il trying to find a suitable expression. 

It is— it is Macklike. We are Mackcxl!" he said, at last satisfied that 
he had coineJ jni jiiot, and a brilli.im mol, sucli a one as would be 
rcpeaiid. I he wrinkles that had been dc'eply gathering on his forehead 
cpiickly smoothed themseUes out, in token of his contentment, and 
with a shgiit smile on his lips he began to contemplate his fingernails. 

Wher e' ai e you going? he asked, suddenly turning to Prince Andrei, 
who had got up and was starling lor his room. 
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*‘rm off/' 

“Where?" 

“To the army I" 

“But you intended to stop two days longer, didn't you?" 

“Yes, but now I’m going immediately.'' 

And Prince Andrei, having given his orders for the carriage, went to 
his room. 

“Do you know, my dear fellow?” said Bilibin, coming into his room, 
“do you know, I have been thinking about you. One of two things 
will happen to you”— here he managed to gather a fold of wrinkles 
over his left temple— “eitJier peace will be concluded before you reach 
the army, or else defeat and disgrace await you with all of Kutuzof's 
force." 

And Bilibin smoothed the skin again, feeling that the dilemma was 
unavoidable. 

“Of that I cannot judge,” said Prince Andrei coldly; but he thought 
in his own mind, “I am going to save the army." 

“My dear, you are a hcrol” said Bilibin. 


VII 

Kutuzof had learned on the thirteenth of November, through one 
of his scouts, that the army under his command was in an almost inex- 
tricable position. 

The French, according to the report of the scout, had crossed the 
bridge at Vienna and were advancing upon Znaim, which lay in the 
line of Kutuzol’s projected retreat, about sixty miles ahead of him. 
If they could reach Znaim beiore the French, there was a fair hope 
ot saving the army; but if the French were given a chance to get to 
Znaim first, it surely meant the disgrace of a surrender like that at 
Ulm, or else the general destruction of the army. 

On the night after receiving this information, Kutuzof sent four 
thousand men of Bagration's vanguard over the mountains to occupy 
the road from Vienna to Znaim. Bagration was ordered to make tliis 
short cut without pausing to rest; he was to lace Vienna and turn his 
back on Znaim, and if he succeeded in getting there before the French 
did, he was to do his best to hold them in check. Kutuzof himself, 
with all the baggage, would hasten on toward Znaim. 

Bagration, crossing the mountains, marching witliout a road, thirty 
miles on a stormy night, losing a third of his forces in stragglers, came 
out with his famished, shoeless men at Hollabrunn, on the road from 
Vienna to Znaim, a few hours before the French reached it from Vienna. 
It was necessary lor Kutuzof to travel a whole day and night with his 
baggage wagons before reaching Znaim. Therefore, in order to save the 
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army, Bagration, with only four thousand soldiers, hungry and ex- 
hausted, was obliged to engage the entire force of the enemy during 
the course of the twenty-four hours; this was manifestly impossible. 
Bui a strange chance made the impossible possible. 

Having been successful in the j>iccc of finesse which had given the 
French the bridge at Vienna without a blow, Murat thought that it 
would be fine to try a similar deception on Kiituzof. Meeting Bagration’s 
feeble (oniingent on ihe road to Znaim, he supposed that it was 
Kutu/ol’s whole army, d o leave no doubt of his crushing this army, 
he determined to await the arrival of all the forces that had started 
oui from Vienna, and with this end in view, he proposed an armisiiee 
for three days, with the condition that neither army should change its 
jrosition, or move from its place. Murat asserted that negotiations for 
peate were already in jrrogress and that, therefore, in order to avoid 
the useless sh(‘dding ol blood, he had pro])Osed the armistice. The 
Austrian general. Count Nostiz, who was posted in the van, placed 
(red(‘ncc in the words of Murat’s emissary, and retired, exposing 
Bagration. 

The armistice was, lor Kutuzof, the only means of gaining time. 
On ihe receipt ol this news, he promptly sent his adjutant general, 
Winzengerode, who happtmed to be present, over to the hostile camp. 
Winzengerode was not only to accept the armistice, but also even to 
projiose terms of capiiulaiiou, while, in the meantime, Kutu/of sent 
his aides back to cxjrediie the movements of the baggage train and of 
the whole army, and to maintain a firm front against an enemy eight 
limes as strong. 

Kutuzof saw that by discussing terms of capitulation, which did 
not bind him to anything, he would gain lime for sending around 
at least a |)oition of ilie lieavv baggage, but lie also saw that Murat’s 
blundei w'ould be cjuickly dcii'ctcd. Bolli of these anticipations w'ere 
realized. 

As soon as Bonaparte, who w'as at Schonbruiin, sixteen miles frcjm 
Hollabiunn, read Murat s report and his scheme for an armistic:e and 
c.ipituliii ion, he saw ilnough ihc‘ hoax, and wrote the fc.)llow'iiig letter 
to him: 


Nov. if), 1803, 8 o’clexk A. M. 

7 o / iifur Murat: I cannot find ^\(»rds to express inv displeasure 
You incTcly command nn van, and liave no right to' conclude an 
armistice without orders tiom me. You are nu-king me lose the 
advantage of a campaign. End the annisiice insiaiuTv. and march 
on the enemy. Explain to him that the general who signed this 
cipiiulaiion had no light to do so, that oidN the Emperor of Russia 
has this right. ' 

if the Russian emperor should r.iiily the proposed 
ajTieeineiit. I also would ratify it. But it is only a trick. March! 
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Destroy the Russian armyl You are in a position to capture their 
baggage and artillery. 

The Russian emperor’s adjutant general is a Officers are 

of no account when they are not endowed with any powers; this 
one had none. The Austrians let themselves be duped about the 
crossing of the Vienna bridge; you have allowed yourself to be 
duped by the Russians. 

Napoleon. 

Bonaparte’s aide galloped off at headlong speed, to carry this angry 
letter to Murat. Bonaparte himself, not leeling confidence in his gen- 
erals, moved toward the field of battle with all his guards, fearing lest 
he should be cheated of his prey; and the lour thousand men under 
liagration, cheerfully building bivouac fires, dried and warmed them- 
selves and for the fust time in three days cooked their gruel, and not 
one of the detachment knew or dreamed what was threatening them 


VIII 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when Prince Andrei reached 
Grund and reported to Bagration. Bonaparte’s aide had not yet reached 
Murat’s division, and the battle had not begun. Bagration, knowing 
that Bolkonsky was the commander-in-chief's favorite and trusted 
adjutant, received liim with the utmost official res})ect and unusual 
condescension and assured him that either that day or the next an 
engagement would probably take place, granting him free choice to 
be present with him during the battle, or to remain in tlie rear and 
superintend the retreat, “which," he said, “would be a very important 
position." 

“However, it is most likely that nothing will happen today," said 
Prince Bagration, as if to relieve Prince Andrei’s anxieties. 

At the same time he thought: “If this is only one of the ordinary 
jack-a-dandies of the staff, sent out to win a decoration, he will get it 
just as well by staying in the rear; but if he desires to be with me, let 
him. . . . He will be useful if he is a brave officer." 

Prince Andrei gave no definite answer, but asked permission to 
reconnoiter the position and learn the disposition of the forces, so that 
in case of necessity he might know where he was. The officer on duty, 
a handsome man, faultlessly attired and with a diamond ring on his 
index finger, who spoke French badly but fluently, offered to be Prince 
Andrei’s guide. 

Wvi and melancholy-looking officers could be seen everywhere, 
apparently searching for something, and soldiers dragging doors, 
benches, and fences from the village. 

“Here, prince, we cannot get rid of such men as these," said the staff 
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officer, pointing to the soldiers. "The officers let them leave their places 
And here againl" the officer pointed to a sutler’s tent pitched near 
them; "they gather around and loaf. This morning I drove them all 
out, and lookl it’s all full again." 

They dismounted and weni into the sutler's tent, where a few men 
and a number of officers with fluslied and weary faces were sitting 
around a table, eating and drinking. 

"Now what does this mean, gentlemen?" said the staff officer in a 
lone ol vexation, like a man who has been repealing the same thing 
again and again. "You know it is forbidden to absent yourselves from 
your posts in ibis way. rhe prince has forbidden any such thing. . . 
And here yon are, Mr. Ca]>tainl" said he, turning to a little, lean, 
dirty artillery oIIkct, who without besots (he had given them to the 
stiilcT to dry), in his sicKking feet, stood up as the others entered and 
greeted them with a slightly natural smile. "Well, aren’t you ashamed 
ol your sell, Ciapiarn 1 ushin?" demanded the staff officer. "One would 
think that as an oflicer you would set a good example, and here you 
are with your boots ofP If an alarm were sounded, you would make 
a fine show without boots!" The staff officer smiled satirically. "Please 
go to your jdaces, gentlemen, all, all of you," he added in a tone ol 
comnrand. 

Jhince Andrei could not help smiling as he looked at Captain Tushin. 
who. silent and smiling, stood first on one bare loot and then on the 
other and looked incjuiringly with his large, intelligent and good- 
natured eyes horn Prince Andrei to the officer of the day. 

" l ire soldiers say: ‘It’s easier to go barefooted,’ ’’ said Captain 
I’ushin, timid and still smiling, evidently anxious to escape from his 
awkward predicament by assuming a jesting tone; but he did not say 
anything luithci, as ii he felt th.u his joke was not appreciated and 
was not a suer ess, lie grc*w conlused. 

"Please go to noui places,” repeated the staff officer, trying to preserve 
his gravity. 

Prince Andrei once more glanced at the diminutive form of the 
artillery ofhier, I'lieie was something about it peculiar, utterly un- 
iiiilitary, and r.ilher comical, but still extraordinarily attractive. 

I he ollicer ol the dav and Prince* Andiei remounted their horses 
and rode on. 

Alter riding along the eniirx* line, from the right flank to the left, 
Princ:e .Andrei made his way to a batier'\ from which the wdiole field was 
visible. Here* he dismounted and leaned against the last one of our 
unlimbered fieldpicces. An artilleryman, who was pacing up and down 
in Iront c)l the* guns as sentry, stalled to give Prince Andrei the military 
salute, but at a sign desisted and once more began his monotonous, 
tedious march .At a little distance from the outermost gun was a new, 
wattled hut, in which could be heard the lively voices of officers talking 
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together. Suddenly Prince Andrei was so struck by the note of sincerity 
in the voices of the officers that he involuntarily began to listen. 

“No, my dear fellow,” said a pleasant voice, which somehow seemed 
very familiar to Prince Andrei. “I say that il it were possible to know 
what will be after death, then none of us would have any fear of death. 
That’s so, my boy.” 

“]>ut ail men are afraid of it.” 

“Yes, you know so much,” said a lusty voice, breaking in upon the 
others. “You artillerymen know so much because you can take with 
you, evcrywlicre you go, your tipples of vodka and your rations.” 

And the possessor of the lusty voice, evidently an infantry officer, 
laughed. 

“Yes, all men are afraid of death,” continued the first, familiar voice. 
“We are afiaid of the unknown; that’s the point. It’s no use saying 
the soul goes up to heaven; why, we know very well that up yonder 
there’s no heaven, but only tlie atmosphere.” 

Again the lusty voice inteirupted the artilleryman: 

“Come, now, I’usliiii, let us have some ol your liquor.” 

“So that is the very same captain who was at the sutler’s tent in his 
stocking feet,” said Prince Andrei to himself, glad to recognize the 
pleasant voice of the philosopher. 

“The liquor you can have.” said Tushin, “but all the same, as to 
comprehending the life to come ...” 

He did not hnish his sentence. At that instant a whiz was heard in 
the air; nearer and nearer, swifter and louder, louder and swifter, a 
cannon ball, as if unable to say all it wanted to say, plunged into the 
earth not far from the hut, tearing up the ground with superhuman 
violence. The ground seemed to groan with the terrible shock. 

In a moment the little Tushin came running out of the hut ahead 
of the others, with his after-dinner pipe at the side of his mouth; his 
kind, intelligent face was rather pale. He was followed by the possessor 
of the lusty voice, a young inlantry officer who hurried off to his com- 
pany, buttoning his coat as he ran. 

Prince Andrei mounted his horse, but remained in the battery, 
trying to distinguish by the smoke the cannon that had sent the 
projectile. His eyes wandered over the whole landscape. All he could 
make out was that the hitherto motionless masses of the French were 
beginning to stir, and that there really was a battery at the left. At the 
foot of the hill a small but clearly distinguishable column of the enemy 
was moving, evidently for the purpose of strengthening the lines. The 
smoke of the first gun had not yet blown away when another puff 
arose, followed by the report. The action had begun. 

Prince Andrei turned his horse and galloped back to Grund to find 
Prince Bagration. 
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Lcmarrois, with Bonaparte’s angry letter, had just dashed up to 
Murat, and Murat, ashamed of himself and anxious to retrieve his 
blunder, bej^an immediately to move his army against the center, and 
at the same time around both flanks, hoping before night and the 
arrival oi the emperor to demolish the insignificant division that op- 
posed him. 

“It has beguni Here it is!” said Prince Andrei to himself, feeling his 
heart heal violently. “But where— how shall 1 find my Toulon?” 

Riding among (om|ianies that had been eating their gruel and 
drinking vodka only a (juarter ol an hour belore, everywhere he found 
the .soldieis liastily moving about, getting into line and examining their 
guns; on all laces there was the same expression of expectancy that he 
had in his heart. Ihe lace ol every solcliei and officer seemed tcj say: 
“It has Iregun! Here it is! How terrible! How glorious!” 

Belore he* reached the unfinished earthworks he saw in the twilight 
of the gloomy autumn clay some horsemen riding toward him. The 
foremost, in a lelt cape and a fur caji with insignia, rode a white horse. 
'Phis was Ihince Bagraiion. He kept his eyes straight ahead, while 
Prince' Andrei was re])()rting to him what he had seen. The thought, 
it has line it is! could also be read on Bagration’s strong, brown 

lace with the half-clcjsed, dull eyc^s that seemed to show continuous 
lac k of sleep. 


IX 

A c:iiAR(a: or- Tin- Sixth jaegers insured the retreat of the right wing. 
In the center, the action of d'ushin’s battery, which had succeeded in 
.setting the* village cil Schdngraben on fire, retarded the advance of 
the luench. I hey stopped to j>ut out the conflagration, which the wind 
was sjneacling. and thus ga\e time lor the Russians to retreat. The 
leiiicmeni ol the ceimi through the ravine was accomplished hastily 
aird noisily, but theie was no sign ol demoralization. But the left wdng, 
coirsisiiirg ol the inlaniiy of the .Vzof and Podcrlian regiments and the 
1 a\logiad huss.iis, which was attacked simultaneously and outflanked 
by overwhelming numbers ol the French under the command of 
Laimes. W'as deleatc'd. 

Bagiadoir h:id sent Zherkof to the general in command of the left 
wing, with orders to retreat slowiv. Zherkof, raising his hand to his 
cap. stuck his spins into his hor.se and swiftlv dashed off. But he had 
no more than ridden out of Bagration’s sigln than his courage began 
to fad him. Irresistible fear oveiwhclmc'd him, and he could i^ot make 
up his mind to gc) wdiere it seemed to him so perilous. 

He rode over to the army of the left wing, but he did not dare press 
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forward to the front, where there was firing, and he began to search 
for the general and the officers where there was no possibility of finding 
them; and so the order was not delivered. 

The command of the left wing devolved by order of seniority to the 
regimental commander of that same brigade which had been reviewed 
at Braiinau by Kutuzof, and in which Dolokhol served as a private. 
The command of the extreme left wing was intrusted to the colonel 
of tlie Pavlograd regiment, in which Rostof served. This led to a 
serious misunderstanding. The men, from private to general, were not 
cxj)ecting an engagement and were calmly occupied with the ordinary 
pursuits of peace— the cavalrymen led their horses, the infantry col- 
lected firewood. 

“He’s my senior, however, in rank,” the German colonel of hussars 
was saying, flushing and addressing the aide who had just ridden up 
to him, “so let him do as he pleases. 1 cannot sacrifice my hussars, 
liugler, sound the rctrcatl” 

But the battle came upon them in furious haste. Cannonade and 
musketry, all in confusion, thundered and rattled at their right and 
center, and the figures of Cannes’ sharpshooters could already be 
seen crossing the milldam and (orming on this side, two gunshots away. 
The infantry general, with his tottering gait, went to his horse and, 
mounting and drawing himself up very straight and tall, rode off to 
the Pavlograd commander. The two men met with polite bows and 
with concealed hatred in their hearts. 

“Once for all, colonel,” said the general, “I cannot leave half of my 
men in the woods. 1 beg of you, I really beg of you,” he repeated the 
word, “to draw up in position and meet the charge.” 

“1 beg ol you not to uK'ddle in what does not concern you,” replied 
the colonel, angrily. “If you were a cavalryman . . .” 

“I am not a cavalryman, colonel, but 1 am a Russian general, and 
if you don’t know this ...” 

“I know it very well, your excellency,” cried the colonel, suddenly 
starting up his hoise and turning purj^lc with rage. “Wouldn’t you 
like to come to the line, and then you can see that this position is as 
bad as it could be? I dci not care to destroy my regiment lor your 
gratification.” 

“You forget yourself, colonel. 1 am not seeking my own gratification, 
and I will not j^ermit you to say such a thing.” 

The general, accepting the colonel’s invitation as a challenge of 
courage, thrust out his chest, and, frowning, rode forward with him 
in the direction of the outposts, as if all their dispute were to be settled 
there at the front, under the fire of the enemy, d'hey reached the out- 
posts; a few bullets flew over them, and they paused and were silent. 
There was no reason for inspecting the outposts, since, from the place 
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where they had been before, it was perfectly evident that there was 
no chance for cavalry to maneuver among the bushes and gullies, and 
that the French were outflanking the left wing. 

"J’hc general and colonel looked at each other with fierce and un- 
wavering eyes, like two gamecocks all leady lor battle, and each waited 
vainly for the other to show sign of cowaidice. Both stood the test. 
As there was nothing lor them to say, and as neither wished to give 
the oth(T a chance to assert that he liad been the first to retire from 
expe^sure to the enemy’s file, they W'ould have stood there a long time, 
each rnanilesiing his bravado, if at this lime they liad not heard in 
the forest almost directly behind them the crackling of musketry and 
distant eonlused shouting. 7’he French had fallen on the soldiery scat- 
tered through the loiesL gathering firew^ood. It was now impossible for 
the hussars to retreat at the same time with the infantry. They were 
already (ut of! by the French line at the felt. Now, although the locality 
was most unj)ro|)itioiis, it was absolutely necessary to fight their way 
through to reach the road heyond. 

I’he squadron in which Rostol served had barely time to mount 
I heir horses helot e they found themselves face to face with the enemy. 
Again, as at the bridge over the Enns, hciwecn the squadron and the 
line o( the enemy there was no one, and between them lay that terrible 
gap of the unknown and the dieadful, like the bourn that divides the 
living from the dead. Fhe colonel came gallo]:)ing along the front, 
angiily K'plied to the (jiieslions of his officers, and, like a man who in 
despair insists on liis own way, thundered out some command. 

It ihev would onl) huriy, hurry,” thought Rostof, feeling that at 
last the lime was at liaiul lor partiei])ating in the intoxication of a 
charge, of wliiefi he had lu ard so much Irom his comrades, the* hussars. 

(»od be with us! Foliwahd, children,” tang out Denisof’s voice; 
“twoi I” 

In the front rank ilu* Iianiuhes of the horses began to rise and fall, 
(uaehik began to pull on tin* renns, and dashed ahead. .'Vt the right, 
Rostof could sc’c tlu’ fortwiid ranks ol his hussars, hut fartlu^r in front 
thc’ic' was a d.n k streak, winch he could not make out distinctly, but 
sup[)()secl to he the eneniv. Repoiis weic heard, hut in the distance. 

CJiaige! lang the command, ami Rostof felt h(;w his Grachik 
hioke into a giilloj) and sc'eiiu'd to str.tin cverv sinew. He realized that 
his dhision A\as dasin'iig lonvaul ami the charge hccaine mc'ire and more 
exciting to him. lie* noticed a solitars tree just abreast c)f him. At first 
this tree had been in from of him, in the vci\ center of that line which 
seemed so leirible. l\:v now he had passed' hevond it and there Avas 
not onl\ nothing teiiihlc iilioiit it, hut everything seemed ever more 
and more jolly and li’.elv. 

“Oh! how 1 will slash at them!” thought Rostof, as he grasped the 
handle of his saber. 



“Hurrah-ah-ah-ah!” rang the cheers in the distance. 

“Now let us be at them if ever,” thought Rostof, striking the spurs 
into Grachik; and overtaking the others, he urged him to the top of 
his speed. The enemy were already in sight before him. Suddenly some- 
thing like an enormous lash cracked all along the squadron. Rostof 
raised his saber in readiness to strike, but just at that instant Nikitenko, 
a hussar galloping in front of him, swerved aside from him, and Rostof 
felt, as in a dream, that he was being carried with unnatural swiftness 
forward, and yet was not moving from the spot. A hussar whom he 
recognized as Bandarchuk was galloping behind him and looked at 
him gravely. Bandarchuk’s horse shied and he dashed by him. 

“What does it mean? Am I not moving? Have 1 fallen? Am I dead?" 
These questions Rostof asked and answered in a breath. He was alone 
in the middle of the field. In place of the galloping horses and backs 
of the hussars, he saw all around him the solid earth and stubble. Warm 
blood was under him. “No, I am wounded, and my horse is killed." 

Grachik raised himself on his forelegs, but fell back, pinning down 
his rider’s foot. From the horse’s head a stream of blood was flowing. 
1 he horse struggled but could not rise. Rostof tried to get to his feet, 
but likewise fell back. His sabretache had caught on the saddle. Where 
our men were, where the French were, he could not tell. There was no 
one around liim. Fleeing his leg, he got up. 

“Where, in which direction, is now that line that so dearly separated 
the two armies?" he asked himself, and could find no answer. “Has 
soinetliing bad happened to me? Is this the way things happen? and 
what must be done in such circumstances?" he asked himself again, as 
he got to his leet; and at this time he began to Icel as if something 
extia were hanging to his benumbed left arm. His wrist seemed to 
belong to another person. He looked at his hand, but could find no 
trace of blood on it. “There now, here are our fellows," he exclaimed 
mentally, with joy, perceiving a few running toward him. “They will 
help me.” 

In front of these men ran one in a loreign-looking shako and a 
blue cap. He was dark and sunburnt, and had a hooked nose. Two or 
three others were running at his heels. One of them said something 
in a language that was strange and un-Russian. Surrounded by a 
similar set of men in the same sort of shakoes stood a Russian hussar. 
His hands were held; just behind him they were holding his horse. 

“Is our man really taken prisoner? Yes I And will they take me too? 
VVlio are these men?" Rostof kept asking himself, not crediting his 
own eyes. “Can they be the French?" He gazed at the oncoming 
strangers, and, in spite of the tact that only a second before he had 
been dashing forward solely for the purpose of overtaking and hacking 
down these same Frenchmen, their proximity now seemed to him so 
terrible that he could not trust his own eyes! “Who are they? Why 



are they running? Are they running at me? And why? Is it to kill me? 
Me, whom everyone loves so?” He recollected how he was beloved by 
his mother, his himiiy, his fiiends, and the idea that his enemies might 
kill him seemed incredible. “But perhaps . . . they may ...” For 
inoie than ten seconds he stood, not moving from the spot and not 
leali/ing his siluaiion 

d he foremost Frem liman, with the hooked nose, had now come up 
so close lo him that he could sec the expression of his face. And the 
healed foieign-looking leatiircs of this man, who was coming so swiftly 
down upon him with fixed bayonet and bated breath, filled Rostof with 
horroi. He grasped his pistol, but instead ol discharging it, flung it at 
the Frenchman and lied into the thicket as last as he could. He ran, 
not with any ol that leeling of doubt and struggle which had possessed 
Jiim on the bridge at Knns, but rather with the impulse of a hare trying 
to cstajre from tlic dogs. 


X 

I tJsiiiN's BATTERY had bccn entirely forgotten, and only at the very 
c-nd of ihc engagement Prime Bagration, still hearing tannonading at 
the (enter, sent thither the first staff offiecr of the day, and then Printc 
Andrei, to order the battery to retire as speedily as possible. The cov- 
ering forces which had been stationed near Tushin’.s cannon had been 
withdrawn duiing tlie heat of the engagement by .someone’s orders: 
hut the battery still continued to hla/c away, and Itad not been taken 
by the kreruh simply bcc;m.sc tlic enemy could not comprehend the 
audacity of four guns continuing to fiic alter the supporting columns 
had liccii wiihdratui. On the contrary, they suppo.sed from the encr- 
geiii activity of this liatteiy that tlic jirincipal forces of the Russians 
were here (onccniiaied in the center. Twice tiiey attempted to storm 
tins point, and boUi times they were diisen back by discharges of grape 
iiom ihe.se tour cannon, standing alone on the hill. As if for a punish- 
ment for this inisloitune. the enemy established a battery of ten guns 
a little to the light ol .Schonhrunn and began lo reply to Tushiii’s''fiie. 

Jn their childish delight at their sure cssful onslaught upon the 
I ic iieli, oiii giiiim ts did not noiiVc this baiiciy until two cannon balls, 
followed h^ bmi ai once, lell among the guns; one of them knocked 
oter two hoisc-s. and the other c.nned away the leg of the powder 
master. 1 he animation ol ihe men. oiuc aroused, was not dampened, 
howetei. hut onh changed i.t tharaeic'r. The horses were replaced by 
iwo others from the leserxe; the wounded were removed, and the four 
(a.inc.n were im net against the ten-gun battery. An officer, Tushin’s 
(oim.uit, li.icl been killed at the beginning ol the action, and during 
ic coiiise ol the hour, out ol lous men serving the guns, seventeen 



were disabled; but still the gunners were jolly and full of energy. 
Twic e they noticed that below and not far awMy from them the French 
were beginning to appear, and they had loaded with grape. 

The little captain, with his weak, awkw^ard gestures, kept calling 
upon his servant for “just one more little pipe," and then, knocking 
the ashes out, he would leap forward and look from under his little 
hand at the enemy. 

“Let ’em have it, boys!” he would exclaim, and, himself seizing the 
cannon by the Avlieel, he would bring it back into position, or he would 
clean out the bore. 

“Now then, our Matveyevnal” said he to himself. It was the great, 
old-fashioned howitzer that Tushin personified under the name of 
Matveyevna, daugJiter of Matthew, lie imagined himself a mighty 
giant of monstrous si/e, seizing the cannon balls with both hands and 
iuirling them at the French. 

“Well, Matveyevna, old girl, don’t betray us,” he was just saying, 
and starting away from the cannon, when back of him was heard a 
voice he did not know: “Captain TushinI Captain!” 

Tushin looked around in alarm. It was the same staff officer who 
had sent him out of Grund. In a cjuavering voice, the officer cried: 

“Are you crazy? Twice you have been ordcrcxl to retire and 
you ...” 

“Now, why do they bother me?” exclaimed Tushin to himself, look- 
ing with dread at the officer. “I . . . I’m all right,” he returned, raising 
two fingers to his visor. “I . . . ” 

But the colonel did not say all he meant to say. A cannon ball, flying 
close to him, made him cower clown close to his horse. He paused and 
was just going to repeat his order, when still another cannon ball 
interrujitcd him. He wheeled his horse aiound and galloped away. 

“Retire! all ol you retire!” he cried from the distance. 

The soldieis laughed. In a minute an aide came with the same order. 

This was Prince Andrei. The first thing he saw, as he reached the 
little space occupied by Tushin’s canncjn, was an unharnessed horse, 
with a broken leg, neighing near the horses that were still hitched up. 
From his leg the blood was spurting as from a lountain. Among the 
limbers lay a number of the killed. One cannon ball after another 
flew over him as he galloped up, and he was conscious of a nervous 
tremor running down his back. But the mere thought that he was 
atraicl again roused his courage. “I cannot be afraid,” he said to hinrself, 
and he deliberately dismounted among the ficldpieces. He delivered 
his message and still lingered in the battery. He resolved that the guns 
should be removed Irom their position and brought in under his 
direction. He and Tushin, stepping among the dead bodies, made the 
arrangements tor limbering the cannon, even wdiile the French were 
pouring a murderous fire upon them. 
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“An officer just dashed up here, but he made himself scarce in no 
time,” remarked a gunner to Prince Andrei. “He wasn't like your 
honor.” 

Prince Andrei exchanged no words with Tushin. They were both 
so occupied that it seemed as if they did not see each other. When at 
last they succeeded in gelling two of tlie four fieldpicces limbered, 
they started to descend ihe hill, leaving one fieldpiece dismounted, 
together with the howii/er. Prince Andrei turned to Tushin. “Well, 
good-by,” said he, ollering him his hand. 

“Ciood-by, my deai,” returned Tushin. “Farewell, my dear fellowl” 
exclaimed Fushin, iJie tears springing to his eyes, though he did not 
know why. 


XI 

Tiif nRKEZK had died down; dark clouds hung low over the battlefield, 
mingling on the liori/on with the smoke of gunpowder. It had grown 
dark, and iheiefore with all the more clearness the blaze ot two burning 
villages stood out against the sky. The cannonade had slackened, but 
still the rattle of musketry at the rear and at the right was heard with 
cver-inc] easing Irecpiency and distinctness. 

As scjon as 'Fushin and his fieldjiieces, jolting and constantly meeting 
woundc'd men, got out of range and descended into the ravine, he was 
met by the commander and hi: aides, among whom were both the 
staff offic'CT and Zheikot, who had been twice sent but had not c^nce 
succeeded in reaching l^ishiii’s battery. All of them gave him confused 
orders and c oiinierorders as to how and where to go, and overwhelmed 
him with ii pioaches and (riiicisms, 

'Fushin made no ai rangements, but rode toward the rear on his ar- 
tillery jade, not saying a word lor fear he would burst into tears, wdiich, 
w'iihoiii bis knowing wliv, weic readv to gush from his eyes. Although 
the order 'was to abandon tlie woiuided, many dragged themselves after 
tlie troops and begged lor a ride on the gun carnages. That very same 
gallant infantry olluei, nho belc^re the beginning of the engagement 
had darted so cnergc'tic ally Irom l^ushin’s hut, was stretched out on 
the carriage of tlie Matvevevna. with a bullet in his belly. At the foot 
of the hill, a j)ale cadet of hussars, bolding one arm in his hand, came 
to 'I’ll shin and asked for a seat! 

“Captain, lor God’s sake, m\ arm is crushed,” said he timidly. “For 
God's sake, 1 can't walk any longer. For God’s sake!” 

It was evident that this cadet had more than once repeated his re- 
quest and i)een cvcrMvhere reiused. Fie asked in an irresolute and 
paeons voice. “Gi\'e me a place for God's sake!” 

Climb c)n, climb on! said 1 iishin. “Spread out a cloak, uncle,” 
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he added, turning to his favorite gunner. “But where is the wounded 
officer?" 

“We took him off; he died," replied someone. 

“Climb on! Sir there, sit down, my dear fellow, sit there! Spread 
out the cloak, Antonof!" 

The cadet was Rostof. He held his left arm in his right hand; his 
face was pale, and his teeth chattered with fever. He was assisted to 
climb on the Matveyevna, to the very same spot from which they 
had removed the dead officer. There was blood on ilie cloak which 
Antonof spread out, and it stained Rostof’s riding trousers and hands. 

“What! are you wounded, my boy?" asked Tusliin, approaching the 
gun on which Rostof was riding. 

“No, only a bruise." 

“But where did that blood come from, on the gun check?" asked th 
other. 

“ Fhat is the officer’s, ycnir honor," replied a gunner, wiping away 
the blood with the sleeve of his cloak, as if he were apologizing for 
the stain on the gun. 

By this time it was cjuite dark, so that it was impossible at ten pacc^s 
to distinguish tlie uniforms cjl the soldiers; the musketry fire was begin- 
ning to slat ken. Suddenly sliouts and the rattle of shots were heard 
again near by at the riglit. The darkness was lighted up by the flashes 
of the guns. Idiis was the last attack of the lueiuh, and the soldieis 
replied to it as they intrenched themselves in the houses of tire village. 
Once more all hands rushed out from the village, but Tushin’s field- 
piecc^s could not be moved, and the guniKis and tusliin and the cadet, 
silently exchanging glances, awaited their fate. Then the firing began 
i(j die away once more, and out of a side street came a party of soldiers, 
engaged in lively conversation. 

“Safe and sound. Petrol?" asked one. 

“We gave it to them hot and heavy, brother. They won't meddle 
with us again," returned the other. 

“Can’t see a thing. How^ w^as it? Warmed ’em up a little, hey? Can’t 
see a thing, it’s so dark, fellcrws! Anything to drink?" 

I’ircs were lighted and voices began to grow animated. Captain 
Tushin, having made his arrangements for his company, sent one of 
his men to find die temporary hospital, or at least a surgeon for the 
cadet, and sat down in front of the fire his soldiers had built by the 
roadside. Rostof also dragged himself up to the fire. The fever caused 
by his pain, the cold and the dampness shook his whole fiainc. An 
irresistible inclination to drowsiness overcame him, but still he could 
not sleep, owing to the tormenting pain he Icli in his arm; it ached, 
and he found no positican that relieved it. Sometimes he closed his eyes; 
then again, he ga/ed into the fire, which seemed to him angrily red. 

In a cottage that had been made read) for him, not far fiorn the 
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artillery soldiers’ fire, Prince Bagration was still sitting at the dinnei 
table. 

He thanked the officers of the various divisions and made inquiries 
about the* details of the engagement and the losses. The regimental 
commander who had c(jmmandcd the review at Braunau explained to 
the prince that, as soon as the action began, he had withdrawn from 
the woods, (olleeted the men engaged in gathering firewood, and 
sending them back, had charged with two battalions and simply carried 
the French at tlie jroint of tlie bayonet. 

“When 1 saw that the first battalion was giving way, your excellency, 
I stood on the road and said to myself, ‘I will let them get by first, 
and then order a running fire,’ and that was what I did." 

The regimental connminder had bcrn so anxious to do this, and so 
sorry that he had not been successful in doing it, that it now seemed 
to him that h(‘ actually had done so. Indeed, may it nc:)t have been so? 
How was it possible to decide, in the general confusion, what had hap- 
jrened and what liad not happened? 

“Hy the wa), I ought to observe, your excellency," he went on to 
say. remt inljering Dolokhof’s conversation with Kutuzof, "that the 
(ashier(‘d private, Dofokhof, took a French officer prisoner under my 
very eyes, and distingnished himsedf notably." 

"It was tliere 1 saw the charge of the Pavlograd hussars, your excel- 
lerrcy,” remarked Zherkof, looking around uneasily, for he had not 
that day seen a single hussar, and bad only heard about them from an 
infantr v oflKcr! " 'Fhev l)ioke two formations, your excellency." 

Princ'e Bagration turnc'd to the elderly colonel. 

"I thank yru all, gentlemen; all parties wenked like heroes, infantry, 
cavalry, and ar tillery. But how was it tw^o fieldpieccs were abandoned 
iir the center.''” he demanded, lookirrg round for someone. "I believe 
I askc’d you about them?” he said, luining to the staff officer of the day. 

"One was dismountcxl,” replied the staff officer; "but the other . . . 
as to that I myself cannot understand; I was there all the time and 
gave orders lor it to be retired, and immediately I was called awav. 
It was hot there, to be sure,” he added modestly. 

Someone remarked that Captain Tushin was right here in the vil- 
lage, and that he had already been sent for. 

"Ah, but you were tlicre, weie you not?" asked Prince Bagration 
of Prince Andrei. 

"CcTtainlv. we almost met there," said the staff officer, giving Prince 
Andrei an affable smile. 

"I did not liave the jileasure of seeing you," declared Prince Andrei, 
coolly and curtly. 

All were silent. 

"I ushin now appeared on the threshold, modestly making his way 
behind the backs of the generals. Passing around the generals in the 
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narrow room, and confused, as always, in the presence of his superiors, 
Tushin did not see the flagstaff and stumbled over it. Several laughed. 

“How is it the guns were abandoned?" asked Bagration, frowning, 
but not so much at the captain as at those who were rude enough to 
laugh, among whom Zherkof's voice was distinguished above the rest. 
Tushin now, for the first time, at the sight of the stern commander, 
realized with horror his crime and disgrace at having lost two guns, 
while he himself w^as left alive. 

He had been so agitated that, till this moment, he had not had time 
to think of this incident. The laughter of the officers still more threw 
him off his balance. He stood in front of Bagration with his lower 
jaw trembling, and could hardly stammer: 

“I . . . I . . . don't know . . . your excellency ... 1 had no men, 
your excellency ..." 

"You might have had them from the forces that covered you." 

Tushin did not reply that there were no forces covering him, though 
ihis would have been the unvarnished truth. He was afraid he might 
compromise some of his superior officers, and so in silence, with staring 
(‘yes, he gazed into Bagration’s face as a schoolboy h^oks in confusion 
into his master’s. 

"Your excellency," said Prince Andrei, breaking the silence in his 
dear voice, "you wx‘re pleased to send me t(^ Captain Tushin's battery. 
I went there and found two-thirds of his men and horses disabled, two 
of his guns dismounted, and no forces to cover himl" 

Prince Bagration and Tushin kept their eyes fixed on Bolkonsky, 
who was speaking under the influence of restrained excitement. 

"And if your excellency will permit me to express my opinion," he 
went on to say, "we are indebted most of all for the success of this day 
to the action of this battery and the heroic steadfastness of Captain 
Tushin and his company," said Prince Andrei; and, without waiting 
for any reply, he got up and left the table. 

Prince Bagration looked at I’ushin, and evidently not wishing to 
show any disbelief in Prince Bolkonsky’s outspoken judgment, and at 
the same time not feeling himself prepared to agree eniirely with it, 
he inclined his head and told Tushin he might go. Prince Andrei fol- 
lowed him. 

"Thank you, my boy, you have saved me," said Tushin to him. 

Prince Andrei looked at Tushin, and, without saying' anything, 
turned away from him. His heart was heavy and full of melancholy. 
It was all so strange, so unlike what he had anticipated. 

"Who arc they? why do they come here? what do they want? and 
when will all this end?" Rostof asked himself, as he ga/ed at the shadows 
which unceasingly passed before him. The pain in his arm grew worse 
and worse. Unconquerable drowsiness oppressed him. Red circles danced 



before his eyes, and the impression of these voices and these faces, and 
the sense oi his loneliness, mingled with the sense of his agony. These 
soldiers, wounded and not wounded, they all did the same thing— they 
pressed upon him, crushed him, tore his muscles— and burned the flesh 
in his crushed arm and shoulder. To rid himself of them he closed 
his eyes. 

“J’m of no use to anyonci” thought Rostof. “No one helps me or 
takes pity on niel If 1 were only at home, strong, happy, beloved!" He 
ga/ed at the snowflakes fluttering down into the fire, and he recalled 
what winter would be at home in Russia, his warm bright home, with 
his soft furs, sw^ift sledges, his strong healthy body and the love and 
care of his hiinily. 

“And why did J come here?" lie asked himself. 

On the following day the French did not renew their attack, 
and the lemains of Bagration's division effected a conjunction with 
Kutuzol’s army. 
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18 0 5 



The campaign of i8o^ ends disastrously for the coalition against 
Napoleon. He has destroyed an entire Austrian army at Him in October; 
he has occupied Vienna in November. On December 2 a concentra- 
tion of Russian and Austrian forces attack the French at Austerlitz, in 
Moravia, iviiich turns out to be one of Napoleon*s most famous victories. 





PART THIRD 


P RiNCK Vasili was not in the hahit of ihinking out his plans ahead 
ol lime, lie never said lo hinistH, lor instance: “I'his man is now 
in my power, 1 ought to gain his (onlidcnce and Iriendship and 
(liereby secure* myscll the advantage ol his pationage,” oi: “Now Pierre 
is ridi, 1 ought to induce liim to mairy rny daughter, and thus get the 
lot tv thousand rubies that 1 need." But if, by chance, he met a man 
in power, instiiut immediai(‘ly whispcTed to him that this man might 
be piolitiible to him, and Ihince Va::ili struck up a fiiendship with 
liim and at the lirst oppoi tunny, led bv instinct, llattered him, ticated 
liim with easy lamiliarity, and (inally brought about the crucial 
conversation. 

Pierte under his tutelage at Moscow, and Prince Vasili procured 
for him an apjioiiument as gentleman-in-waiting to the I'sar and in- 
sisic'd that the Noung man accompanv him to Petersburg and take up 
resident e in his own mansion. 

Without any everiion, anti .it the same time taking it absolutely 
for granit'd that he wa> on the i igln track. Prince Vasili did everything 
in his power it) mam Pieiie to his tlaughier. 

Pierre, Avho hatl ttnexpet ledl) sutceetkul to (k)unt Btvukhof’s wealth 
and title, lound himself, aliei a lile of hineliness and inaction, sur- 
rountletl anti occujiied to such a degiee that only when he was in bed 
could he have a moment eniirt'h to liimself. He was obliged to sign 
letters, to show himsell at the courthouse in regard to matters of which 
he had no clear comprt*hension, to ask cjucstions about this and that 
of his chief t)verseer. to ride out to his e.staie in the suburbs of Moscow, 
and to rcTcive many people who hitherto liacl ignored his very existence. 
He constantly heard such phrases as: “With your extraordinary kind- 
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ness”; or, “Because of your tender heart”; or “You are so upright, 
count”; or, “If I were as clever as you are”; and so on, until he actually 
began to believe in his extraordinary goodness and his extraordinary 
intelligence, all the more because in the depths of his heart it had 
always seemed to him that he was really very good and very clever. 

Even people who before had been abrupt with him and treated him 
with undisguised dislike now became sweet and affectionate toward him. 

For example, the sharp-tempered elder sister, the princess with the 
long waist and the phenomenally smooth hair, like a doll’s, came into 
Pierre’s room after his father’s funeral. Dropping her eyes and flushing 
deeply, she assured him how sincerely she regretted the misunder- 
standings that had arisen between them, and asked him as a special 
favor, though she felt that she had no right to do so, that she might 
be allowed, after the blow that had befallen her, to remain for a few 
weeks longer in the house which she loved so well and where she had 
suffered so much. She could not restrain her tears, and wept freely at 
these words. Touched by the change that the statuesejue princess had 
undergone, Pierre took her by the hand and begged her forgiveness, 
though he could not have told for what. That day the princess began 
to knit Pierre a striped scarf, and her attitude toward him changed 
completely. 

“Do this for her, my dear fellow, for she put tip with so many of 
the late count’s whims,” said Prince Vasili, giving him a paper to sign 
for the princess’ benefit. 

Prince Vasili had made up his mind that he must cast this die and 
get this check of thirty thousand rubles for the poor princess, so that 
it might not enter her head to talk about the part he had taken in 
the matter of the mosaic portfolio. Pierre signed the check, and from 
that time forth the princess became still more affectionate to him. The 
younger sisters also were very flattering; especially the youngest one— 
the beauty with the mole— who often embarrassed Pierre with lier smiles 
and her embarrassment at the sight of him. 

In Petersburg, as in Moscow, Pierre found himself surrounded by an 
atmosphere of affection and love. Anna Pavlovna Scherer, like everybody 
else, made Pierre feel the change in society’s feelings toward him. Hither- 
to, in Anna Pavlovna's presence Pierre had constantly felt that whatever 
he said was unbecoming, w'anting in tact, unsuitable. Now, however, 
everything he said was greeted wuth the epithet “charming.” 

At the beginning of the winter of 1805-1806, Pierre received from 
Anna Pavlovna the usual pink note of invitation, and with this post- 
script: “The beautiful Helene, whom one never tires of observing, will 
be with us.” 

On reading this sentence, Pierre for the first time realized that a pe- 
culiar bond had sprung up between him and Helene, recognized by 
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other people, and this thou^^lu alarmed him. It seemed to place him 
under some soit ol obligation that he could not fulfil, and at the same 
time it pleased him as an amusing situation. 

Anna Pavlovna’s reception was exactly like the former one, except 
that the dessei t with which she legaled her guests was not Montemart as 
before, but a diplomat who had pi.st arrived from Berlin. 

Anna Pavlovna, with Iht usual art, arranged the groups of her draw- 
ing-room. The largcsi, in which Prince Vasili and the generals were con- 
spicuous, was enjoying the dijdomat’s conversation. Still another was 
gathered about ihc lea table. Pierre was anxious to join the former, but 
Anna Pavlovna laid her finger on his sleeve. 

“Wail, 1 have designs on you lor this evening.” She glanced at Helene, 
and gave her a smile. “My dear Helene, yon must be good to my poor 
aunt, who has conceived a jierfcrt adoration for you. Go and spend ten 
minutes with her. And lesi it should be veiy tiresome to you, here is our 
dear count, who (citainly will not lail to lollow you.” 

'J1ie beauty went over to ilie aunt, but Anna Pavlovna detained the 
young man, prelending that she had still some indispensable arrange- 
ment to complete. 

“(^harmingl isn’t she,” said she to Pierre, referring to the stately 
iHxuity who was sailing away. “And so much tact for a young giil, such 
wonder lul capaliility and diguitv. Foi lunate will be the man who se- 
cures IktI With her a m*in i‘vcn ol the humblest position in society could 
not fail to attain the most brilliant position. Isn’t that so? 1 only wanted 
to know your ojrinion ” 

And Anna Pavlovna ic leased IMeire. 

'The aunt hajrpc ned at that moment to be speaking about a collection 
of snuilboxes which had belonged to Pierre’s late father, Count Be/uk- 
hof, and she shoAvccl him her own snullbox. Princess Elena asked to see 
the poriiail ol Iter husband jiainied in miniature on the cover. 

“ J’hat is appaienily the wot k ol \’iniu*s,” rc inaikcd Pierre, mention- 
ing the name ol a disiutginslied miniaiuie painter. He le.incd over the 
table to lake up the snullbox, bin all the time he was listening to the 
eonveisalion at the oilua table. He got up, iniencling to w^alk arcjuncl; 
but the aunt handed him the snulfbox, pa.ssing it directly behind 
Helene. Helcme mow'd aside to gi\e room, and, as she looked up, she 
smiled. In aceordaiue with ilu' custom ol the dav, she wore a dress cut 
vciv low both in front and Inhiiul. 1 ler bust, which always reminded 
Pierre ol marble, W’as .so near to him that even wdih his nearsighted eyes 
he coidd not help seeing the e\c|uisiie heauty ol her neck and shoulders, 
and it he had stocjped but a little, his lips w^onld have touched her neck. 
He was conscious of the wai inth of hcT body, the faint breath of some 
perfume, and the slight erc'ak ol her corset as she moved. He saw not the 
staiiiescjue beauty which merged so w^ll with the color of her dress, he 
saw and fell tlie whole chaim of Iier form, concealed, as it were, only by 



her clothing. And having once seen this, his eyes refused to see her in 
any other way, just as it is impossible for us to recall an illusion that 
has once been explained. 

Atid so you have not noticed before how charming I am? Helene 
seemed to say. Have you not noticed that 1 am a woman? Yes, I am a 
woman, whom any 7nan might win— even you. And at that instant, Pierre 
was conscious that Helene not only might be, but that she must be, his 
wile, that it could not be otherwise. 

lie knew this at that moment just as surely as he would have known 
It had he been standing with her under the bridal crown. 

How would this be? and when would it be? 

He could not tell; he was not sure that it would be the best thing for 
him; he even had a dim consciousness that somehow it would not be for 
the best; but still he knew that it would be. Pierre dropped his eyes, then 
I aised them, and tried once more to see that beauty so far off and foreign 
to him, as he had seen it every day belorc; but he found it impossible. 
She was terribly near to him; already she had begun to wield her power 
over him. And between him and her there was no longer any barrier ex- 
cept the barrier of his own will. 

Alter he returned home, Pierre was long unable to sleep, for thinking 
ol what had happened to him. What had happened to him? Nothingl 
All he knew was that a woman he had known as a child, ol whom he had 
often heedlessly said “Yes, she’s pretty” when told that Helene was a 
heauty, might be his. 

“But she is stupid; I myself have declared that she is stupid,” he said 
lo himself. “I'licrc is something revolting in the feeling that she stirs in 
me. something repulsive. 1 have been told tliat her own brother Anatol 
was in love with her, and that she loved him in return; that there was 
(juitc a scandal about it, and that was the reason Anatol was sent away. 
lj)})olit is her brother. Her father— Prince Vasili . . . it's all tigly,” he 
went on thinking, and even while he came to tliis decision— such consid- 
ciaiions are endless— he found himscll to his surprise indulging in a 
Millie, and acknowledged that another series of considerations were 
.irising in his mind; that while he was thinking of her faults he was at 
liic same time dreaming how she would be his wile, how she might be in 
love with him, how she might be quite different, and how all that he 
had heard and thought about her might be untrue. And again he saw 
her. not as Prince Vasili's daughter, but as a woman, her form concealed 
merely by her gray gown. “But why has this idea never entered my mind 
Irclore?” And again he assured himself that it was impossible; and a 
sense of horror came over him, lest he had bound himself by dreaming 
of such a project, a project which was evidently wrong, and wliich he 
ought not to have undertaken. But at the very time that he came to this 
decision, in the other half of his mind arose a vision of her form in all 
its womanly beauty. 
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II 


In November, 1805, Prince Vasili was obliged to go to four provinces 
on a tour ol jns[)ecLion. Me had secured this commission for himself so 
as to visit one of his ruined estates, and it was his intention, having 
picked up his son Analol, who was with his regiment at one of the places 
on his route, to go witli him on a visit to Pi iiu e Nikcjlai Bolkonsky, so as 
to many his son to the daughter oi this wealthy old man. But before 
starting on this journey and undertaking tliese new duties. Prince Vasili 
felt called ujion to bring Pierre’s little aflair to a crisis. The truth was 
Pierre, during these latter days ol his visit at Prince Vasili’s, had been 
spending whole days at home, that is to say, at Prince Vasili’s where he 
was staying, and was absurd, agitated, and moping in Helene’s presence 
—the proper condition oi a man in love— but still he had not made his 
declaration. 

A lortnight alter Anna Pavlovna’s reception and the sleepless, agi- 
tated night that lollowed it, when he had made up his mind that to 
marry Helene would lead to unhappiness and that he should flee from 
her and go away, Pierre, in s])ite of this decision, was still at Prince 
Vasili's, and lelt with a sort ol horror that each day he was becoming, in 
the eyes of the world, more and more attached to her; that he could not 
return to his former way of looking upon her; could not tear himself 
fi’orn her; that it was abcnninable, but still he must link his fate with 
hers. Each day he said to himsell the same thing: “I must understand 
her and explain her to myself— what is she? Was 1 mistaken in her before, 
or am 1 mistaken now? No, she is not stupid. No, she is a beautiful girl,” 
he said to himsell Irom time to time. Never did she make a single error; 
never, by any chance, did she say anything stupid. She spoke little, but 
what she s.iicl was always simjde anef clear. So she could not be stupid. 
Never was she' agitated or coni used. She could not be a vile womani 

Olten it (hanced that he began to speak with her, or to utter his 
thoughts in hei’ hearing, but every time she replied with some brief but 
appio{)i iatc h woided lemark showing that she was not inlet ested, or 
else with a silent smile and look, which more palpably than anything 
else pio\ed to Pic rie her superiority. She was in the right, for she made 
it evident that all arguments and reasonings were rubbish in compari- 
son with this smile. 

She alwavs tieaied him Aviih a radiant, confiding and confidential 
smile, whicli Avas meant for himself alone, as though there were in it 
something mote significant than there was in the smile she wore for the 
world in geneicd. Pierre knew that all Avere Availing for him at last to 
s[K’ak the one Avord needlul, to step over the certain line, and he knew 
that sooner or later he avouIcI cross it; a strange and invincible horror 
seized him at the mere thought of this momentous step. A thousand 
times in the course of this lortnight, during Avhich he felt himself all 
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the time drawn deeper and deeper into the abyss, he said to himself: 
“VV^hat does it mean? What I need is decision I Why do I lack it?” 

On the evening of Helene’s saint ’s-day, a small party of friends and 
relatives— “Our nearest and dearest,” as the princess expressed it— took 
supper at Prince Vasili’s. All these friends and relatives were given to 
understand that on this day the young lady’s fate was to be decided. The 
guests were seated in the dining room. Princess Kuragin, a portly, im- 
posing woman who had once been famous tor her beauty, sat at the 
head of the table. On each side of her were placed the more important 
guests— an old general, his wife, and Anna Pavlovna Scherer; at the other 
end of the table were the younger and less honored guests; and tliere, 
also, sat the various members of the household- Pierre and Helene side 
by side. 

Prince Vasili did not sit down with the rest; he walketl around the 
table in a jovial mood, stopping to chat now with one, now with another 
of his guests, speaking some light and pleasant word to all except Pierre 
and Helene, whose presence he seemed entirely to ignore. Prince Vasili 
was the very life of the company. 

I’he wax candles burned brightly, the silver and crystal gleamed, the 
cwcls of the ladies and the gold and silver epaulets of the officers 
sparkled. The clatter of knives and plates and glasses, and the hum of 
lively conversation, were heard around the table. But Pierre and Helene 
sat silent, side by side, at the lower end oi the table; on the face of each 
hovered a radiant smile, a smile of bashfulness at their own thoughts. 
7’hc others might chatter and laugh and jest, but the energies oi the 
whole company were, in reality, devoted to this young couple. Amid 
the mean, petty and artificial interests uniting this company, there arose 
the natural feeling ol attraction felt for each other by a handsome and 
healthy young man and woman. 

Pierre was conscious that he was the center of everything, and this 
condition both pleased him and made him uncomfortable. He found 
himself in the position of a man plunged in some sort of absorbing occu- 
pation. He saw nothing, heard nothing, understood nothing clearly. 
Only occasionally, through his consciousness, flashed fragmentary 
thoughts and expressions of the reality. 

“And so it is all over,” he said to himself. “How in the world did it 
ever happen? It was so sudden! Now I know that not lor her sake alone, 
nor for my own sake alone, but for the sake of all, this must be, accom- 
plished without fail. They all expect this so confidently, they are so cer- 
tain that it will take place, that I cannot, I cannot disappoint them. But 
how will it take place? I do not know; but it will be, it infallibly must 
be!” thought Pierre, as he glanced at those shoulders so near him. 

Suddenly he heard a voice, a well-known voice, speaking and saying 
something for the second time. But Pierre was so absorbed that he did 
not comprehend what was said to him. 



“I asked you when you heard last from Bolkonsky,” said Prince Vasili 
for the third time. “How absent-minded you are, my dear fellowl” 

Prince Vasili smiled. And Pierre saw that all, all were smiling at him 
and at Helene. “Well, suppose you all do knowl” said Pierre to himself. 
“What then? It is true,” and he smiled his sweet, childlike smile, and 
Helene also smiled. 

“When did vou get the letter? Was it from Olmiitz?” repeated Prince 
Vasili, who j>ierended that he wished to know in order to decide a 
dispute. 

“How (an one talk and think about such trifles?” was Pierre’s mental 
exclamation. “Y(\s, from Olmutz,” he replied, with a sigh. 

After suj)])er Piciie gave his arm to Helene and led her to the draw- 
ing-room in the wake ol the others. The guests began to disperse, and 
and some went away without bidding Helene farewell. Others, as if un- 
willing to tear her away from serious concerns, went up to her for a min- 
ute and ih(‘n hurried away, without allowing her to accompany them to 
the door. A diplomat preserved a mournful silence as he left the draw- 
ing-room, The utter futility of his diplomatic career presented itself in 
com[iaris(.>n wi(h Pierre’s good lortune. The old general growled out a 
surly reply to his wile when she asked him about the gout in his foot. 
“Oh I th.e old lool!” he said to himself, “here's Princess Elena; and she’ll 
be just as much ol a beauty at fifty!” 

“It seems as il I may congratulate you,” said Anna Pavlovna in a 
whisper to the old princess, and gave her a resounding kiss. “If I hadn’t 
a sick headache, 1 would stay a little longer.” 

The princess made no answer; she was tormented by jealousy at her 
daughter’s good fortune*. 

While the guests were taking their departure, Pierre was left for some 
time alone with Helene in the little sitting room where they often sat. 
During the past fortnight he had been olten alone with Helene, but he 
had never said a word to her about Icwe. Now he felt it was indispensa- 
ble, but still he could not make up his mind to undertake this last step. 
He felt abashed: it seemed that here in Helene’s presence he occupied a 
place that belonged to someone else. Not for thee is this g^ood fortune, 
some internal voice seemc’d to whisper. This happiness is for those who 
have not rrhat thou hast. 

But il was essential to say something, and he tried to talk. He asked 
her ii she had enjovecl the everting. She replied, with her usual direct- 
ness, that this saint's cla\ had been one of the pleasant events of her life. 

One or two of the near est relatives still remained. They were gathered 
in the great drawing room. Prince Vasili with leisurely steps came to 
Pierre. Pierre gcu up and remarked that it was already late. Prince 
Vasili looked at him with a gravely questioning face, as much as to 
imply that what he said was too strange to be heard. But instantly this 
expression of sternness vanished, and Prince Vasili laid his hand on 
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Pierre’s sleeve, made him sit down again, and gave him a flattering 
smile. 

“Well, Helene?” he asked, turning to his daughter, in that easygoing 
tone of familiarity peculiar to parents who have lived on terms of espe- 
cial affection with their children ever since their childhood, but which 
in Prince Vasili's case had been acquired only through having observed 
other parents. 

“It is absolutely indispensable for me to take this step, but I cannot, I 
cannotl” said Pierre to himself, and once more he began to talk about 
irrelevant things. 

When Prince Vasili returned to the drawing-room, the princess was 
engaged in talking in low tones with an elderly lady about Pierre. “Of 
course, it is a very brilliant match, but happiness, my dear,” said she, in 
the usual mixture of French and Russian. 

“Marriages are made in heaven,” icturned the old lady. Prince Vasili, 
pretending not to hear what she said, went to the farthest table and sat 
down on the sofa. He closed his eyes and appeared to be dozing. His 
head sank forward and then he woke with a start. “Alina,” said he to his 
wife, “go and see what they are doing.” 

The princess went to the door, passed by it with a significant but in- 
different look, and glanced in. Pierre and Helene were still sitting and 
talking. 

“Just the same,” she said, in reply to her husband. Prince Vasili 
scowled and screwed his mouth to one side, and his cheeks began to 
twitch with that unpleasant, coarse expression so characteristic of him; 
then with a sudden impulse he sprang to his feet, threw his head back, 
and with decided steps strode past the ladies into the little sitting room. 
Swiftly, and with a great assumption of delight, he went straight up to 
Pierre. His face was so unusually triumphant that Pierre, seeing him, 
rose to his leet in dismay. 

“1 hank God! Glory to God!” he cried, “my wife has told me all.” He 
threw one arm round Pierre, the other round his daughter. “My dear 
boyl HelencI I am very, vciy glad”— his voice trembled. “1 loved your 
father . . . and she will make you a good wife . . . God bless you.” He em- 
braced his daughter, then Pierre again, and kissed him with his mal- 
odorous mouth. Tears actually moistened his cheeks. “Princess, come 
here I” he cried. 

The princess came and wept. The elderly lady also wiped I^er eyes 
with her handkerchief. They kissed Pierre, and he kissed the lovely 
Helene’s hand several times. After a little they were left alone again. 

“All this had to be so, and could not be otherwise,” thought Pierre, 
“and there is no need to ask if it be good or evil. Good, at least, in that 
it is decided, and I am no longer tortured by suspense.” 

Pierre silently held the hand of his betrothed, and looked at her fair 
bosom as it rose and fell. 
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•‘Helenel” said he aloud, and then paused. He was aware that some- 
thing special must be said under such circumstances, but he could 
not lor the lile of him remember what was the proper thing to say. 
He looked into her lace, she came nearer to him. Her face grew a deep 
crimson. 

“Oh, take them off. How tlicy . . she pointed to his glasses. 

Pierre look llicm off, and his eyes had a seated and entreating look in 
addition to lhai strange expression which people's eyes assume when 
they remove tireir glasses suddenly. He was about to bend over her hand 
and kiss it, but she with a quick and abrupt motion of her head inter- 
cepted I he motion and pressed her lips to his. Her face disturbed Pierre 
by iis (hanged and unpleasantly passionate expression. 

“Now it is too late, it is ail decided; yes, and I love her," thought 
Pierre. 

“I love you," he said, at last remembering what was necessary in these 
circumsiaru es; but these wotds sounded so meager that he was ashamed 
of himsell. 

At the end ol a lor might he was married, the fortunate possessor, as 
they say, ol a beautihil wife and ol millions, and settled in the enormous 
Petersburg mansion ol the Counts Beziikliof, newly refurbished tor 
them. 


Ill 

The OLD Prime Nikolai Bolkonsky, in December, 1805, received a 
letter Ironi Prime \^isili, announcing his arrival with his son on a 
visii. 

“Well, ihei e's no need to bring Marie our, it suitors come to us of their 
own a((ord.“ said the little princess, indiscreetly, when this was men- 
tioned to her. Ih'ince Nikolai Irowned and made no reply. Tw^o weeks 
after the receipt ot the let let . Prime Vasili’s servants made their appear- 
ance in advance ol him, and on the next day he and his son arrived. 

The old Prince Bolkonsky had a low opinion of Prince Vasili's char- 
acter, and this h.id bei n iniensilied ol late by his great advances in rank 
and honois under the Emperors Paul and Alexander. On the day that 
Prince Vasili was ex})ected, Piincc' Nikolai was especially surly and out 
of sorts. Whether he was out ol sorts because Prince Vasili was coming, 
of was dissatisfied with Pi nice Vasili’s visit because he was out of sorts, 
did not alter the fact that he was out ot sorts. 

“Can sleighs come up.^’’ he asked ol his overseer, Alpatitch, a man who 
was his image in lace and actions. 

“The snow^ is deep, your excellency; I have already given orders to 
have tlie snow shoveled away from the higliway. It was hard to approach, 


134 



your excellency," he added, "when I heard, your excellency, that your 
excellency was expecting a minister." 

The prince turned around toward his overseer and fastened his 
gloomy eyes upon him. 

"What? A minister. What minister? Who commanded you?" he ex- 
claimed, in his shrill, harsh voice. "The road is cleared, not for the 
princess, my daughter, but for a minister, is it? We have no ministers at 
my house." 

"Your excellency, I supposed . . ." 

"You supposedl" screamed the prince, uttering the words more and 
more hastily and incoherently. "You supposed . . . cutthroats, black- 
guardsl I will teach you to suppose," and, raising his cane, flourished it 
over Alpatitch and would have struck him had not the overseer instinc- 
tively dodged the blow. "You supposed . . . blackguardi" screamed the 
prince, but, notwithstanding the fact that Alpatitch, alarmed at his 
audacity in avoiding the blow, hastened up to the prince and liumbly 
bent beiore him his bald pate, or possibly for this very reason, the prince 
continued to scream, "BlackguardsI have the snow shoveled back again," 
but did not raise the cane a second time. 

Princess Maria and Mile. Bourienne. knowing that he was in a bad 
humor, stood waiting lor him to come to dinner. "And the other one not 
here? Can they have been tattling to her?" wondered the prince when 
he saw that the little princess was not in the dining room. 

"Where is the princess?” he asked. "Is she hiding heisclf?” 

"She is not feeling very well," said Mile. Bourienne with a radiant 
smile, "she won’t come down. That is natural in her condition." 

"Hrnl hm! kli! khl" grumbled the prince, and took his seat at the 
table. His plate seemed to him not quite clean; he pointed to a spot and 
Hung it away. I'ikhon caught it and handed it to the butler. 

The little princess was not ill, but she was so desperately afraid of the 
old prince that when she learned that he was in a bad humor, she re- 
solved not to leave her room. 

"I am afraid for my baby," said she tc^ Mile. Bourienne; "God knows 
what might happen it 1 were frightened." 

The little princess lived at Lisiya Gori the greater part of the time 
with a sense of fear and antipathy for her laiher-in-law, whom she did 
not understand liccause her terror so overmasteied her that she could 
not. T he prince reciprocated this antipathy for his daughter-in-law, but 
it was rujt so strong as his contempt lor her. The princess, since her resi- 
dence at lasiya Gori, had taken a special fancy to Mile. Bourienne, spent 
whole days wdth her, often begged her to sleep with her, and talked 
about the old prince with her and criticized him. 

"So visitors are coming to see us, prince," said Mile. Bourienne, as she 
unfolded her white napkin with her rosy fingers. "Ilis excellency. Prince 
Kiiragin, I understand?" she said, with a questioning inflection. 
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‘Hm— this ‘excellency/ as you call him, is a puppy. I secured him his 
appointment," said the prince, disdainfully, "but why his son is coming 
is more than I know. Possibly Princess Elizabeth and Princess Maria 
know, but 1 don’t know what he's bringing his son here for; 1 don’t 
want him.’’ And he looked at his blushing daughter. "So she isn’t very 
well today? From fear of the ‘minister,’ I suppose, as that blockhead ol 
an Alpatitch called him today?’’ 

"No, father.’’ 

Mile. Bourienne was not at all put out of countenance but rattled on 
about the greenhouses, and the prince melted and became more genial. 

After dinner he went to see his daughter-in-law. The little princess 
was sitting by a little table and chatting with Masha, her maid. She 
turned jjale at the sight of her father-in-law. The little princess had 
very much altered. One would now much sooner call her ugly than 
pretty. Her checks were sunken, her lip was raised, her eyes had a 
strained Icjok. 

"Yes, a little headache,” she replied to the prince’s cjuestion as to how 
she lelt. 

“Do you need anything?” 

"No, thank you, father.” 

"V^’ell, then, very good, very good.” 

He lelt the loom and went to the office. Alpatitcli, with drooping 
head, was waiting lor him theie. 

“Is the snow shoveled back?” 

“It is, >oiir excellency: lorgive me, for God’s sake, this one piece of 
stupidity.” 

The piince interrupted him and smiled his unnatural smile. "Well 
then, very good, very good.” He stretched out his hand for Alpatitch to 
kiss, and then he went to his study. 

Prince \^^sIIi ariixed in the evening. He was met on the highway by 
the coachmen and stable hands, who with loud shouts dragged his 
covered sledge and sleigh U[) to the entrance, over snow which had been 
purposely heaped on the dii\eway. Separate chambers had been pre- 
pared for Prince Vasili and Anatol. 

Anatol, in hrs shirt slee\c‘s and with his arms akimbo, was sitting 
before a t.ihle, at one corner cjf which he stared absent-mindedly with 
his large, handsome ey es, while a smile played over his lips. He looked 
on his life as one unbroken round of gaiety which fate decreed should 
be prepared for his amiiseincnt. And even now he looked in the same 
way on this visit to a churlish old man and a rich and monstrously ugly 
heiress. According to his theory, all this might lead to something very 
good and amusing. And why should he not marry her, if she were so 
very rich? That nnrr hurts, thought Anatol. 

He shaved, perfumed himself caretully and coquettishly, and, with 
an expression of indifference which w^as innate in him, and holding 
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his head high like a young conqueror, he went to his father’s chamber. 
Two valets were engaged in getting Prince Vasili dressed; he himself 
looked around him with much animation, and gave a nod to his son 
as he came in, as much as to say, “Good, that’s the way I want you to 
looki” 

“No, but tell me, sir, without joking, is she monstrously ugly?” he 
asked, as if continuing a subject which had been more than once 
broached during the course of their journey. 

“That’ll do! . . . Nonsense! The main thing is to try to be respectful 
and prudent toward the old prince.” 

“If he's going to say unpleasant things to me, I shall leave right away,’* 
said Anatol. “I can’t abide these old men. Hah?” 

“Remember, your whole future depends on this.” 

Meantime, in the maidservants' room, not only was it known that 
the minister and his son had arrived, but every detail of their personal 
appearance had been discussed in detail. But Princess Maria sat alone 
in her room and vainly struggled to conquer her inward agitation. 

“Why did they write me? Why did Lisa have to talk to me about this? 
But, of course, this cannot bel” she said to herself, looking into her 
mirror. “How can I go down to the drawing-room? Even if he pleased 
me, 1 could not now be sure of myself in his presence.'' 

The mere thought of her father’s eyes filled her with horror. 

“They’ve come, Maria; did you know it?” said the little princess, 
waddling along, and dropping heavily into an armchair. 

She was no longer in the dressing gown she had worn in the morning, 
but had put on one of her best dresses. Her hair was carefully brushed 
and her face was full of animation, which, however, did not make one 
forget her sunken and livid features. In the finery in which she was 
accustomed to appear in Petersburg society, it was still more noticeable 
that her beauty had sadly faded. Mile. Bourienne had also taken pains 
to make some improvement in her dress, and this made her pretty, fresh 
lace still more attractive. 

“What? and you intend to appear as you are, dear princess?” she 
exclaimed. “They will be here in a moment to bring word that the 
gentlemen are in the drawing-room; we must go down; so won’t you 
make just a little change in your toilet?” 

The little princess got up, rang for the maid, and hastily and merrily 
began to devise some adornment tor her sister-in-law, and get it ar- 
ranged. 

“No, it’s a fact, ma bonne arnic, that dress isn’t becoming,” said Lisa, 
looking critically at her sister-in-law from some little distance. “Try that 
dark red rnasaka you have. Really! you know your whole fate, perhaps, 
depends on this matter. This one is too light; it won’t ded no, oh, no! it 
won’t do!” 

It was not that the dress was unbecoming, but the princess’ face and 
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whole figure were at fault; and yet neither Mile. Bourienne nor the 
little princess realized this. It seemed to them that if they put a blue 
ribbon in her hair, and combed it up, and then added a blue scarf to 
her cinnamon-colored dress, and made some other such additions, all 
would be well. 'I'hey forgot that her scared face and her figure could 
not be altered, and, therefoie, no matter how much they might vary 
the frame and adornment, the lace itself would remain pitiful and un- 
attractive. At last, alter two or three experiments, to which Princess 
Maria patiently submitted, when her hair had been combed up high 
from her loi ehead (a mode ol dressing the hair which absolutely changed 
her face, and that lor the w^orse), and she was dressed in the masaka dress 
with the blue scarl, the little princess walked around her twice in suc- 
cession, acl) listed willi hei dainty fingers some of the folds in the skirt, 
flulfed out the scarl, looked at her with her head bent now on this side, 
ncjw on that. 

“No, that is impossilrle,” said she decidedly, clasping her hands. “No, 
Marie, dec icledly, this does not do at all. 1 like you better in your little 
everyday gray dress. Now, phrase do this for me. Katya," she said to the 
maid, “bi ing the princ ess her gr ay dress, and . . . see. Mile. Bourienne, 
how I am going to arrange it," she added, wdth a thrill ol anticipation 
in her aiiistic pic'asuie. But wdien Katya brouglit the desired garment. 
Princess Maria sat moiicmless before the mirror, looking at her face, 
and tire mil ror gave back the rellection of eyes full of tears, and a mouth 
ti (ambling with (he premonition of a storm of sobbing. 

“Now, dear jiiincess," said Mile. Bourienne, “just one more little 
experinienil" 1 he hide princess, taking the dress from the maid, went 
to Pi inc ess Mai ia. 

“Well, now we will try something that is simple and becoming," 
said she. I he three voices, hers, Mile. Bourienne's, and Katya’s, who 
w^as laughing, mingled into one merry chatter, like the chirping of 
birds. 

“No, let me be." said the princess, and her voice sounded so serious 
and soiTow'lul that the chirping of the birds ceased instantly. They 
looked at her huge, beautitul eyes, full c^f tears and of melancholy, 
and they km'W' Iroin tlicdr wide and beseexhing expression that it was 
useless, and even cTuel. to insist. 

“At least, change the style of your hair," said the little princess. “I 
told you so!" said sire, reproach lullv, to AIllc. Bourienne. “Maria has 
one ol those faces that can’t stand this w^ay of dressing the hair. Not 
at all, not at all. Change it, please do." 

“l-ct mc' be, let me be; it’s all the same to me,” replied the young 
princess in a weary voice, .scare elv restraining her tears. 

Mile. Bc^urienne and the little princess were obliged to acknowledge 
to themselves that Princess Maria as they had dressed her was very 
homely, more so than usual; but now it was too late. She looked at 

138 



them with the expression they had learned to know so well, an ex- 
pression of deep thought and sadness. It did not inspire them with 
any sense of awe of her (for that feeling she never could inspire), but 
they knew that when her face had this expression, she was silent and 
immovable in her resolutions. 

“You will make the change, won’t you?” asked Lisa, but when 
Princess Maria made no reply, Lisa left the room. 

Princess Maria was left alone. She did not comply with Lisa’s request, 
and not only did she not change the style of Iicr hair, but did not even 
look at herscH in the glass. With downcast eyes she let her hands fall, 
and sat and pondered. She saw in her imagination what her husband 
should be: a man, a strong, commanding, and strangely attractive being, 
who would suddenly carry her off into his own world, so different from 
hers, so full of happiness. She imagined herself pressing to her bosom 
her own child, just such a baby as she had seen the evening before 
with the daughter of her old nurse. Her husband stood looking affec- 
tionately at her and at their baby— “Rut no, this is impossible, I am too 
homely,” she said to herself. 

“Please come to tea. The prince will be down in a moment,” said 
the voice of the chambermaid outside the door. She started up from 
her daydream, and was horror-struck at her own thoughts. And before 
she went downstairs she went into the chapel, and pausing before the 
lace ol the great image ol the Saviour, lighted by the flames of the 
candles, she stood there for several moments with folded hands. Her 
heai t was filled with painful forebodings. Could it be that for her 
there was the possibility of the joy of love, of earthly love for a husband? 
In her imaginings conceining marriage, Princess Maria dreamed of 
family hajipiness and children, but her principal dream, predominat- 
ing cjver all others, though unknown to herself, was that of earthly love. 
The feeling was all the stronger the more she tried to hide it from 
others, and even from herself. 

“Mv God,” she cried, “how can I crush out in my heart these thoughts 
inspired by the devil? How can I escape once and for all from evil 
imaginings, and calnih fulfil Thy will?” And she had hardly offered 
this prayer ere God gave an answ^er in her own heart. “Desire nothing 
for thyself, seek not, disturb not thyself, be not envious. The future 
and thy fate must needs be hidden ftom flux*; but live so as to be ready 
for anything. If it please God to try thee in the responsibilities of 
marriage, be ready to fulfil His will.” 

With this consoling thought— but still with a secret hope that her 
forbidden, earthly dream might be realized— Princess Maria, with a 
sigh, crossed herself, and went downstairs, thinking not of her dress, or 
of her hair, or of how she should make entrance, or of what she should 
sa\. What did all that signify in comparison with the preordination of 
God, without Whose will not a hair can fall from a man’s head? 
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IV 


When Princess Maria came down. Prince VasiJi and his son were 
already in ihc drawing-room, talking with the little princess and Mile. 
Bourienne. When she came in with her heavy gait, treading on her 
heels, the gentlemen and Mile. Bouiiennc stood up, and the little 
princess exdainu d, “Here is ManaV' Princess Maria saw them all, and 
saw them distinctly. Prince Vasili was the first to greet her, and she 
kissed the bald forehead bending over her hand, and answered his 
cpiesiion by assuring him that, on the contrary, she remembered him 
veiy well. Then Anatol came to her. She could not as yet see him at 
all. She was conscious only of a soit hand holding hers, while she 
lightly louclu d with her lips a white brow under a thatch of beautiful 
brown hair j)ei fumed with pomade. When slie looked at him his beauty 
da//l( d her. 

Anatol, hooking the thumb of his right hand behind one button of 
his unilorm, stood with his chest thrust out and his back bent in, resting 
his weight on one leg and slightly inclining his head, and looked at 
I he princess clu'erily, but without speaking. He was evidently not think- 
ing ol her at all. Anatol was not cjuic k-witted or a ready talker, but, 
oti the Ollier hand, he had that gilt of coinjxjsure which is so valuable 
in society, and a self con fidence which nothing could disturb. 

Moreover, Anatol had in his behavioi toward women that manner 
which siiongly picpies curiosity, and excites lear and even love in them 
—a sort of scoiniul consciousness of his own superiority. His look 
8(*crmed to say to them: I knoxu you, I hnoxo xvhnt is distuibing you. Ah, 
hoxv h(if)py you xonuld be if .. . Possibly he did not think any such 
thing wlien he met women (and then* is considerable ground for such 
a siijiposiiion, bicause lie thought vea y little), but this was what was 
cxpK’ssed by his look and manner. The jnincess felt it, and apparently 
wdshing to show him that she did not venture to do such a thing as 
engage his atteniion, she luriuxl to his lather. 

The com ersa lion became general, and rather lively, thanks to the 
merrv voice ol the little piincc'ss, who kept lifting up her dowaiy lip 
and showdng her white teeth. She met Prince Vasili wdth that peculiarly 
viv^acious manncT which is olten emplosed by people of merrily lo- 
c]iiacious moods, and consists, in the interchange between you and 
your acquaintance, of the regular stock wiiiicisms of the day, and of 
jileasani and amusing remini.scences which it is taken for granted are 
not understood by all people, comical lerniniscences of things that 
they have never experienced together; and so it wxas with the little 
princess and Prince Vasili. Prince Vasili willingly adapted himself to 
this spirit; the little princc.ss managed to include Anatol as wtU. though 
she scan ely knew him, and soon found herself sharing with him recol- 
lections of lidiculous occurrences, events that in some cases had never 
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happened at all. Mile. Bourienne also took part in these general recol- 
lections, and even Princess Maria had a sort of satisfaction in feeling 
herself drawn into this light gossip. 

Seeing how pretty la Bourienne was, Anatol decided that, after all, 
it would not be so very stupid here at Lisiya Gori. “Not at all bad 
looking," he said to himself, as he looked at her; “very far from it. I 
hope that when she marries me she will take this companion with her, 
slie’s a pretty little girll" 

The old prince took his time about dressing, and he frowned as he 
thought what he should do. The coming of these guests annoyed him. 
For Prince Nikolai, life without his daughter, little as he outwardly 
seemed to appreciate her, was almost unthinkable. “And why should 
she get married?” he asked himself. “Probably to be unhappy. Here 
is Lisa— certainly it would be hard to find a better husband than 
Andrei— and yet is she contented with her lot? And who would take 
Maria from mere love? She is homely, awkwardl And can't girls live 
unmarried? They’d be much happier." 

I'hus thought Prince Nikolai, as he performed his toilet in his room, 
and still at the same time the ever-procrastinated question now de- 
manded an immediate solution. Prince Vasili had brought his son, 
evidently with the intention of making a proposal; therefore this very 
day or the next he would have to give a direct answer. Anatol’s name, 
liis position in the world, were excellent. 

“Well, I’ve no objection," said the prince to himself. “But let him 
prove himself worthy of her. Well, we shall sec. Yes, we shall seel" he 
exclaimed aloud. “Yes, we shall see how it is," and with his usual firm 
step he went into the drawing-room, took in all present with a sweeping 
glance, noticed even the change that the little princess had made in her 
dress, and Mile. Bf)uricnne’s ribbon, and Princess Maria’s ugly head- 
diess, and her isolation in the general conversation, and Bourienne’s 
and Anatol’s exchange of smiles. 

“She is dressed up like a fool," he said to himself, giving his daughter 
ii wrathful glance. “She has no sense of shame, and he— he does not 
care anything about making her acquaintance." 

He went straight to Prince Vasili: “Well, how are you, how are you? 
Glad to see you!" 

“Friendship laughs at distance," exclaimed Prince Vasili, quoting 
the familiar proverb with ready wit, and with his usual self-confident 
familiarity. “Flere is my second son; grant him your friendship, I beg 
of you." Prince Nikolai surveyed Anatol. 

“Fine young fellow! Fine young fellow," said he. “Now come, give 
me a kiss," and he offered him his cheek. Anatol kissed the old man 
and looked at him curiously, but with perfect composure, expecting 
soon to hear one of those droll remarks of which his father had told 
him. Prince Nikolai sat down in his usual place in one corner of the 
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divan, drew up an armchair for Prince Vasili, waved him to it, and 
began to ask him about the news in the political world. He listened 
with apparent aitention to what Prince Vasili had to say, but he kept 
glancing ai Princess Maria. 

“So that’s wliat they write from Potsdam, is it?” said he, repeating 
Prince Vasili’s last words; and then suddenly getting up, he went over 
to his daughtcT. “So this is how you dress for company, hey?” exclaimed 
he. “Excellent, admirable! You appear before folks with your hair clone 
up in this newfangled way, and I tell you, in the presence of these 
same folks, never again, without my leave, to rig yourself up in such 
a fashion!” 

“It was my fault, father,” said the little princess, blushing, and com- 
ing to lier sister-in-law’s rescue. 

“You may do as you please,” said Prince Nikolai, making a low 
bow belore his son’s wife. “Ikit she has no right to disfigure herself; 
she’s ugly enough without that.” And he once more resumed his place, 
jraying no further heed to his daughter, who was ready to weep. 

“On the (fintiary, that way of dressing her hair is very becoming to 
the princess,” said Piiiue Vasili. 

“Well, my boy -my voung prince— what is his name?” said Prince 
Nikolai, tinning to Anaiol, “come here. Let us have a little talk, and 
get acxpiainted. 

“Now the sport begins,” thought Anatol, and with a smile he took 
a seat by the old prince. 

“Well, now, my boy, you have been educated abroad, somewhat 
differently from yemr father and me, who had the parish clerk teach 
us our ABC's. 'Pell me, my dear boy, you serve in the Horse Guards, 
don’t you?” asked the old prince, scrutinizing Anatol closely and 
keenly. 

“No. I have been transferred to the line,” replied Anatol, scarcely 
able to keep horn laughing. 

“Ah, excellent thing! It’s wartime. Such fine young men as you ought 
to be in the service. At the liont, 1 suppose?” 

“No, piince; our regiment has gone, but I was detached. What was 
I detached for, papa?” asked .Anatol, tinning to his father with a laugh. 

“Famous wav of serving, 1 must confess. AVhat am I detached for?' 
ha! ha! ha!” loared Piince Nikolai, and Anatol joined in still more 
vociferously. Siiddenlv Prince Nikolai began to scowl. “Well, oft with 
you,” said he to Anatol. 

Anatol, with a smile, went and rejoined the ladies. 

As usually hap|)ens in the case of women who have been long de- 
prived of the society of men, all three of the women at Prince Nikolai's, 
now that the> had Anatol in their midst, felt that hitherto life had 
not been life fc^r them. T he powers of feeling, thinking, loving, were 
instantly multiplied tenfold in each one of them, so that their existence. 
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which had been till now, as it were, spent in darkness, was suddenJy 
filled by a new light, lull of rich significance. 

Princess Maria no longer gave a thought to her looks or her coiffure. 
Her whole attention was absorbed by the handsome open face of the 
man who perhaps would be her husband. He seemed to her good, 
brave, resolute, manly, and noble. She was quite convinced of this. A 
thousand dreams of the family life she would enjoy in the future 
persistently rose in her mind. She tried to banish them, and keep them 
out of her imagination. 

“But was I too cool toward him?“ queried Princess Maria. “I try to 
be reserved, because I feel in the depths ot my soul that he is already 
too near to me; but, ot course, he cannot know all that I think about 
him, and he may imagine that I do not like him." 

And Princess Maria strove, and yet was unable to be amiable to her 
new guest. 

“Poor girll she is devilishly uglyl’' Such was Anatol’s uncomplimen- 
tary thought of her. 

Mile. Bourienne, whom Anatol’s arrival had thrown into a high 
state of excitement, allowed herself to have quite different thoughts. 
Of course, being a pretty young girl, without any stated position in 
society, without relatives and friends, and lar from her native land, 
she had no intention of devoting her whole life to the service of Prince 
Nikolai, reading books to him, and playing the part of companion to 
i’j incess Maria. Mile. Bourienne had been long waiting for the Russian 
prince who would immediately have wit enough to appreciate her 
superiority to these homely, unbecomingly dressed and awkward Rus- 
sian princesses, would fall in love with her, and elope with her; now, 
ai last, the Russian prince had come. Mile. Bourienne knew a story 
her aunt had once told her, which, in imagination, she liked to repeat 
to the end, with herself in the heroine’s jdace. l ire story was about a 
young girl who had been seduced, and whose poor mother, finding 
where she was, came and heaped her with reproaches because she had 
gone to live with a man to whom she was not married. Mile. Bourienne 
was often melted to tears by imagining herself telling him, her seducer, 
this story. And now this he, this genuine Russian prince, had made 
his appearance. He would cdope with her, then her poor mother would 
appear, and he would marry her. 

The little princess (forgetting her condition instinctively), and Uke 
an old w^ar horse at the sound ol the trumpet, made ready to flirt at 
headlong speed, without meaning anything by it, but with her usual 
naive and light-hearted spirit of fun. 

Although Anatol in the society of women generally affected the atti- 
tude of a man w^ho considers it a bore to have them running after him, 
still he felt a thrill of gratified vanity when he realized his power over 
these three women. Moreover, he began to feel for the pretty and entic 


M3 



ing Bourienne a real animal passion, such as sometimes overcame him 
with extraordinary rapidity and impelled him to commit the coarsest 
and most audacious actions. 

After tea they all went into the sitting room, and Princess Maria 
was invited to play on the clavichord. Anatol leaned on his elbows in 
front of her, near Mile. Bourienne, and, with eyes full of mirth and 
gaiety, looked at Maria, who felt his gaze with a painful and at the 
same time joyous emotion. Her favorite sonata boie her away into a 
most genuinely poetic world, and the consciousness of that glance 
endowed this world with even more poetry. In reality, however, Anatol, 
though lu* looked in her direction, was not thinking of her, but was 
(Kdipied with the motion of Mile. Bourienne’s foot, which he was at 
this moment pressing with his under the piano. Mile. Bourienne was 
also looking at the princess, but her beautiful eyes had an expression 
ol timid happiness and hope, which Princess Maria had never seen in 
them lu'foie. 

“How lond she is ol me,“ thought Princess Maria. “How happy I 
am now, and liow happy I might be with such a friend and such a 
hushandl Hushandl C^an it be possible?” she asked herself, not daring 
to look at him, but, nevertheless, feeling his ga/e fixed on her face. 

Alter supper, when they were about to separate for the night and 
Anatol kissed the young princess' hand, she hcrsell did not know how 
she dared do siuh a thing but she looked straight into his handsome 
lace as it aj)ptoached her shortsighted eyes. 

'ruining horn the j)rincess, he went and kissed Mile. Bourienne's 
hand. 'Phis was (ontiaiv to eiitjuette, but he did everything wdth such 
confidenci^ and simplicity! Mile. Bourienne flushed and glanced in 
dismay at the pi iih <'ss. 

“How lonsideiaie ol him,” thought the princess. “C'.an it be that 
Amcdie”-so she (ailed Mile, liourienne— “thinks that I should be 
jealous ol her, and do not a|)pre(iate her alfection and devotion to 
me?" She went straight to Mile. Bourienne and gave her an affectionate 
ki.ss. Anatol was about to kiss the little princess’ hand also. 

“No! no! no! when your lather writes me that you are behaving 
beautifully, then 1 will let you kiss my hand. Not before.” 

And, shaking her linger at him, she left the room with a smile. 


V 

All had gone to their rooms, but, with the exception of Anatol, who 
went to sleep as soon as he got into bed, it was long before anyone 
could clexse an eye that night, 

“Is he really to be my husband, this handsome stranger, who seems 
so good: ah, yes, above all, so goodl” thought Princess Maria; and a 
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feeling of fear, such as she had scarcely ever experienced before, came 
upon her. She was afraid to look around; it seemed to her as if someone 
were standing there behind the screen in the dark corner. And this 
someone was he— the devil— and he was this man with the white fore- 
head, the black eyebrows, and the rosy lips. 

She called her maid and begged her to sleep in her room. 

Mile. Boiirienne that same evening walked for a long time up and 
down the winter garden, vainly expecting someone, now smiling at her 
own thought, now stirred to tears by imagining the words which “her 
poor mother” would say in reproaching her after her fall. 

The little princess scolded her maid because her bed was not com- 
fortable. It was impossible for her to lie cm her side, or on her face. 
Any position was awkward and unccmifortable. She felt more than 
ever tried today, especially because Anatol’s presence brought back so 
vividly the days before slie was married, when she was light-hearted 
and merry. She reclined in her easy-chair, in her dressing jacket and 
nightcap. Katya, half asleej) and with her hair hanging down in a braid, 
was turning the heavy mattress for the third time and shaking it up, 
imittering to herself. 

“I told you that it was all humps and hollows,” insisted the little 
princess. “I should like to go to sleep myself; I’m sure it isn’t my fault,” 
and her voice trembled as if she were a child gel ting ready to cry. 

The old jrrince, also, could not sleep. Tikhon, as he napped, heard 
him stamping wrathfully up and down and snorting. It seemed to the 
old prince that he had been insulted through his daughtcT. I'he insult 
was painful because it was directed not to himself, but to another, to 
his daughter, whom he loved better than himself. He kept telling 
himself that he would calmly think the whole matter over, and decide 
liow in justice to himself he must act; but instead of so doing, he grew 
more and more vexed with himself. 

“Let the first young man come along, and she forgets father and all I 
and she runs upstairs, combs up her hair and prinks, and is no longer 
like herself. Glad to throw her father over. And she knew that I noticed 
it. Fr!— fri— fr! and then, haven’t I eyes to see that that simpleton has 
no ewes for anyone except the little Rcniiienne (I must gel rid of Ikt!). 
And how is it she hasn’t enough jnide to see it herself? If not for her 
own sake, she might at least show some for mine. I must show her 
that this booby doesn’t think of her at all, hut stares only at Bourienne. 
She has no pride, but I’ll prove this for her.” 

I'he old prince knew that if he told his daughter that she was 
laboring under a delusion, that Anatol was bent on flirting with 
Bourienne, he would in this way appeal to his daughter’s pride, and 
his game WT:)uld be played; for he w^as anxious not to part with his 
daughter. This consideration served to quiet him. He summoned 
Tikhon and began to undress. 
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'‘Have they gone to bed?” asked the prince. 

Tikhon, after the nianncr of all well-trained valets, knew by intuition 
what his master was thinking about. He judged that the question re- 
ferred to Prince Vasili and his son. 

“They have deigned to go to bed. and their lights are out, your 
excellency.” 

“No reason why they shouldn't,” biiskly exclaimed the prince, and, 
thrusting his (eel into his slip{)crs and his arms into his dressing gown, 
he went to the couch where he usually slept. 

Although but lew woids had been exchanged by Anatol and Mile. 
Bourienne, they thorouglily understc^od each other as to the first 
chapter of the* r(jmance. up to the appearance of the f)oor mother; 
they undersiood that ihc^y had much to say to each other in secret, 
and tiurelore early in the morning they both sought an opportunity 
for a private interview. While fire young princess was going at the usual 
hour to rnec't Irer lather, MIIc‘. lUnirienne and Anatol met in the winter 
garden. 

Princess Maria cjn this particular day went with unusual trepidation 
to the door ol her latlua’s study. It seemed to her that everyone knew 
that this day her late was to be* decieled, and also knew what she herself 
fell about it. She read this e'xpression on Tikhon’s lace, and c^n the 
face ot Pr inee Vasili’s valet, who met her in the corridor on his way 
with hot water for the* p\ ince, and made her a low bcw. 

The old prince this rnorrurrg was affectionate and kind in his be- 
Iravior to his daughter. Princess Maria well knew this expression of 
kindness. It w.ts the exprc'ssion his lace generally wore when his nervous 
hands doubh'd U[) with \exation because she did not understand her 
arithmetical examples, and he* would spring to his feet, walk away from 
her, and then re'pe.tt the same words in a lew, gentle voice. 

He immediately aelchesseel hiinscH to the business in hand, and 
began to explain it to her. 

“I have received an offer for vour hand in marriage,” said he, with 
a sii'ained smile. “I suppose sou did not imagine,” he went on to say, 
“that he came here and i)i ought his puj:)ir'— for some inexplicable 
reason, Prime Nikolai e ailed Anatol a “pupir'-~“for the sake of ‘my 
handsome e\es.’ Last cNcaiing he projrosed for your hand. And, as you 
know my principles, 1 refer it to son.” 

“How am I to understand \oii, lather?” she exclaimed, turning pale 
and then blushing. 

“How understand me!” cried her father, wrathfully, “Prince Vasili 
is satisfied with you for a daughter-in-law, and has proposed for your 
hand on behalf of his pupil. 'Phat's what it means. ‘How understand 
iti' Thai I ask you.” 

“1 do not know as w'ell as you, father.” whispered the princess. 

“I? I? What have I to do wdth it? Consider me out of the question. 



I*m not the one who is going to be married. What’s your opinion? 
That is what must be known.” 

The princess saw that her father did not regard the matter very 
favorably, but at the same time the thought occurred to her that now 
or never her whole future hung in the balance. She dropped her eyes 
so as not to see his face, because she knew that she could not think it 
she were under its doininion, but could only be subject lo him, and 
she said; ‘‘I desire only one thing, to lulfd your will; but if it be neces- 
sary for me to express my desire ...” 

She had no time to finish her sentence. The prince interrupted her. 

“That’s admirable,” he cried “He will take you for your fortune, 
and, by the way, hook on Mile. Ikniriennel She will be his wife, and 
you ...” the prince paused. lie noticed the effect produced on his 
daughter by his words. She hung her head and was ready to burst 
into tears. 

“Well, well, T was only jesting,” said he. “Remember this one thing, 
jji'incess; I slick to my piiiuiples thai a gil l has a ])erlcct right to choose 
for herself. I give you your freedom. Remembia this, though, the haj)- 
piness ol your whole life depends upon your decision. I.eave me out 
of the consideration.” 

“But I do not know . . . father.” 

“There’s nothing to be said, lie will many as he is told, whether 
it be you or somebody else, but you are free to choose. Go to your 
rocmi; think it over, and at the end ol an hour come to me and tell 
me in his j^resence what your decision is, yes oi no. 1 know that you’ll 
have lo j^ray over it. Well, pray if you like. Only you’d better use your 
reason. Get you gone . . . Yes or no, yes or no, yes or no!” cried he, 
as the princess, still as il in a trance, left the room with tottering steps. 

Her fate was alreadv decided, and haj^pily decided. But what her 
father said about Mile. Ikiui ienue— that insinuation was horrible. 
False, perhaps, but still it was horrible, and she could not keep it out 
of her thoughts. She started directly to hc;r rocjm through the winter 
garden, seeing nothing and hearing nothing, when suddenly Mile. 
Bourienne’.^ well-kncjwn chatter struck her ear and wcjke her from her 
dreaming. She raised her eyes and, two paces away, saw Anatol with 
the Frenchwoman in his arms, and whispering something in her ear. 
With a terrible expression on his handsome face he looked at Princess 
Maria, and at first did not release Mile. Bourienne, who had not seen 
the princess at all. 

“Who is here? What is the trouble? Just wait a little,” Anatol’s face 
seemed to sa^. Princess Maria silently ga/ed at them. She could not 
comprehend it. Then Mile. Bourienne uttered a cry and fled. Anatol, 
with an amused smile, bowed to the princess, as if asking her to look 
on the ridiculous side of this strange behavior, and, shrugging his 
shoulders, disappeared through the door that led to his own c|uarters. 





Al the end of an hour Tikhon came to summon Princess Maria, 
fie conducied her to het l.ither’s room, and told her that Prince Vasili 
was also there. When 1 ikJion came lor her, the princess was sitting 
on a sofa in her room, with her arm around Mile. Bourienne. The 
latter was weejiing, and tli(' }>rin(css was softly stroking her hair. The 
piiiuess’ beaiiiilul e\es, with all their usual calmness and brilliancy, 
ga/cd with aflectionate love and sympathy into Mile. Bourienne’s 
pretty lace. 

“No, piincess, my place is lorevcr gone from your heart,” said Mile. 
]h)urienne. 

“Why, 1 Icjve you mote than ever,” replied Princess Maria, “and I 
will try to do all that is in my power for your happiness.” 

“But you dc'spise me! You, who are so pure, will never understand 
this Iren/y ol jjassion. Ah! my poor motlier!” 

“I understand it all,” ref>li(‘d the princess, with a melancholy smile, 
“(amipose youisell, my friend, I am gcn’iig tc:) see my father,” said she, 
and h it the room. 

Piincc' Vasili, with one leg thrown across his knee, holding his snuff- 
box in his hand, excited, and seeming to led a sort ol pity for himself 
while .nnuseci at Ins own emotion, was sitting with an anxoiis smile on 
his lac(‘ as Ih inccss Maria enlcaed the room. He hastily apjrlied a pinch 
ol sniili to his nose*. 

“Ah! mv lovch, my loveh!” he* exclaimed, rising and seizing her by 
both hands. lie sighed, and added, “My son’s late is in your hands. 
Decide, mv lovely, my char, mv sweet Maria! I have always loved you 
.IS il vou wt'ie my own daughic'r.” lie turned away. Genuine tears 
stood in his eve s. 

“In’ . . . Ill” . . . snorted Prince Nikolai. “The prince in the 
n.nne ol his jmpil ... 1 me. in his son . . . niakc'S you an i 3 frcr. Will 
}c)u Ol w ill \ou not be ilie wile ol Piince Analol Kuragin? Speak: yes 
or no,” died he*. “And then J reserve to nnself the right of giving my 
opinion also, m\ ojiinion, and m\ o]nnion only,” added Prince 
Nikol.ii. in ie})lN to Pi nice \ .isili’s be seeching exjiression. “Yes or no?” 

“My clesiie, bill 111 , i.s ne\(T to leave you, never to part from you 
as long .is v\e live. I do not wish to many,” said slie with firm deliber- 
ation, fixing hei' lovelv eyes on Prince V.isili and on her father. 

“Follv! nonsense! nonsense! nonsense!” cried Prince Nikolai, frown- 
ing; he drcAV his daughier to him, yet he did not kiss her, but merely 
brought his loreliead close to hcis. and sc|uee/cd her hand, which he 
held in his, so ih.it she cried out with jxiin. 

Prince Vbasili arose. 

“My dear, 1 will tell you that this is a moment that I shall never 
fcM-get. never! but, mv dear, can’t you give us a little hope of ever 
touching v)ur kind and generous heart? Say that perhaps . . . the 
future is so long. Only say ‘perhaps.’ ” 
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‘‘Prince, what I have told you is all that my heart can say. I thank 
you for the honor, but I can never be your son’s wife.” 

“Well, that ends it, my dear fellow. Very glad to have seen you. Very 
glad to have seen you. Go to your room, princess, go to your room,” 
said the old prince. “Very, very glad to have seen you,” he reiterated, 
embracing Prince Vasili. 

“My vocation is different,” said Princess Maria to herself; “my 
vocation is to be happy in the happiness of others; a different sort of 
happiness, the hap[)incss of love and self-sacrificc. And as far as within 
me lies, I will bring about the happiness of poor Amelie. She loves 
him so passionately. She repents her conduct so bitterly. I will do 
everything to bring about a marriage between them. If he is not rich, 
I will give her the means, I will petition my lather, 1 will ask Andrei. 
And I shall be so ha})jiy when she becomes his wife. She is so unfor- 
lunate, lonely and helpless in a strange land. And good heavens! how 
passionately she must love him, if she can so far forget heiself. Maybe 
I myself would have done the same thing!” . . . thought Princess 
Maria. 


VI 

On the twenty-fourth of November Kutuzof’s fighting army, biv- 
ouacked near Olmiitz, made ready to be reviewed on the following 
dav by the Emperor of Russia and the Emj)cror of Austiia. 

Nikolai Rostof on that day had received a note from Boris informing 
him that the I/mailcjvsky regiment was going to encamp about ten 
miles away, and that he wanted to see him to give him some letters 
and some money. Rostof had just celebrated his promotion from cadet 
to (cjrnet, had bought Denisol’s horse Bedouin, and was in debt to his 
comrades and the sutlers on every side. On receipt of the note from 
I>oris, Rostof rode intc^ Olmiitz with some comrades, dined there, drank 
a bottle of wine, and rode off alone to the guaids’ camp to find the 
Iriend and comj3anion of his youth. 

Rostof had not as yet had a chance to obtain his new uniform. He 
wore a cadet's jacket well soiled, with a private’s cross, his ordinary 
imich-worn, leather-seated riding trousers, and an officer’s saber with 
the swordknot. The horse he rode was a Don pony he had irought 
from a Cossack, during the campaign; his crumpled cap was rakishly 
set sidewise on the back of his head. When he reached the camp of 
the Izmailovsky regiment, he thought how much he would surprise 
Boris and all his comrades of the Guard by appearing before them 
as a veteran who had been under fire. 

Boris, during the whole campaign, had marched and halted with 
Berg, who had risen to the rank of captain. Berg, having been given 
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a company, had succeeded by his promptness and punctuality in win- 
ning the good will of his superiors, and his financial affairs were now 
in very good shape. Boris had made many acquaintances with men 
who might be of service to him, and, by means of a letter of introduction 
given him by Pierre, had become acquainted with Prince Andrei 
Bolkonsky, through whom he hoped to obtain a place on the staff of 
the commander-in-chief. 

Beig and Boris, neatly and elegantly dressed, were resting after their 
day’s journey and were playing checkers at a small round table, when 
the door opened. 

“Ah, there he is at last,” cried Rostof. “And Berg here tool Ah, you 
‘lectle cheeldren go bed, go sleepl’ ” he cried, quoting the words of 
ihcir old nurse, in which he and Boris always found great amusement. 

“Goodness! How you have changed!” 

Boris arose to meet Rostof, but as he did so he took pains to pick 
ii]) and replace the checkers that had fallen, and he was about to 
embrace his friend, but Nikolai slipped out of his grasp. With that 
lecling peculiar to youth, which suggests the avoidance of beaten paths 
and tlie expression of feelings like everyone else, and especially that 
often hypocritical fashion of our elders, Nikolai wanted to do some- 
ihing unusual and original on the occasion of meeting his friends; he 
wanted to give Boris a punch or a shove, anything except kiss him, as 
was universally done. 

Boris, on the contrary, threw his arms around Rostol in a composed 
and friendly fashion, and kissed him three times. They had not met for 
almost six months, and in such an interval, when young men have been 
laking their first steps on the pathway of life, each finds in the other 
immense changes, due to surroundings so entirely different from those 
111 which they took the first steps of life. Both had changed greatly 
since they had last met, and each was equally anxious to show the 
changes to the other. 

“Oh! you cursed dandies! Spruce and shiny, just in from a prom- 
enade! Not much like us poor sinners of the line!” exclaimed Rostof, 
witli baritone notes in his voice and with bruscjue army manners quite 
iK w to Boris, and he exhibited his own dirty and bespattered trousers. 

“What makes you shout so?” said Boris. “I wasn’t expecting you 
today, ’’ he added. “It was only this afternoon that I sent my note to 
veil through an acquaintance of mine, Kutuzol’s aide, Bolkonsky. I 
didn't think of its reaching you so soon. Well, Iujw are you? So you’ve 
f)een under fire already, have you?” asked Boris. 

Rostof said nothing in reply, but shook the cross of St. George on 
the lace of his coat, and, pointing to the arm he carried in a sling, 
looked at Berg with a smile. “As you see,” said he. 

“Well, well, sc; you have!” returned Boris with a smile, “and we also 
have had a glorious campaign. You know his imperial highness was 



most of the time near our regiment, so that we had all sorts of privileges 
and advantages. What receptions we had in Poland, what dinners and 
ballsl 1 can't begin to tell you! and the heir apparent was very courteous 
to all of us officers.” 

Then tlie two friends related their experiences; the one telling of 
the good times with the hussars, and his campaign life; the other of 
the pleasures and advantages of serving under the direct command 
of men high in authoiity and so on. 

"Oh, you guaidsrnen!” cried Rostof. "But come now, send out for 
some wine.” 

Boris scowled. “Certainly, if you really wish it,” and going to his 
couch he took a puise from under the clean pillow and ordered his 
maw to bring wine. “Oh, yes; and I will deliver to you some letters 
and your money,” he added. 

Rostof took his packet and, flinging the money on the sofa, leaned 
both elbows on the table and began to read. He read a few lines and 
then gave Berg a wrathful glance. Berg’s eyes, fastened upon him, 
annoyed him, and he shielded his face with the letter. 

“Well, thc'y’ve sent you a good lot of money,” exclaimed Berg, glanc- 
ing at the heavy [)urse, half buried in the sofa. “And here we have to 
live on our salaries, count! Now 1 will tell you a])out myself.” 

“Look heie, Berg, my dear fellow,” said Rostof, “whenever I find 
you with a letter just rtceived from home, and with a man you want 
to talk to alxjut all sorts of things, 1 will instantly leave you so as not 
to distill b )ou. Hear what I say, go away anywhere, anywhere; to the 
d(‘\il.” he (lied, and then seizing him by the sbouldcT and giving him 
an afledionate look lull in the face, evidently for the purpose of modi- 
fying the ludeness ol his woids, he added, “Now see here, don’t be 
angiy with me, my clear, I speak frankly because you are an old 
ac(]uainlance ” 

“Oh, lor heaven’s sake, count! I understand perfectly,” said Berg, 
getting uj) and swallowing down his throaty voice. 

“(io and see our hosts; iliey have invitc'd you,” suggested Boris. 

Bc'ig pul on his immaculaie, neat and speckless coat, went to the 
mirror, brushc’d the hair up ficim his temples aflcT the style of the 
emperor, and, being persuaded by Rostof’s looks that his coat was 
noticeable, left the loom with a smile of satisfaction. 

Among the home letters theie was inclosed a note of recommendation 
to Prince Ikigration, whidi tlie old countess at Anna Mikhailovna’s 
suggestion had obtained from some acquaintance and sent to her son, 
urging him to present it and gel all the advantages iluit he could 
from it. 

“What nonsense! Much I need this!” said Rostof, flinging the letter 
on the table. 

“Why did you tlnwv it down?” said Boris. 
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“Oh! it was a letter of recommendation; what the deuce do I want 
with such a letter!'* 

“Why do you say that?’* asked Boris, picking up the letter and read- 
ing the inscription. “This letter might be very useful to you.” 

“1 don’t need anything, and I don’t care to become anyone’s aide!” 

“Why not, pray?” asked Boris. 

“It’s a lackey’s place!” 

“You still have the same queer notions, I see,” rejoined Boris, shaking 
his head. 

“And you’re the same old diplomat. However, that’s beside the point. 
How are you?” asked Rostof. 

“Just exactly as you see! So far, all has gone well with me. But I 
confess I would very much like to be an aide, and not stick to the line.” 

“Why?” 

“Because, having once entered upon the profession of arms, it is best 
to make one’s career as brilliant as possible.” 

“Yes, that’s true,” said Rostof, evidently thinking of something else. 
He gave his friend a steady, inquiring look, evidently trying in vain to 
find in his eyes the answer to some puzzling (|uestion. 

Old Gavrilo brought the wine. 

“Hadn't we better send now for Lieutenant Berg?” asked Boris. “He 
will drink with you, for I can’t.” 

“Yes, do send for him! But who is this Dutchman?” asked Rostof, 
with a scornful smile. 

“He's a very, very nice, honorable, and pleasant man,” explained 
Boris. 

Rostof once more looked steadily into Boris’ eyes and sighed. Berg 
came back, and over the bottle of wine the conversation between the 
three officers grew mote lively. Rostof described his action at Schdn- 
graben exactly in the way those who take part in battles always describe 
them— that is, in the way they would like to have had them happen— 
so that his story agreed with ail the other accounts of the j)articipants, 
but w'as very far from being as it was. Rostof was a truthful young man; 
not for anything in the world would he have deliberately told a 
falsehood. He began wath the intention of telling it exactly as it hap- 
j)ened, but imperceptibly, involuntarily, and unavoidably, as far as 
he was concerned, he fell into falsehood. 

In the midst of his tale, just as he was saying the words, “You can’t 
imagine what a strange sensation of frenzy you experience during a 
charge,” Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, whom Boris had been expecting, 
came into the room. 

Prince Andrei, who liked to bear a patronizing relationship toward 
}oung men, was flattered by having Boris consigned to his protection, 
and was very well disposed toward him. Boris had succeeded in making 
a pleasant impression upon him, and he had made up his mind to 
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have the young man’s desire gratified. When he came in and found 
there a hussar ol the line, relating his military experiences, the sort 
of individual whom Prince Andrei could not endure, he gave Boris 
an aff(*( lionaie smile, scowled at Rostof, half closing his eyes, and, 
with a still little how, took his seat wearily and indifferently on the 
S(ffa. He was disgusled at finding himself in uncongenial society. Rostof, 
fe(‘ling this insiiiu lively, instantly grew angry. But it was all the same 
to him, it was a stranger. He looked at Boris, and saw that he seemed 
to be ashamed of being in company with a hussar of the line. 

Notwithstanding Prince Andrei’s disagreeable, mocking tone, not- 
withstanding the general scorn that Rostof, from his point of view as 
a hussar of tlie line, had lor staff aides, to which number evidently 
belonged the gentleman who had just entered, Rostof felt overwhelmed 
with cemfusion, reddeiK'd, and giew silent. Boris asked what was the 
news at head(juarters and whether it was indiscreet for him to inquire 
about future movements. 

“Probably we shall advance,’’ replied Bolkonsky, evidently not wish- 
ing t(j commit himself lurther in the presence of strangers. Berg took 
advantage ol his opportunity to ask, with his usual politeness, whether 
it was triu‘, as lu' Iiad Iieard, that double rations of forage were to be 
supplied to ca))iains ol the line. At this Prince Andrei smiled, and 
repli<‘d that lu* (ould not discuss such important questions of state, 
and Berg laughed heartily with delight. 

“In regal d lo dial business of yours,’’ said Prince Andrei, turning 
to Boiis again, “we will talk about it by and by,’’ and lie glanced at 
Rostol. “^’ou come to me alter review; we will do all that is in our 
power.” And glam ing around the room, he addressed himself to Rostof, 
jnetending not lo nolice his stale of childisli confusion, which was 
rapidly assuming the lonn of ill temper. 

“I suppose you were telling about the affair at Schongraben? Were 
you there?" he asked. 

“I was theu*." leplied Rostof curtly, as if he desired by his tone to 
insult the aide. Bolkonsky noticed the hussar's stale of mind, and it 
seemed to him amusing. A slightly scornful .smile played over his lips. 

“Yes, there are manv siories (irculaiing now about that affair!” 

“Stories, iiuleed!" extiaimed Rostol, in a loud voice, turning his 
angry eyes on Boiis and Bolkonsky. “Yes, many stories; but the stories 
we tell arc the accounts ol those who were under the hottest fire of 
the enemy. Our accounts ha\e some weight, and are very different from 
the stories of thexse staff officers, milk suckers, who win rewards by 
doing nothing.” 

“Do \ou mean to insinuate that I am one of them?” asked Prince 
Andrei, \'ith a calm and very pleasant smile. 

A strange feeling of anger and at the same time of respect for the 
dignity of tliis suanger were at this moment united in Rostof’s mind. 



‘‘I was not speaking of you,” said he. do not know you, and I 
confess I have no desire to know you. I merely made a general remark 
concerning staff officers.” 

“And I will say this much to you,” said Prince Andrei, interrupting 
him, a tone of calm superiority ringing in his voice. “You wish to 
insult me, and I am ready to have a settlement with you, a matter 
easy to bring about, if you have not sufficient sell-respect; but you must 
agree with me that the time and place arc exceedingly unpropitious 
for any such settlement. We are all soon to take ])ari in a great and far 
more serious duel, and moreover, Drubetskoy here, who says that he 
is an old friend of yours, cannot be held accountable tor the fact that 
my lace was unlortunate enough to disj^lease you. However,” he con- 
tinued, as he got up, “you know my name, and you knenv where to 
find me; but don’t forget,” he added, “that I considcT that neither 
you nor I have any ground for feeling insulted, and my advice, as a 
man older than you, is not to let this matter go any farther. Well, 
Drubetskoy, on Friday, after the review, I shall expect you; good-byl” 
said Prince Andrei, and went out with a ])ow to both of them. 

It was only alter Prince Andrei had Iclt the room that Rostof re- 
membered what reply he should have made. And he was still more 
out of temper because he had not had the wit to say it. He immediately 
ordered his horse brought round, and, bidding Boris larewell rather 
dryly, rode off to his own camp. Should he go next day to headquarters 
and challenge this captious aide, or should he follow his advice and 
leave things as they were? 'That was the question that tormented him 
dll the way. At one moment he angiily imagined how frightened this 
little, feeble, bumptious man would look when covered by his pistol; 
the next, he confessed with amazement, that of all the men whom he 
knew, there was none he would be more glad to have as his friend 
than this same aide he detested! 


VII 

On the day following the review, Boris, dressed in his best uniform, 
and accompanied by the wishes of his comrade Berg for his success, 
rode off to Olmutz to find Bolkcjnsky, anxious to take advantage of 
his good will and secure a most brilliant jjosition, especially the position 
of aide to some important personage, as this seemed to him the^most 
attractive branch of the service. “It’s fine for Rostof, whose father 
sends him ten thousand at a time, to argue that he would not accept 
favors of anyone, or be anyone’s lackey; but I, who have nothing except 
my brains, must pursue my career and not miss opportunities, but take 
advantage of them.” 

At the moment that Boris came in, Prince Andrei, with a con- 
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icmptuous frown on his face and that peculiar look of well-bred 
weariness which says louder than wwds that *‘if it were not my duty, 
I would not think of wasting any more time talking with you/’ was 
listening to an old Russian general with orders on his breast, who was 
standing upright, almost on his tiptoes, and, wilh the servile expression 
characteristic of ihe military on his purple face, was laying his case 
before Prince Andrei. 

“Very good, he kind enough to have patience," he was saying to the 
general in Russian, but with the French accent he affected when he 
wished to speak rather scornfully; then, catching sight of Boris, and 
making no lurther rejdy to the general, who hastened after him with 
his petition, begging him to let him say just one thing more. Prince 
Andrei with a radiant smile and wave of his hand went to meet Boris. 

Boris at this instant clearly understood what he had suspected before, 
that in the army, al)ove and beyond the subordination and discipline 
taught by the code, and which they in the regiments knew^ by heart, 
and which he knc'w as well as anyone else, there was another still more 
essential form of subordination, one that compelled this anxious 
general with the purple face to w^ait respectfully while Captain Prince 
Andrei, for his own satisfaction, found it more interesting to talk with 
Fnsign Drubetskoy. More than ever Boris decided henceforth not to 
act in accordance with the wiittcn law, but with this unwritten code. 
He now felt that merely througli the fact of having been sent to Prince 
Ancired witli a letter of lecommendation he was allowed to take preced- 
ence over this old genc'tal, who in other circumstances, at the front 
for instance, might uttcTly humiliate him— a metre ensign of the Guards. 

Prince Andrei came to meet him and took him by the hand. 

"Well, now, my cleat , so you wcjuld like to become an aide, would you? 
I was just tliinking about )ou." 

"Yes," 1 eplied lh)t is, in spite of himself reddening at the very thought. 
"I was thinking of calling on the coinmander-in-chicl ; he has had a letter 
in legarcl to me fioiri Prince* Kuragin; I wanted to ask that favor," he 
added, as il by w.iv of apology. "bc*causc 1 was afraid the Guards would 
not lake jiari in any ac lion " 

"Very good, very good! We wdll talk it over," said Prince Andrei. 
"Only let me finish up this gentleman’s business and I will be at your 
ser\ it c." 

WHiile Prince Andrei went to report on the business of the purplc- 
facc'd general, this general, evidcnilv not sharing Boris’ attitude toward 
the advantages of the unwi itteii code, glaicd so fiercely at the audacious 
young ensign who had inteiiupted his conversation that Boris grew un- 
comfortable. He turncTl away and waited impatiently for Prince An- 
drei's return from the cominanderdn-chief’s private room. 

"Well, my dear fellow, as I said, I was just thinking of you," said 
Prince Andrei, as they went into the big room where the clavichord was. 
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“There is no use in your going to call on the commander-in-chief/’ he 
went on to say; “he will make you pleasant enough speeches, he will 
have you invited to dinner"— (“That would not be so bad according to 
this other code," thought Boris, in his own mind)— “but nothing more 
would come of it; if it did, there would soon be a whole battalion of us 
aides and orderlies. But I'll tell you what we’ll do; 1 have a good friend 
who is general adjutant and a splendid man. Prince Dolgorukof— and 
perhaps you may not know this, but it is a fact, that just now Kutuzof 
and his staff and all of us are of mighty little consequence; everything 
at the present time is centered on the emperor— so let us go to Dolgoru- 
kof; 1 liave an errand to him anyway, and I have already spoken to him 
of you, so we will see whether he can’t find the means of giving you a 
place on his own staff, or somewhere even nearer to the sun." 

Prince Andrei always showed great energy when he had the chance 
to lend a young man a hand and help him to worldly success. Under 
cover of the assistance granted another, and which he would have been 
too proud to accept lor himsell, he came within the charmed circle 
which was the source of success and in reality a powerful attraction for 
him. He very readily took Boris under his wing and went with him to 
Prince Dolgorukof. 

It was already quite late in the afternoon w'hen they reached the 
palace of Olrnulz, occupied by the emperors and their immediate fol- 
lowers. On this very day there had been a council of war in which the 
two empeiors had taken part. In the council it had been decided, con- 
trary to the advice of the old generals, Kutu/ol and Schwartzenberg, to 
act immediately on the offensive and offer Bonaparte general battle. 
The council had only just adjourned when Prince Andrei, accom- 
panied by Boris, entered the palace in search of Prince Dolgorukof. 
Already the magic impression of this war council, which had resulted 
in victory fc:)r the younger party, could be seen in the faces of all whom 
they met at headquarters. The voices ol the temporizers, who advised 
further postponement of the attack, had been so unanimously drowned 
out and their arguments confuted by such indubitable proofs of the ad- 
vantage of immediate attack, that the subject of their deliberations— 
that is, the impending engagement and the victory which would 
doubtless result fiom it— seemed to be a thing of the past rather than of 
tlic future. 

All the advantages were on our side. The enormous forces of the 
allies, doubtless far outnumbering Napoleon’s forces, were concentrated 
at one point; the armies were inspired by the presence of the emperors 
and eager for action; the “strategic point" where the battle was to be 
fought was known in its minutest details to the Austrian General Weir- 
other, who w^ould take command of the army; it happened also, by a 
fortunate coincidence, that the Austrian army had maneuvered the 
previous year on these very plains w^hcre now it was proposed that they 
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sliould meet the French in battle; all the features of the ground were 
well known and accurately delineated on the maps, and Bonaparte, 
evidently weakened, was making no preparations to meet them. 

Dolgorukol, one of the most fiery advocates of immediate attack, had 
just returned Irom the touncil, weary and jaded, but full of excitement 
and proud of iJie vie lory won. Prince Andrei intioduccd tire young offi- 
cer he had taken under his protection, but Prince Dolgorukof, though 
he politely and (-ven warmly pressed his hand, said nothing; and evi- 
dently being unable to refrain from expressing tlie thoughts that occu- 
pied him to the exclusion of everything else, turned to Prince Andrei 
and said in frencli: 

“Well, my dear lellow, what a struggle we’ve been havingl May God 
only grant that ilie one which will result Irom it will be no less victori- 
ous! One thing, my clear lellow,” said he, speaking eagerly and 
IrruscjueJy, “I must confess my injustice to these Austrians, and espe- 
cially to Weirolher! What ex.iciitude and care fcjr minutiae! What 
accurate* knc)wlc‘clge of the localities! Wliat foresight for contingencies! 
What attc‘nti(jn to the minutc\sr de tails! No, rny frienci, nothing more 
advantageous tlian our position could possibly be imagined. Austrian 
accuraev and Russian valoi combined! What more could you desire?” 

“So an engagement has bc’en actually detei’mined on?” asked Bolkon- 
sky. 

“And do you know, m> boy, it seems to me that really Bonaparte ‘has 
lost his Palin ’ Did you know a letter was received from him today ad- 
dressc‘d to the empeior?” 

Dolgotukol smilc'd signilic antlv. 

“What’s that? What did he write?” asked Bolkonsky. 

“What could he wiitc ? I’la la-Ia-l.i and so forth . . . merely tor the 
sake ol gaining time; that's all. 1 tc*ll you, he’s right in our hands; that‘s 
certain! But the most amusing thing ot all.” said he, with a good-natured 
smile, “was this, that no one could think liow it was best to address the 
reply to him! Not as ‘consul’ and still less as emperor, of course; I sup- 
posed it would be to Cieneial Bonaparte.” 

“But there is cousideiable clilfeieiue between not recognizing him as 
empc’rcjr and addressing him as (h*neial Bcjnapartc,” said Bcalkonsky. 

“"Fhat's the very point.” said Dolgorukol, interrupting him with a 
laugh, and sjicaking lapidh. “\’ou know Bilibin—he’s a very clever man 
—he propc^sed to address him as ‘Usurper and Enemy of the Human 
Race’.” 

Dolgorukc:)! broke into a bc*arly pcMl of laughter. 

“Was that all?” remarked Bolkonsky. 

“But in the end it was l>ilibin who invented a serious title for the 
address. He’s a shrewd and clever man!” 

“What was it?” 

“ ‘Head of the French Government’— at/ chef du goux/ernement fran- 
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gais” replied Prince Dolgorukof, gravely, and with satisfaction. “Now, 
wasn't that good?" 

“Very good, but it won’t please him much," replied Bolkonsky. 

“Oh, not at all I My brother know^s him; he’s dined with him more 
than once— with the present emperor at Paris— and told me that he 
never saw a more refined and shrewd diplomat I French finesse com- 
bined with Italian astuteness, you knowl You’ve heard the anecdotes 
about him and Count Markof, haven’t you? Count Markof was the only 
man who could meet him on his own ground. You know the story of 
the handkerchief? It’s charming!" 

And the locjuacious Dolgorukof, turning now to Boris, now to Prince 
Andrei, told how Bonaparte, wishing to test Markof, our ambassador, 
purposely dropped his handkerchiel in Iront of him and stood looking 
at him, apparently expecting Markof to hand it to him, and how 
Markof instantly dropped his handkerchief beside Bonaparte’s and 
stooping down, picked it up, leaving Bona])ai te’s where it lay. 

“Charming!” exclaimed Bolkonsky. “But prince, I have come as a 
petitioner in behalf of this young man here. Do you know whether . . .’’ 
but before Prince Andrei had time to finish, an adjutant came into the 
room with a summons for Prince Dolgorukof to go to the emperor. 

“What a nuisance!" exclaimed Dolgorukof, hurriedly rising and 
shaking hands with Prince Andrei and Boris. “You know I should be 
very glad to do all in my power either for you or for this charming young 
man." Once more he pressed Boris’ hand with an expression of good- 
natured frankness and mercurial hecdlessness. “But we’ll see about it. 

. . . See you another time!" 

On the next day the armies were set in motion, and Boris had no 
opportunity, until the Battle of Austerlitz itself, to meet either Prince 
Bolkonsky or Dolgorukof, and remained for the time being in the 
Izmailovsky regiment. 


VIII 

At dawn on the twenty-eighth, Denisof’s squadron, in which Nikolai 
Rostof served, and which belonged to Prince Bagration’s division, 
marched out from its bivouac to battle, as it was said, and after pro- 
ceeding about a mile, behind the other columns, was halted on the 
highway. 

Rostof saw the Cossacks riding forward past them; then the first and 
second squadron of hussars and battalions of infantry and artillery; and 
then the generals, Bagration and Dolgorukof, and their adjutants also 
rode by. All the fear which, just as at the previous battles, he had expe- 
rienced before the action, all the internal conflict by means of which he 
had overcome this fear, all his dreams of how he would distinguish 
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himself, hussar fashion, were wasted this time. Their squadron was 
stationed in the reserve, and Nikolai Rostof spent that day bored and 
anxious. 

AI)out nine o’clock in the morning he heard at the front the sounds 
of musketry firing, Jiu/zas and shouting; he saw some wounded men 
carried to the rear (there were not many of them), and at last he beheld 
a whole division of French cavalrymen conducted by in charge of a 
hundred Cossacks. F.vidently the action was at an end, and though it 
appearc'd to have been of small magnitude, it was attended with success, 
riic soldicTs and their officers, as they returned, narrated the story of 
their brilliant victory, resulting in the occ upation of the city of Wischau 
and the cajnure of a whole sejuadron of the French. 

The officcis gathered in a circle around Denisof's canteen, eating 
their lunch and chatting. 

“Here they come, bringing anotherl” exclaimed one of the officers, 
pointing to a French dragoon who had been made a prisoner and was 
walking along undcT guard of tw^o (Cossacks. One of them was leading 
by the bridle a laige, handsome FVench hearse which had been taken 
from the prisoner. 

“Sell us the hoise?” ciied Denisof tcj the Cossack. 

“Ca i tainlv, your honoi .” 

'The (kissac ks sold the horse lor two gold pieces, and Rostof, who just 
now had plenty ol money, and was the richest of the officers, bought it. 

“ Fhc em[)eroi! the ernperoi!” was suddenly heard among the hus- 
sars. All was hurry and conlusion as the ollicers scattered, and Rostof 
saw a nunibei of horsemen with white ])lumes in their hats riding to- 
waid them. In a moment all were in their j>laces and waiting. 

Rostol did not remember and had no consciousness c^f how he got to 
his place* and mounted his horse. Instantly his disappointment at not 
being present at the skirmish, his mutinous frame ot mind during the 
hours of inaction, passed awa\: eviTy thought about himself instantly 
vanished: he was completelv absorbed in the sense ol ha])piness arising 
from the [)ro\imit\ ol his .so\eieignl He felt himself comj^ensated by 
this mere fact for all the loss ol the day. He was as happy as a lover in 
expectation c:)l the w islu*iMoi meeting! Not daring to look down the line 
or glancing arotiiid. he felt the sovereign’s apprcxich by a sense of rap- 
ture. And he felt this, not alone fry the mere trampling of the horses' 
hoofs as the cavalcade rode ahing, but because in projjortion as they 
drew near everything arouird him grew brighter, more radiant with 
joy, more impressive and lestixe. Nearer and nearer came what was the 
sun for Rostcjf, scatter ing ravs ol Idisslul and majestic light, and now at 
last he realized that he was enveloped by these rays; he hear d his voice, 
that affable, serene, majestic, and at the same time utterly unaffected 
voice. A dead silence ensued, just as Rostof felt ought to be the case, 
and this silence was broken by the sound of his sovereign's voice: 



“The Pavlograd hussars?’* he asked in French. 

“The reserves, your majesty,” replied some other voice, a merely 
human voice after the superhuman one that had asked if they were the 
Pavlograd hussars. 

The emperor came near to where Rostof was and reined in his horse. 
Alexander’s face lairly beamed with delight and youthful spirits— such 
innocently youthful spirits that it reminded one ol the sportiveness of 
a fourtccn-year-old lad; and yet, nevertheless, it was the face of a ma- 
jestic emperorl Chancing to glance down the scjuadron, the sovereign’s 
eyes met Rostof’s and for upward of two seconds gazed into them. Maybe 
the sovereign read what was passing in Rostol’s soul; it certainly seemed 
to Rostof that he must know it; at all events, he fixed his blue eyes for 
the space of two seconds on Rostol’s face. A sweet and gentle light 
seemed to emanate from them. Then suddenly his eyebrows contracted, 
and with a brusque movement of his left foot he spurred his horse and 
galloped forwarcl. 

The young emperor could not restrain his desire to be present at the 
battle, and in spite ol all the objections ol his courtiers he managed 
about twelve o’clock to leave the third column, under whose escort he 
had been moving, and spurred olf to the front. But before he reached 
the hussars he was met by some of his aides with the report of the happy 
issue of the skirmish. The engagement, which was merely the capture 
of a squadron ol the Fr ench, was represented as a brilliant victory, and 
consecjuently the sovereign and the whole army, especially before the 
smoke had cleared away from the field ol battle, were firmly convinced 
that the French were conquered and were in full retreat. 

A few minutes alter the passing of the sovereign, the division of the 
Pavlograd hussars was ordered to advance. In the little German town 
of Wiscliau, Rostof saw the emperor yet a second time. In tlie town 
square, where just Irclorc the sovereign’s arrival there had been a lively 
interchange of shots, still lay a number of men, killed and wounded, 
whom there had not as \ct been time to remove. 'The sovereign, sur- 
rounded by his suiie of military and civil attendants, and riding a 
chestnut mare groomed in English style, leaning over and gracefully 
holding a gold hrrgnetie lo his eyes, was looking at a soldier stretched 
out on the gTound, without his shako and with his head all covered with 
blood. The scrldier was so filthy, rough, and disgusting that Rostof was 
(juite affronted that he should be so near his majesty. Rostof saw how 
the sovereign’s stooping shoulders contracted, as il a chill ran down his 
back, and how his left heel convulsively pressed the spur into the horse’s 
side, and hf)W' the admirably trained animal looked around good- 
naturedly and did not stir from his place. An adjutant dismounted, and 
taking the soldier under the arm assisted to lift him to a stretcher that 
had just been brought. The soldier groaned. 

“Gently, gentlyl Can’t you lift him more gently?” exclaimed the 
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sovereign, apparently suffering more keenly than the dying soldier, 
and lie rode away. 

Rostol saw the tears that filled his monarch's eyes, and heard him say 
in French to Czartorisky as he rode away: 

“What is so terrible as war I What a terrible thingl" 

I’lie vanguard had been stationed in front of Wischau, in sight of 
the enemy's pickets, who had abandoned the place to the Russians after 
desultory firing that had lasted all day. The vanguard had been per- 
sonally congratulated and thanked by the emperor, rewards had been 
promised, and a double portion ol vcidka had been dealt out to the men. 
'I'he bivouac fires ciackled even more merrily than the night before, and 
the soldiers’ songs tang out with still greater gusto. 

Denisol (hat night gave a supper in honor ol his promotion to major, 
and Rostol, who had already taken his share of wine, at the end of the 
inenymaking proposed a toast to the sovereign’s health: 

“Not the soveieign emperor, as he is called in official circles,” said he, 
“but the health ol the sovereign as a kind-hearted, lovable, and great 
man. Let us chink to his health, and to our probable victory over the 
French. If we fought well belore,” he went on to say, “and gave no ejuar- 
ter to the Frenc Ji at Sclicingraben, will not this be the case now when he 
hims(‘lf leads us? We will all die, gladly die for himl Isn’t that so, 
gentlemen? Perhaps 1 do not (*xpress inyscll very well, for I have been 
drinking a good deal, but that’s what I feel, and so do you all I To the 
health ol Alexander tlu' First I Hurrahl” 

“Hum ah! I hu i ah!’’ i ang the hearty voices of the officers. And the old 
Captain Kirsten shouted just as heartily and no less sincerely than the 
twcnty*year*oId Rostol. 

Late that night, when all had separated, Denisof laid his stubby 
hand on his lavoriie Rostol’s should(‘r: 

“In the lield. no woom lor love affairs, when one's so much in love 
with lire Lsai 1” said lie. 

“Denisof I don’t jest on iliis subjccti’’ cried Rostof. “This is such an 
exalted, such a noble leeling, that , . .“ 

“I agwee with you, I agwrc with you, my fwend, I understand, I 
appwovc ...” 

“No, you can’t understand it!’’ 

And Rostof got uj) and began to wander among the watch fires, and 
dreamed of what bliss it would be to die—as to losing his life, he did not 
dare to think of that!— but simply to die in the presence of his sovereign. 
He was really in love, not only with the Tsar, but also with the glory of 
the Russian army and the hope of impending victory. And he was not 
the only one who experienced this feeling on the memorable days that 
preceded the Battle of Austerlit/: nine-tenths of the men composing the 
Russian army were at that lime in love, though perhaps less ecstatically, 
with their Tsar and the glory of the Russian army. 



IX 


At daybreak on the twenty-ninth, a French officer with a flag of truce 
passed the sentinels and w'as brought into Wischaii, demanding a per- 
sonal interview with the Russian emperor. This officer was Savary. It 
was soon reported that the purpose of his mission was a proposal for a 
meeting of the emperor with Napoleon. This jiersonal meeting was re- 
fused, much to the gratification and delight of the whole army, and in 
the sovereign’s place Prince Dolgorukof, the conqueror of Wischau, 
was delegated to confer with Napoleon if, contrary to anticipation, 
these conferences had for their object a genuine desire for peace. 

In the evening Dolgorukof returned, went directly to the sovereign, 
and was closeted a long time with him alone. 

Up to the afternoon of the first, the movement, the excited conversa- 
tions, the galloping about and carrying of messages, was confined to the 
headquarters of the two emperors; in the afternoon of the same day 
the excitement was communicated to Kutu/of’s headquarters and 
to the staffs of the division commanders. About six o’clock in the 
evening Kutuzof came to the headquarters of the emperors, and, after 
a short audience with his sovereign, went to see Count Tolstoy, the 
Grand Marshal, the master of supplies. Bolkonsky took advantage 
of this time to run into Dolgorukof’s to find out about the impending 
engagement. 

‘'Well, how are you, fellow?” exclaimed Dolgorukof, who was drink- 
ing tea with Bilibin. “The celebration comes tomorrow! What’s the 
matter with your old man? Is he out of sorts?” 

“I wouldn’t say he was out of sorts, but I think he would like to have 
been listened to.” 

“Well, he was listened to at the council of war, and he will be when 
he is willing to talk business; but to be temporizing and waiting for 
something, now that Bonaparte fears a general engagement more than 
anything else, is impossible.” 

‘‘And so you've seen him, have you?” asked Prince Andrei. “Well, 
what sort of a man is this Bonaparte? What impression did he produce 
upon you?” 

“Yes, I have seen him, and I am convinced that he is more afraid of a 
general engagement than of anything else in the world,” replied Dol- 
gorukof, evidently putting great importance on this general conclusion 
drawn from his interview with Napoleon. ‘‘If he were not afraid of a 
general battle, why should he have demanded this interview, and en- 
tered info negotiations and above all retreated, when retreating is con- 
trary to his entire method of carrying on war? Believe me, he is afraid 
—afraid of a general engagement; his hour is at hand! Mark my words!” 

‘‘But tell me about him, what kind of man is he?” insisted Prince 
Andrei. 
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*‘He is a man in a gray overcoat, very anxious for me to address him 
as ‘your majesty/ and very much affronted because I gave him no title 
at all. That's tlie kind of man he is, and that’s all I can sayl” replied 
Dolgorukof, looking at Bilibin with a smile. “In spite of my perfect 
confidence in old Kuiuzof/’ he went on to say, “we would all be in a 
fine state if we kept on waiting for something to happen, thereby giving 
him the chance to outflank us or play some trick upon us, now when 
he’s evidently right in our hands. No, it’s not a good thing to forget 
Suvorof and his rule: ‘It’s a better policy to attack than to be attacked.’ 
Believe me, in war the energy of young men often points the way more 
wisely than all the experience of old tacticians.’’ 

“But in what position arc we going to attack him? I was at the ad- 
vanced ])osts today, and it is impossible to make out where his main 
force is stationed,’’ said Prince Andrei. He was anxious to explain to 
Dolgorukof a plan of attack he himself had devised. 

‘Oh, it is of absolutely no consecjuence,’’ replied Dolgorukof, hastily 
getting up and spreading a map on the table. “All contingencies are 
fcjreseen. II he is poste d at Briinn . . 

On th(‘ way bac k to their quarters. Prince Andrei could not refrain 
from asking Kuru/ol, who sat in moody silence beside him, what he 
thought of the approaching engagement. 

Kutu/of looked sternly at his aide, and after a moment of silence 
rej)licd: 

“I think the battle will be lost, and so I told Count Tolstoy, and 
begged him to rejieat it to the sovereign, and what do you think was 
(he answer he* gave me? 'Ah, my dear general, rice and cutlets interest 
me; you attend to the aflairs of warl’ Yc^s, that’s the way they answer me!’’ 

Rosiof that same night was with his platoon in the line of scouts 
stationed in front ol Bagration’s division. His hussars were posted two 
and two along the line; he himself kept riding his horse the whole length 
of the line, struggling to overcome his inesistible inclination to drowsi- 
ness. Suddenly a distant shout startled him. He awoke and opened his 
eyes. 

At that instant he heard in front of him, in the direction of the 
enemy, the prolonged shouts oi thousands of voices, llis hor se and those 
of the hussars stationed near him pricked up their ears at these sounds. 
On the spot from which the cries proceeded, one point of fire after 
anothcT flashed and died, and along the whole line of the French army, 
stretching up the hills, gleamed those fires, while the shouts grew 
louder and louder. Rostof made out that it was French, but could not 
distinguish the words. I'hcre was too great a roar of voices. All that it 
sounded like was a confused a.nM.n.! and rrrrrr! 

“What's that? What do you think it is?’’ asked Rostof, turning to his 
neighbor, the hussar. “It’s from the enemy, isn’t it?" 

The hussar made no reply. 
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“Whatl didn’t you hear anything?” asked Rostof, after waiting for 
some time for the hussar to speak. 

“How can anybody tell, your honor,” replied the hussar in a non- 
committal way. 

“Judging from the direction, it must be the enemy?” inquired Rostof. 

“Maybe it is, and maybe it isn’t,” exclaimed the hussar. “You see, it’s 
night. There now, steady,” he cried to his horse, which was growing 
restive. Rostof’s horse also became excited and pawed the frozen 
ground, as he listened to the shouting and glanced at the flashing fires. 

The shouts of the voices constantly increased in volume and mingled 
in a general roar that could have been produced only by an army of 
many thousand men. The fires spread out more and more, until at last 
they seemed to extend throughout the French camp. Rostof had now 
lost all inclination to sleep. The joyful, enthusiastic huzzas in the en- 
emy’s army had a most stimulating effect upon him. Long live the em- 
peror! the emperor! were the words he could now clearly distinguish. 

The shouts and cries arose from the fact that while Napoleon’s gen- 
eral order was being read throughout the army, the emperor himself 
came on horseback to inspect the bivouacs. The soldiers, seeing the 
emperor, lighted trusses of straw and followed him with cries of Long 
live the emperor! 

Napoleon’s order was as follows: 


SoldicrsI The Russian army has come against us to avenge the 
Austrian aimy of Ulm. 7'hese are the same battalions which we 
defeated at Hollabriinn, and which, since that lime, we have been 
constantly I ol lowing up. 

The position we occupy is paramount, and as soon as they at- 
tempt to OLU flank my right they will expose their own flank. 

Soldiers! 1 myself will direct your battalions. I will keep out of 
range ol the firing, if you, with your usual gallantry, carry con- 
fusion and consier nation into the ranks of the enemy; but if the 
combat becomes lor one instant doubtful, you will see your em- 
peror exposing himself at the front to the blows of the enemy, 
since there can be no hesitation in the victory, especially today 
when the honor of the French infantry, in whose hands lies the 
honor of the nation, is at stake. Do not break the ranks under 
pretext of carrying away the wounded. Let each man be animated 
by the thought that we must conquer these mercenaries of Eng- 
land, filled with such hatred against our nation. This victory .will 
bring the campaign to an end, and we can retire to winter quar- 
ters where we will be joined by the fresh troops that are mobilizing 
in France. And then the peace I shall conclude will be memorable 
for my people, for you, and for me. 


Napoleon. 
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At five o’clock in the morning it was still completely dark. The troops 
of the center, ol the reserves, and of the right wing, under Bagration, 
were as yet inunobilized; hut on the left wing the columns of infantry, 
cavalry, and artille ry, ordered to be the first to descend Irom the heights 
and attack the enemy’s right flank and drive him back into the moun- 
tains of Bohemia, according to the “disposition,” were already stirring 
and beginning to rise from where they lay. The smoke from the fires, 
into whicli they were thrcjwing everything superfluous, made their eyes 
smart. It was cold and dark. I'he officers were hastily drinking their tea 
and breakfasting; the soldiers were munching their biscuits, kicking 
the round cannon balls, and crowding about in front of the fires, throw- 
ing in (he remains ol (heir huts, chairs, tables, wheels, buckets, and 
everything that could not be taken with them. The Austrian guides 
were wandering about among the Rusian troops and serving as starters 
of the forward movement. As soon as an Austrian officer made his ap- 
pearance near the ejuarters of a regimental c:ommandcr, the columns 
were set in motion; but they knew not whither they were going, and 
owing to the throngs that surrounded them, and the smoke and the 
thickening log, they could not sec either the place they were leaving 
or (hat to which they were being sent. 

'rire soldier in a military movemcart is as much surrounded, limited, 
and leiterc'd by Iris regiment as a sailor is by his ship. Ifowcver far he 
goes, into whatever strange, unknown and terrible distances he is 
sent, around him are always and everywhere the same comrades, the 
same ranks, the same sergeant Ivan Mitrich, the same conrj)any dog, 
Zhutchka, the same oiruers; just as for the sailor there are the same 
decks, the same masts, the same cables. The sailor rarely cares to know 
the distances over whic h his ship has sailed; but on the day of a military 
movement Chul knows Irow oi whence or in what world of mystery the 
soldiers hear a stern note, which is the same for all, and which signifies 
the nearness of something decisive and solemn and induces them to 
speculate on what they do not usually think about. The soldiers on 
the day of a military movement are excited, and strive to think beyond 
tlic jK'ity interests ol their own regiment; they are all ears and eyes, and 
greedily a.sk Cjuestions about what is going to take place before them. 

I'he fog was so dense that, though it had grc:)wm lighter, it was impos- 
sible to see ten paces ahead. Bushes seemed like huge trees, level places 
gave the impression of being precipices and slopes. Anywhere, at any 
moment, they might meet the enemy, who would be utterly invisible 
wdthiii ten paces. But the columns marched for a long time in the same 
fog. up hill and down dale, skirting gardens and orchards, past places 
where none of them had ever been before, and still they found no 
enemy. On the other hand, in front of them, behind them, on all sides 



of them, the soldiers were made conscious that our Russian columns 
were all marching in the same direction. Each soldier felt a thrill in 
his heart at the knowledge that many, many others of our men were 
going where he was going: that is, he knew not whither. 

“See therel The Kursk men have started, “ said various voices in 
the ranks. 

“Terrible lot of our troops collected here, messmates! Last evenin' 
I looked around when the fires were lit; couldn’t see the end of ’em! 
Like Moscow, one might say!*’ 

But after they had been marching for about an hour, all the time 
in thick fog, they were ordered to halt, and an unpleasant consciousness 
of disorder and confusion in the operations spread through the ranks. 
It would be very difficult to explain how such a consciousness got 
abroad; but there was no doubt that it was transmitted and spread 
with extraordinaiy rapidity; the uncertainty became certainty, gaining 
with irresistible force, as water rushes down a ravine. 

The cause of the confusion was this: After the Austrian cavalry on the 
left wing had started foj ward, those w'ho had charge of it came to 
the conclusion that the Russian center was too widely separated from the 
right, and all the cavalry was commanded to cross over to the right side. 
Several thousand cavalrymen rode across in front of the columns of 
infantry, and the infantry had to wait till they passed. 

Meantime the army was growing impatient and losing spirit. At last, 
after an hour’s delay, tlie troops began to move forward once more, 
and found themselves descending into the valley. The fog, which had 
been scattering on the heights, was as thick as ever on the lower lands 
where they were now marching. In front of them in the fog, one shot, 
then a second, was fired, incoherently and at diflcTent points, trat-ta-tat; 
and then the firing became more regular and rapid, and the engagement 
f'iirly began over the brook called Holdbach. 

It was now nine o’clcjck. The fog like a fathomless sea spread over 
the valley, but in front of the village of Schlapanitz, on the height 
wliei e Napoleon stood surrounded by his marshals, it was quite clear. 
Over them was the blue bright heaven, and the mighty sun, like a 
gigantic inflated magenta balloon, was just rising above the milk-white 
sea of fog. The French trcjops and Napoleon himself with his staff 
were not on the farther side of the brook and the hollows of Sokolnitz 
and Schlapaiiitz behind which we had expected to take up our position 
and begin the engagement, bu! they had all come over to the hither 
side and were so near cmr troops that Napoleon with his naked eye 
could distinguish in our army a horseman from an infantry soldier. 

Napoleon, mounted on his little gray Arab horse and wearing the 
same blue cloak in which he had made the whole Italian campaign, 
was standing a little in advance of his marshals. He was silently gazing 
at the summits of the hills that emerged like islands from the fog and 
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was watching the Russian troops as they moved along in the distance, 
and listening to the sounds of firing in the valley. Not a muscle of 
his face— it was still thin— moved; his glittering eyes were steadfastly 
fixed on one spot. 

His anticipations seemed to be justified. By the reports that had 
been brought him the evening before, by the sounds of wheels and 
iootsteps that had been heard during the night along the vanguard, 
by the disorderly movements of the Russian columns, by all the indi- 
cations, he clearly saw that the allied armies supposed him to be posted 
a long distance from them, that the moving columns constituted the 
cenier of the Russian army, and that this center was weak enough to 
justify him in giving it attack. But not even yet did he begin the battle. 

Thai was a solemn day for him, the anniversary of his coronation. 
Just before morning he had taken a nap for a few hours, and then 
waking, healthy, jovial, fresh, and in that happy frame of mind in 
which everything seems possible, success certain, he mounted his horse 
and rode out into the field. He stood motionless, gazing at the hills 
becoming visible through the fog, and into his cold face there came 
that peculiar shade of self-confident, well-deserved happiness, such as 
is sometimes seen on the face of a young lad who is happy and in love. 
His marshals were grouped behind him and did not venture to distract 
his attention. He ga/cd now at the heights above Pratz, now at the sun 
swimming out from the fog. 

When the sun had risen, and its dazzling radiance spilled over the 
fields and the fog, as if this were the signal for which he was waiting, 
he drew off the glove from his handsome white hand, beckoned to his 
marshals, and gave the order to begin the battle. The marshals, accom- 
panied by their aides, galloped off in different directions, and within 
a few minutes the chief forces of the French army were in rapid motion 
toward those same heights of Pratz that the Russian troops were aban- 
doning more and moie as they filed to the left and into the vale. 


XI 

At kight o'cick^k that morning, Kutu/of had ridden up toward Pratz, 
at the head oi the division— Miloradov itch’s— that was to take the place 
of the columns of Prschebis/t^wsky and De Langcrc:)n, which were now 
on their way down into the valley. He greeted the men of the foremost 
regiment and gave the word of command, thereby signifying that he 
intended to lead that column in person. When he reached the village 
of Pratz, he halted. Prince Andiei, lorming one of his large staff, stood 
just behind him. Piince Andrei felt stirred and excited, and at the 
same time self-confident and calm, as is apt to be the case with a man 
at the arrival of the moment he has been anxiously awaiting. He was 
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firmly convinced that this day was to be his Toulon, or his bridge of 
Areola. How it would come about he had not the faintest idea, but 
he was firmly convinced that it would be. 

Toward the left, in the valley below, where the fog lay, could be 
heard the musket fire of the unseen opponents. There, so it seemed to 
Prince Andrei, the fighting would be hottest, there the obstacles would 
be met with; “and there I shall be sent,” he said to himself, “with a 
brigade or division; and with the standard in my hand, I shall rush 
on and conquer everything before me.” 

The commandcr-in-chief stationed himself at the entrance of the 
village and allowed the troops to file past him. Kutuzof that morning 
appeared fatigued and irritated. The infantry filing by him came to 
a halt without any orders, apparently because they had come in contact 
with some obstacle ahead of them. 

“Go and tell them to form into battalions and get outside the vil- 
lage,” said Kutuzof to a general who came riding along. “How is it 
you do not understand, your excellency, my dear sir, that it's impossible 
to ope n ranks so, along a village street, when we are moving against 
the enemy?” 

“I propose to form behind the village, your eminence,” replied the 
general. Kutuzof gave him a saturnine smile. 

“You’d be in a fine condition, deploying your front in the presence 
of the enemy; very fine idea*” 

“The enemy are still a long way off, your eminence. According to 
the plan ...” 

“The plan!” cried Kutuzof bitterly, “and who told you that? Be 
good enough to do as I tell you.” 

“1 obey.” 

“My boy,” whispered Nesvitsky to Prince Andrei, “the old man is 
as surly as a dog.” 

An Austrian officer, in a white uniform, with a green plume in his 
hat, galloped up to Kutuzof and asked him, in the name of the emperor, 
il the fourth column was taking part in the action. 

Kutuzof, without answering him, turned around, and his glance fell 
accidentally on Prince Andrei, who was stationed near him. When he 
noticed Bolkonsky, the vicious and acrimonious expression of his face 
softened, as if to signify that he was not to blame for what was taking 
place. And still without answering the Austrian aide, he turned tcj 
Bolkonsky and said in French: “Go and see, rny dear fellow, if the 
third division has passed the village yet; command them to halt and 
await my orders.” 

As soon as Prince Andrei started, he called him back: 

“And ask if the skirmishers are posted and what they are doing. 
What they are doing,” he repeated to himself, still paying no attention 
to the Austrian. 



Prince Andrei galloped ofF to execute this order. 

Outstripping fhe battalions, which were all the time pressing for- 
ward, he halted the third division and convinced himself that no 
skirmishers had been thrown out in front of our columns. The general 
in command of the foremost regiment was greatly amazed at the order 
from the cornnianderdn-chicf to throw out sharpshooters. The regi- 
mental commander was firmly assured in his own mind that other 
troops were in front of him and that the enemy could not be less than 
six miles distant. In reality, nothing could be discerned in front of them 
except waste ground which sloped down and was shrouded in fog. 
After giving him the commander-in-cliiel's orders to repair his negli- 
gence, Prince Andrei galloped back. Kutuzof was still in the same 
place, his fat body sitting in a dumpy position in his saddle, and was 
yawning heavily, with his eyes closed. The troops had not yet moved, 
l)ut stood with grounded arms. 

“Ciood, very gof)d," said he to Prince Andrei, and turned to the 
general, who, holding his watch in his hand, said that it must be time 
lo move, sime all the columns had already gone down from the left 
wing. 

“ J'iinc enough, your excellency," said Kutuzof. "We shall have time 
enougli," lie repeated. 

At this time, behind Kutuzof were lu^ard the sounds of the regiments 
in the distance cheering, and these voices quickly ran along the whole 
line of the Russian (olumns under march. It was evident that whoever 
(hey were greeting was apj)r()aching ra]>idly. When the soldiers of the 
regiment behind Kntu/of began to clieer, he rode a little to one side 
and glanced around with a irown. Along the road from Pratz came 
what a|)peared lo be a scpiadron of gaily dressed horsemen. Two of 
them rode side i)y side at a round gallop, ahead of the others. One 
was in a black uniform with a white plume, on a chestnut horse 
groomed in the English style; the other in a white uniform on a coal- 
black steed. 'These weie the two c'in|)erors with their suite. 

Kutuzol, with an alfect.ition ol “the thorough soldier" found at his 
post, shoutc'd "Flail! eyes Iront!" to the soldiers halting near him, and, 
saluting, rode toward the emj)eror. His whole figure and manner had 
suddenly undergone a change. He had assumed the mien of a subordi- 
nate, of a man ready to surrender his own will. With an affectation of 
deference which evidenth was not pleasing to the Emperor Alexander, 
he came to meet him and saluted him. 

This impression crossed the \oung and happy face of the emperor, 
and disappeared like the mist wreaths in the clear sky. His face was a 
trifle flushed after his gallop of two miles and as he reined in his horse 
he drew a long breath and glanced around into the (aces of his suite, 
all young men like himself, and like himself all full of life. Czartorisky 
and Novosiltsof and Prince Volkonsky and Stroganof and many others, 
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all richly dressed, jovial young men on handsome, well-groomed, fresh- 
looking and slightly sweating horses, chatting and laughing together, 
formed a group behind the sovereign. 

The Emperor Franz, a florid young man with a long face, sat bolt 
upright in his saddle on his handsome black stallion and slowly glanced 
around him with an anxious expression. He beckoned to one of hif 
white-uniformed aides and asked him some question. “Probably he 
asked at what hour they started," thought Prince Andrei, gazing at 
his old acquaintance with a smile he could not repress when he thought 
of his audience. The emperor's suite was composed of young orderlies, 
Austrian and Russian, selected from the regiments of the Guards and 
oI the line. Grooms had brought wuth them handsome reserve horses 
in embroidered caparisons for the emperors. 

Just as when a fresh breeze from the fields breathes through an open 
window into a stuffy chamber, so these brilliant young men brought 
with them to Kutuzol's dispirited staff the sense of youth and energy 
and confidence in victory. 

“Why don’t you begin, Mikhail llarionovitch?” impatiently de- 
manded the Emperor Alexander, turning to Kutuzof, at the same time 
looking courteously toward the Emperor Franz. 

“I was waiting, your majesty," replied Kutu/of, deferentially bowing 
low. 

The emperor leaned toward him, frowning slightly and giving him 
to understand that he did not hear. 

“I was waiting, your majesty," repeated Kutuzof, and Prince Andrei 
noticed that Kutu/ofs upper lip curled unnaturally when he repeated 
the words "I was waiting."— “The columns have not all assembled, your 
majesty." 

The sovereign heard, but the answer evidently displeased him; he 
shrugged his drooping shoulders, glanced at Novosiltsof, who was 
standing near him, and his glance seemed to imply a certain com- 
passion for Kutu/of. 

“We are not on the Empress’ Field, Mikhail llarionovitch, where 
tlie review is not begun until all the regiments arc present," said the 
emperor, again glancing into the Emperor Franz’ eyes, as if to ask 
him to take part so that he might listen to what he might say; but the 
Emperor Franz, who was still gazing about, did not he'ed him. 

“That’s the very reason I do not begin, sire,” said Kutuzof in a 
ringing voice, seeming to anticipate the possibility that the emperor 
might not see fit to hear him, and again a peculiar look passed over 
his face. “That’s the very reason that I do not begin, sire, because we 
are not on parade and not on the Empress' Field,” he repeated, clearly 
and distinctly. 

The faces of all those composing the emperor’s suite expressed an- 
noyance and reproach, as they hastily exchanged glances on hearing 



these words. “No matter if he is old, he ought not, he never ought to 
speak in that way," the fares seemed to say. 

“However, if you ^ivc the order, your majesty," said Kutuzof, raising 
his head and again assuming that former tone of a general ready to 
listen to orders and to obey. He turned his horse, and beckoning to 
Division Commander Miloradovitch he gave him the order to attack. 

The troops were again set in motion, and two battalions of the 
Novgorod regiment and one battalion of the Apsheron regiment filed 
forward past the emperor. 


XII 

Kutuzof, a(xom])anicd by his aides, rode slowly after the carabiniers. 
The fog began to disperse and already a mile and a half away could 
be seen, though as yet indistinctly, the ranks of the enemy on the heights 
opj)ositc. Down in tlie viillcy at the left the firing was growing more 
violent. Kuiu/of halted, discussing some point with the Austrian 
general. Prince Andrei, sitting on his horse a little distance behind, 
ga/ed at tliein and then, wishing to obtain the use of a field glass, 
turned to one ol the aides who had one. 

"l.ookl look!" exclaimed this aide, turning his glass not at the distant 
host, but to the hill nearly in front of them. ‘‘Look, there are the 
Frcrichl" 

'The two generals and the adjutants reached after the glass, one 
taking it from the other. All the faces suddenly changed, and an ex- 
pression ol dismay tame into them. They exj)ected to find the French 
a mile and a half away, and there they were unexpectedly appearing 
light at hand. 

"Is that the enemy?" . . . "It can’t be!" . . . "Yes, look, they . . . " 
"Cxrtainly it is." . . . "What clocks it mean?" exclaimed various voices. 

Prince Andrei with his naked eye could see a dense mass of the French 
moving up at the right to meet the A}>sheron boys, not more than fire 
hunched paces liom tlie very spot where Kutuzof was standing. 

"Here it isl the decisive moment is at hand! my chance has cornel" 
said Prince Andrei, and starting uj) his horse he approached Kutuzof. 
"'Flic Ajishcron men ought to be halted, your eminence," he cried. But 
at that very instant all became veiled in smoke; the rattle of musketry 
sounded near them, and a naively terrified voice only two stejas from 
Prince Andrei cried: "Well, brothers, it’s all up with us!" and this 
voice seemed to be a command. At this voice all started to run. 

Conlused but still constantly increasing throngs ran back by the very 
same place where five minutes before the troops had filed so proudly 
past the emperors. Not only was it hard to arrest these fugitives, but 
it w’as even impossible not to be borne back by the mob. Bolkonsky 
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could only struggle not to let them pass him, and he gazed around, 
finding it quite out of the question to understand what was taking 
place at the front. Nesvitsky, with angry face, flushed and quite unlike 
himself, cried to Kutuzof that if he did not instantly come away, he 
would be probably taken prisoner. Kutuzof still stayed in the same 
place, and without answering took out his handkerchief. A stream of 
blood was trickling from his face. Prince Andrei forced his way through 
to where he was. 

“You are wounded?” he asked, scarcely controlling the trembling of 
his lower jaw. 

“The wound is not here, but yonder,” said Kutuzof, pressing his 
handkerchief to his wounded cheek, and pointing to the fugitives. 
“Halt theml” he cried, and at the same time, evidently convinced that 
it was an impossibility to bring them to a halt, he gave spurs to his 
horse and rode off to the right. New masses of fugitives came pouring 
along like a torrent, engulfed him, and bore him along with them. 

The troops were pouring back in such a dense throng that, once 
entangled in the midst of it, it was very difficult to extricate oneself. 
Some shouted: ‘'He’s coming, why don’t you let him pass?” Others 
turned around and fired their muskets into the air; others struck the 
horse on which Kutu/of rode, but by the exercise of supreme force 
Kutiizof—accompanied by his staff, diminished by more than half- 
struggled through to the left and rode off in the direction of can- 
nonading heard not far away. Prince Andrei, also forcing his way 
tlirough the throng ol fugitives and endeavoring not to become sepa- 
rated from Kutuzof, could make out through the reek of gunpowder 
smoke a Russian battery on the side of the hill, still blazing away 
vigorously, while the French were just marching against it. A little 
higher up stood the Russian infantry, neither moving forward to the 
aid of the battery nor back in the same direction as the fugitives. A 
general spurred down from this brigade ol infantry and approached 
Kutuzof. Out of Kutu/of’s staff only four men were Iclt, and all were 
pale and silently exchanged glances. 

“Slop those cowardsl” cried Kutuzof, all out of breath, as the regi- 
mental commander came up to him, and pointing to the fugitives; but 
at that very second, as if tor a punishment for those words, like a bevy 
of birds a number of bullets flew buzzing over the heads of the regiment 
and of Kutuzof’s staff. The French were charging the battery, and 
when they caught sight of Kutuzof they aimed at him. 

At this volley, the regimental commander suddenly dapped his hand 
to his leg; a few soldiers fell and an ensign standing with the flag 
dropped it from his hand; the flag reeled and fell, catching on the 
bayonets of the soldiers near him. The men began to load and fire 
without orders. 

“O-o-o-ohl” groaned Kutuzof, with an expression of despair, and 
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glanced around. “Bolkonsky," he whispered, his weak old man's voice 
trembling with emotion, “Bolkonsky!" he whispered, pointing to the 
demoralized battalion and at the enemy, “what does this mean?" 

But before he had uttered these words, Prince Andrei, conscious of 
the tears of shame and anger choking him, had already leaped from 
his horse and rushed toward the standard. 

“Boys, follow me!" he cried in his youthfully penetrating voice. 
“Here it is," thought Prince Andrei as he seized the flagstaff; and he 
listened with rapture to the whiz of the bullets that were evidently 
directed straight at him. A number of the soldiers fell. 

“Hurrah!" cried Prince y\ndrei, instantly seizing the flag and rufhing 
forward with unlailing confidence that the whole battalion would 
follow him. 

In fact he ran on only a few steps alone. Then one soldier was stirred, 
and then another, and the whole battalion with huzzas dashed forward 
and overtook him. 

A noncommissioned officer of the battalion, darting up to him, 
seized the standard, which from its weight shook in Prince Andrei's 
hand, but he was instantly shot down. Prince Andrei again grasped the 
flag and, dragging it along by the staff, hurried on with the battalion. 
In front of him he saw our artillerymen, some fighting, others aban- 
doning the guns and running toward him; he also saw the French 
infantry, who had seized the artillery horses, and were reversing the 
field|)ie(es. Piince Andrei and the battalion were now only twenty 
paces distant Ironi the battery. He heard the incessant ping of the 
bidlets over his head, and the soldiers constantly groaning and falling 
at his left and at his right. But he did not look at them; his eyes were 
fastened only on what was going on in front of him, where the battery 
w^as. He now .saw distiiKily the figure of a red headed artilleryman, 
with his shako hall knocked olf, and dragging with him a long-handled 
cannon brush, while a French soldier was trying to pull it away from 
him. Prince Andrei distinguished clearly the distorted and angry faces 
cjf these two men, who evidently were not aware of wdiat they were 
doing. 

“What are they up to?" thought Prince Andrei, as he looked at them. 
“Why doesn’t the red headed artillerist run, if he has no weapons, and 
why doesn’t the Frenc hinan finish him? He wouldn't have time to get 
any distance, though, before the F'renchman would recover his musket 
and put an end to him." 

In point of fact, another Ficnchman, clubbing his musket, ran up to 
the combatants, and the fate of the red headed artillerist, who had no 
idea of what was coming upon him and had just triumphantly made 
himself master of the brush, must have been sealed. But Prince Andrei 
did not witness the end of the struggle. It seemed to him that one of 
the approaching soldiers struck him in the head with the full weight 
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of a heavy cudgel. It was rather painful, but his chief sensation was 
that of displeasure because the pain distracted his attention and pre- 
vented him from seeing what he had been looking at. 

“What docs this mean? Am I tailing? Surely my legs are giving way,** 
he said to himself, and he fell on his back. He opened his eyes, hoping 
to see how the struggle between the artilleryman and the Frenchman 
ended, and anxious to know whether or not the red-headed artillerist 
was killed, and the cannon saved or captured. But he could see nothing 
of it. Over him he could see only the sky, the lofty sky; not clear, but 
still immeasurably lofty, and with light gray clouds slowly wandering 
over it. 

“How still, calm, and solemni How entirely different from when I 
was running,” said Prince Andrei to himself. “It was not so when we 
were all running and shouting and fighting; how entirely different it 
was when the Frenchman and the artilleryman, with vindictive and 
frightened faces, were struggling; the clouds then were not floating 
over those infinite depths of sky as they are now. How is it that I never 
before saw this lofty sky? and how glad I am tliat I have learned to 
know it at last! Yes! all is empty, all is deception, except these infinite 
heavens. Nothing, nothing at all besides! And even that is nothing buf 
silence and peace! And glory to God! . . . ** 


XIII 

By five o’clock in the evening the battle was lost at every point. More 
than a hundred cannon had already fallen into the hands of the French. 
Prschebis/ewsky and his cor])s had laid down their arms. The other 
columns, having lost more than half their eflcctives, were retreating 
in disorderly, demoralized throngs. 

The remains of Langeron’s and Dokhturof’s forces, all in confusion, 
were crowded together around the ponds, on the dikes and banks of 
the village of Augest. 

By six o’clock the only cannonading that was heard was directed at 
the dike of Atigest by some of tbe PYench, who had established a large 
battery on the slojjcs of the hill and were trying to cut down our men 
as they retreated. At the rear, Dokhturof and some others, having col- 
lected their battalions, made a stand against the French, who were 
pursuing our troops. 

It w'as already quite dark. On the narrow dike of Augest, whore for 
so many years the little old miller had peacefully sat with his hook 
and line while his grandson with rolled-up shirt sleeves played in the 
water can with the flapping silver fish; on that dike, over which the 
Moravians in shaggy caps and blue blouses had driven their two-horse 
teams loaded down with spring wheat, and had returned dusted with 



flour and with whitened teams; along this same dike, this narrow dike 
among vans and ficldpieces, under the feet of horses and between the 
wheels, crowded a throng of men, their faces distorted with fear of 
death, pushing one another, expiring, trampling on the dying and 
dead, and crushing one another, only to be themselves killed a few 
steps farther on. 

Every ten seconds a cannon ball flew by, sucking in the air, or a 
shell came bursting amid this dense throng, dealing death and spat- 
tering with blood those who stood near by. Dolokhof, wounded in the 
arm, on foot, with ten men of his company— he was now an officer again 
—and his regimental commander, on horseback, constituted the sole 
survivors of the whole regiment. Carried along in the throng, they 
were crowded together at the very entrance of the dike, and, pressed 
on all sides, were obliged to halt because a horse attached to a fieldpiece 
had fallen and men were trying to drag it along. 

One cannon ball struck someone behind them, another struck just 
in front and spattered Drdokhof with blood. The crowd, in desperation, 
pressed on, sejueezing together, and then after advancing a few steps, 
halted again. 

‘'If we could only make those hundred paces, safety is sure; if we 
stay here tw(» minutes longer, our destruction is certaini" said each 
one to himseli. 

Dolokhof, standing in the midst of the throng, forced his way through 
to the edge of the dike, knocking down two sc^ldieis, and sprang out 
on the slippery i(e that covered the pond. 

“I’urn out this wavl” he cried, sliding along on the ice, which cracked 
under his weight, “'rurn out,'* he cried to the gunner, "it will hold* 
it will hold!" 

'I’hc ice held him, but it yielded and cracked, and it was evident that 
it would immediately give way, if not under his weight alone, certainly 
under that of the fieldpiece or the throng of men. They looked at him, 
and crowded along the shore, not venturing to step uj^on the ice. The 
commander of the regiment, sitting on Iiorseback at the entrance, was 
just raising his hand and opening his mouth to speak to Dolokhof, 
when suddenlv a cannon Ijall flcnv so close over the men that they all 
ducked their hc'ads. I heie was a thud as if something soft were stiuck, 
and the genet al lell Irom liis horse in a pool of blood. No c^ne looked 
at the general oi thought ol picking him up. 

"Get on to the iccl" . , , "(aoss the ice!" . . . "Come on!"^ . . . 
"Move on! Don t you hear.-' C’ome!" was heard suddenly from inn>imer- 
able voices aftCT the cannon ball had stiuck the general, though the 
men knew not what or why they were yelling. 

One of the last ficldpieces to enter on the dike ventured on the ice. 
A throng of soldiers started down to the frozen pond. One of the rear- 
most soldiers broke through, one leg slumping down into the warcr. 
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He tried to save himself and sank up to his belt. The men who stood 
nearest held back; the driver of the fieldpiece drew in his horses, but 
still behind them men were shouting: 

“Take to the ice I" . . . “What are you stopping for?" . . . “Take to 
the icel" . . . “Take to the icel" and cries of horror were heard among 
the throng. The soldiers surrounding the gun gesticulated over their 
horses and beat them to make them turn and go on. The horses struck 
out from the shore. The ice, which might have held the foot soldiers, 
gave way in one immense sheet, and forty men who were on it threw 
themselves, some forward and some back, trampling on one another. 

All the time the cannon balls kept regularly whistling by and falling 
on the ice, into the water, and, most frequently, into the mass of men 
that covered the dike, the pond, and the banks. 


XIV 

On the hill above Pratz, in the same spot where he had fallen with 
the flagstaff in his hand, lay Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, his lifeblood 
oozing away, and unconsciously groaning with light, pitiful moans, 
like an ailing child. 

By evening he ceased to groan, and lay absolutely still. He did not 
know how long his unconsciousness continued. Suddenly he became 
conscious that he was alive, and suffering from a burning and tor- 
menting pain in his head. 

“Where is that lofty heaven that I had never seen before and saw 
today?" That was his first thought. “And I never knew such pain as 
this, either," he said to himself. “Yes, I have never known anything, 
anything like this, till now. But where am 1?" 

He tried to listen, and heard the trampling hoofs of several horses 
approaching, and the sounds of voices speaking French. He opened 
his eyes. Over him still spread the same lofty sky, with clouds sailing 
through ii in si ill loftier Jieights, and beyond them he could see the 
depths of endless blue. He did not turn his head or look at those who, 
to judge from the hoofbeats of tlie horses and the sounds of the voices, 
rode up to him and paused. 

These horsemen were Napoleon, accompanied by two aides. Bona- 
parte, who had been riding over the field of battle, had given orders 
to strengthen the battery cannonading the dike of Augest, and was 
now looking over the killed and wounded left on the battlefield. 

“Handsome meni" said Napoleon, gazing at a Russian grenadier 
who lay on his belly with his face half buried in the soil, his neck 
turning black and one arm flung out and stiflened in death. 

“The ammunition for the field guns is exhausted, sire!" 

“Have that of the reserves brought," said Napoleon, and then a 



step or two nearer he paused over Prince Andrei, who lay on his back 
with the flagstaff clutched in his hands (the flag had been carried off 
by the French as a trophy). 

“'rhcrc's an honorable death,** said Napoleon, gazing at Bolkonsky. 
Prince Andrei realized that this was said of him, and that it was spoken 
by Napoleon. He heard them address the speaker as “sire.** But he 
heard these words as if they had been the buzzing of a fly. He was not 
only not interesfed in them, but they made no impression upon him, 
and he immediately forgot them. His head throbbed and burned; he 
felt that his lileblood was ebbing, and he still saw far above him the 
distant, eternal heavens. He knew that this was Napoleon, his hero; 
but at this moment, Napoleon seemed to him merely a small, insig- 
nificant man in (om[jarison with that lofty, infinite heaven, with the 
clouds flying through it. It was a matter of utter indifference to him 
who stood looking down on him, or what was said about him at that 
moment. He was merely conscious of a feeling ol joy that people had 
(ome to him, and ol a desire for these people to give him assistance and 
biing him back to life, whidi now seemed to him so beautiful because 
he understood it so difleiently. He collected all his strength to move 
and make some sound. He managed to move his leg slightly, and 
uttered a weak, feeble, sickly moan which stirred pity even in himself. 

“Ahl he is alivel” said Napoleon. “Take up this young man and 
take him to the temporary hospital.** 

Having given this order, Napoleon rode on to meet Marshal Lannes, 
who, removing his hat and smiling, rode up and congratulated him 
on the victory. 

Prince Andrei recollected nothing further; he lost consciousness from 
the terrible pain of being |)laced on the stretcher, and from the jolting 
as he was (arried along, and from the probing of the wound. He recov- 
ered it again only at the very end oi the day, as he was carried to the 
hospital together with other Russians wounded and taken prisoner. 
At this time, he felt a little fresher and was able to glance around and 
even to sj)eak. 

The first words he heard after he came to wx*re spoken by a French 
officer in diarge ol the convoy, wdio said: 

“Wc must stop here; the canperor is coming by immediately; it will 
give him pleasure to sec these prisoners.’* 

“There are so many prisoners today— almost the whole Russian army 
— 1 should think it would have become a bore to him,” said another 
officer. 

“Well, at all events, this man here, they say, was the commander of 
all Emperor Alexander’s Guards,” said the first speaker, indicating a 
wounded Russian officer in a white Cavalier-guards uniform. Bolkonsky 
recognized Prince Repnin, whom he had met in Petersburg society. 
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Next to him was a youth of nineteen, an officer of the Cavalier-guard, 
also wounded. Bonaparte, coming up at a gallop, reined in his horse. 

“Who is the chief officer here?" he asked, looking at the wounded. 

They pointed to Colonel Prince Repnin. 

“Were you the commander of Emperor Alexander's horse-guard 
regiment?" asked Napoleon. 

“I commanded a squadron," replied Repnin. 

“Your regiment did its duty with honor," remarked Napoleon. 

“Praise from a great commander is the highest award a soldier can 
have,” said Repnin. 

“It is with pleasure that I give it to you," replied Napoleon. “Who 
is this young man next you?" 

Prince Repnin named Lieutenant Sukhtelen. 

Napoleon glanced at him and said with a smile: “He is very young 
to oppose us." 

“Youth does not prevent one from being brave," replied Sukhtelen 
in a broken voice. 

“A beautilul answer," said Napoleon. “Young man, you will get on in 
tlie world." 

Prince Andrei, who had been placed also in the liont rank under the 
eyes of the emperor, so as to swell the number of those who had been 
taken prisoner, naturally attracted his attention. Napoleon evidently 
remembered having seen him on the field, and turning to him he used 
exactly the same expression, “young man," as when Bolkonsky had the 
first time come under his notice. 

“Well, and you, young man?" said he, addressing him. “How do you 
feel, mon brave?'" 

Although five minutes before this Prince Anchei had been able to 
say a few words to the soldiers who were bearing him, now he fixed his 
eyes directly on Napoleon, but had nothing to say. . . .To him at this 
moment all the interests occupying Napoleon seemed so petty; his 
former hero himself, with his small vanity and delight in the victory, 
seemed so sordid in comparison with that high, true, and just heaven 
which he had seen and learned to understand; and that was why he 
could not answer. Yvb, and everything seemed to him so profitless and 
insignificant in comparison with that stern and majestic train of thought 
induced by his lajjsing strength as his lifeblood ebbed away, by his suf- 
fering and the near expectation ol death. As Prince Andrei looked into 
Napoleon’s eyes, he thought of the insignificance of majesty, of the insig- 
lificance of life, the meaning of which no one could understand, and of 
he still greater insignificance of death, the meaning of which no one 
could comprehend or explain. 

The emperor, without waiting for an answer, turned away, and as he 
started to ride on said to one of the officers: 
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“Have these gentlemen looked after and conveyed to my bivouac; 
have Doctor Larrey himself look after their wounds. An revoir, Prince 
Repnin/' and he touched the spurs to his horse and galloped away. 

His face was bright with self-satisfaction and happiness. 

The soldiers carrying Prince Andrei had taken from him the golden 
religious medal that Princess Maria had hung around her brother’s 
neck; but when they saw the flattering way in which the emperor treated 
the prisoners, they hastened to return the medal. Prince Andrei did not 
see how or by whom the medallion was replaced, bm he suddenly discov- 
ered on his chest, outside of his uniform, the little itnage attached to its 
slender golden rliain. 

“It would be good,” thought Prince Andrei, letting his eyes rest on 
the inedailion wliich hi'> sister had hung aiound his neck with so much 
feeling and reveience, “it would be good il everything were as clear and 
simple as it seems to Princess Maria. How good it would be to know 
where to find help in this life, and what to expect after it, beyond the 
gravel How hajjpy and serene 1 would be if I could say now, ‘Lord, 
have mercy on mel’ Put to whom can 1 say that! Is it the great Power, 
impalpable, incotjij^ieliensible, which I cannot turn to, or even express 
in words; is it the gieat All or Nothingness,’’ said he to himself, “or is it 
God who is sewc'd in this amulet that Piincess Maiia gave me? Notliing, 
nothing is certain, c*xcej)t the insignificance of all within my compre- 
hension and the majesty of that which is incomprehensible but all- 
important.’’ 

The stretclier started off. At every jolt he again felt the insufferable 
pain, his fever giew mote violent, and he began to be delirious. The 
dreams abt)ut his lathct, liis wile, his sistei, and his unborn son, and the 
feeling ol lendei ness lie had experienced on the night before the battle, 
the figure of tlie little insignificant Napoleon, ancl above all llie lofty 
sky, formed ilie piimij^al content of his feverish imaginations. He 
seemed to be living a cpiiet life amid calm, domestic haf)piness at 
Lisiya Goii. He was Ix^ginning to take deliglit in this blissful existence, 
when suddenly the' little Napoleon appc*ared with his unsympathetic, 
shallow-minded lace, exj^iessing hap])incss at tlie unhappiness of others; 
and once inoie chuibis began to aiise and tonneni him, and only the 
skies seemed to promise healing balm. Toward morning all his imagin- 
ings w'crc utterly confused and bluriTcl in the chaos ancl fogs of uncon- 
sciousness and loi'gell Illness, which in the opinion of Doctor Larrey, 
Napoleon's plnsician, weie much more likely to end with death than 
with r ecovery. “He is of a ncTvous and bilious temperament— he won’t 
recover.” 

Prince Andrei, togetlier with other prisoner's hopelessly wounded, 
was turned over to the car e of the natives of the region. 
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18 0 6 



Ars'iRiA, her capital falirrj, her armies routed at Austerlitz, has been 
forced into a separate peace at the end of iSo^. The other combatant 
aunies are in winter quarter^: Britain is active only on the sea, and the 
u'ar in 1806 assumes the nature of an armed tnue. But politically the 
prosecution of the war continues: Britain maintains a blockade directed 
against enemy and neutrals alike; Napoleon forbids trade between 
England and continental countries friendly to France. One of these, 
Prussia, at the end of 1806 breaks away, joins the coalition against 
Napoleon, and declares war. Napoleon contemptuously vanquishes 
Prussia in a monthj occiipies Berlin, and moves on against Russia. 




AT Till-: bc^^inning of the year 1806, Nicholai Rostof went home 

Z\ on furlough. Denisol was also going to his home in Voronezh, 
L V. and Rostol persuaded him to accompany him to Moscow and 
make him a visit. At the next-to-last post station, Denisof fell in with 
a comrade and drank three bottles of wine with him; and on the way 
to Moscow, in .spite of the cradle holes on the road, he did not once 
wake up, l)ut lay stretched out in the bottom of the hired sleigh next 
to Rostol, who, in projtortion as they approached the city, grew more 
and more impatient. 

“Fasierl lasterl oh, these intoleiabic streets, shops, fresh rolls, lan- 
terns, cabdriversi” thouglit Rostol, when having left their names at the 
city gates as visitors on turlough they had actually entered the city. 

At last tlu‘ sleigh drew np at an entrance at the right. Over his head, 
Rostol saw the well-known cornice with the ])celing stucco, the front 
doorsteps, the cuibsione. He leaped out beloic the sleigh had stopped, 
and rushed into the enii). d'heie was still ilie same old door handle, 
the uniidine.ss of which always annened the countess, as loose and 
as much askew as e\er. In the anteroom burned a single tallow 
candle. 

"I'he old Mikhaila was aslcej) on the chest. Prokofi, the hall boy, 
who was so strong he could lilt a coach, was silting making felt overshoes 
out of odd bits of cdoth. As the door oj^ened he looked up, and his 
sleepy, indilfereni expression suddenly changed to one of awe and 
even fright. 

“Heavens and earth! The young count!" he cried, as soon as he 
recognized his young master. “How docs this happen, my dear boy?" 

And Prokofi, trembling with emotion, rushed through the door into 
the drawing-room, evidently with the intention of announcing the 



good news; but then, on second thought, he came back and fell on the 
voung master’s neck. 

“All well?” asked Rosiof, drawing away his arm. 

“YesI glory to God, glory to Godl” 

Rostof, entirely forgetting about Denisof, and not wishing anyone 
to announce his arrival, pulled ofl his fur (oal and ran on tiptoe into 
I he great dark drawing-room. Hardly had he entered the room before 
something flew out from one of the adjoining rooms like a tornado, 
hugged him and began to kiss him. Then a second and still a third 
creature came rushing out of a second and third side door; more em- 
braces, more kisses, more exclamations, moie tears of joy. He could 
not tell which was papa, or which was Natasha, or which was Petya. 
All were shouting, talking, and kissing him at one and the same time. 
Suddenly, he discovered that his mother was not among them. 

“And here 1 knew nothing about it . . . Kolya darlingl . . . my 
darlingl” 

“Here he is . . . ours again . . . my darling Kolya! . . . How you 
have changed! . . . There are no lights! bring tea!” 

“New kiss me!” 

“Sweetheait! . . . and me too!” 

Sonya, Natasha, Petya, Anna Mikhailovna, Wra, the old count, all 
were embracing him; and the servants and the maids, crowding into 
the rocjin, were exclaiming and oh-ing and ah-iiig. 

Petya, clinging to his legs, kept crying, “Me too!” 

Natasha, alter having tlirown hci arms aiound him and kissed him 
repeatedly all over his lace, ran behind him, and seizing him by the 
tail of his coat, was jiini]>ing uj) and down like a kid in the same spot, 
and squealing at the toj) ol her voice. 

On all sidc*s of him were eyes gleaming with tears of joy and love 
on all sides were lips ready to be kissed. 

Sonya, red as turkey twdll, also held him by the hand, and, all radiant 
with aflection, gazed into the eyes she had been so longing to see. Sonya 
was now just past sixteen, and was very pretty, especially at this moment 
of joyous, triumphant excitement. She looked at him without droj)ping 
her eyes, smiling, and almost heflding her bieath. He glanced at her 
gratefully, though he was waiting and looking for someone else. The 
old countess had not yet made her appearance. 

And now steps were heard at the doorway— steps so cjuick that they 
could not be his mother's. 

But it was his mother, in a gown he had never seen before, one' that 
had been finished since he was gone. All made w^ay for him, and he 
ran to her. When they met, she fell on his breast, sobbing. She could 
not lift her face, and only pressed it against the cold silver braid of 
his Hungarian coat. Denisof, coming into the room unobserved by 
anyone, stood there also, and as he looked at tfiem, he wiped his eyes. 
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•‘Vasili Denisof, the fwiend oi your son/' said he, introducing himself 
to the count, who looked at him with a questioning expression. 

“I beg your pardon. I know, I know,*' said the count, embracing 
Denisof and kissing him. “Nikolai wrote . . . Natasha, Vera, here is 
Denisof." 

'1 he same happy, enthusiastic faces were turned upon Denisof's 
shaggy figure, and crowded around him. 

“My dear Denisof," screamed Natasha; and forgetting herself in her 
excitement and running to him, she threw her arms around him and 
kissed him. All were abashed at Natasha’s behavior. Denisof blushed, 
but smiled, and taking Natasha’s hand, kissed it. 

The next morning the travelers slept till ten o’clock. 

In the adjoining room there was a confusion of sabers, valises, sabre- 
taches, opened trunks, muddy boots. Two pairs of boots, cleaned and 
with polished spurs, had just been brought up and set along the wall. 
Servants were carrying basins, hot water for shaving, and well-brushed 
clothes. Idierc was an odor ol tobacco and of men. 

“Hcyl Gwishkal bwing my j>ipcl’’ cried Vaska Denisof, in his hoarse 
voice. “Wostol, wousc yoii’selll" 

Rostof, rubl)ing his sleepy eyes, lifted his disheveled head from his 
warm pillow. 

“What is it? Late?" 

“La tel It’s alter ten o’clock," cried Natasha's voice in answer to his 
(juestion, and in the next room was heard the rustling of starched 
dresses and whispering and giggling of the girls. 

“Kolya, come out in your dressing gown!" said Natasha’s voice. 

Rostol hastily put on his shoes and stockings, threw his dressing 
gown over his shoulders, and went out. Natasha had put on one of his 
spurred boots and was just slijq)ing her loot into the other. Sonya, as 
he came in, was whirling around and trying to make a balloon of her 
skirts and then squat down. lioth Avere dressed alike in new blue dresses, 
and were fresh, losy, full of spirits. Sonya ran away, but Natasha, put- 
ting her arm in her brot Iter’s, drew him into the sitting room and the 
two began to talk. Natasha laughed at every word he said and every 
word she said, not bec.uise theie was anything to laugh at but because 
she w^as happy, and htcause she had not the ability to restrain the 
joy that expressed it sell in laughter. 

“No, listen, you are now' a grown-up man, aren’t you? I am awfully 
glad you are my brother!" She touched his mustache. “I want to know 
wdiat you men are likel Are you like us? No?” 

“What made Sonya run aw'ay?" a.skcd Rostof. 

“Oh, that is a w^hole long story! I will tell you why some other time. 
Well, then, I wdll tell you now'. You know that Sonya is my dearest 
friend, such a friend that I have burnt my arm for her sake. Just look 
here!" She turned up her muslin sleeve and show'ed him a red spot on 

184 



her long, thin, delicate arm below the shoulder and considerably above 
ihe elbow, in a place where it would be hidden even by a ball dress. 

“I burnt that spot to prove how much I loved her! I simply heated 
a ruler in the fire and held it therel" 

As he sat in what had formerly been his classroom, on the sofa with 
the cushion on the arms, and gazed into Natasha’s desperately lively 
c\es, Rostof again fell back into that old world of his childhood, of 
his home, which no one besides himself could understand, but which 
appeared to him replete with some of the sweetest joys of life. And the 
burning of the arm with the ruler, for the sake of exhibiting love, 
seemed to him not so senseless; he understood it, and was not surprised. 

“So that was what you did? was that all?” he asked. 

“We are such friends, such friendsi That business of the ruler was 
a mere trifle; but we are to be friends forever. When she loves anyone 
It is forever; but I can’t understand that; 1 lorget right away.” 

“Well, what then?” 

“Well, she loves you just as she does me.” Natasha suddenly blushed. 
"W'ell, you leniember what happened just belore you went away. And 
so she says that you have forgotten all about it— she says: ‘I shall love 
him always, but he must be left to his own free choice.’ That is a fact, 
and isn’t it splendid and noble of her? Now, isn’t it? very noblel Isn’t 
it?” asked Natasha, so seriously and so full of emotion that obviously 
what she said now she had spoken of before, with tears. 

Rostof was lost in thought. 

“1 will not retract the words that 1 have given,” said he. “And, 
besides, Sonya is so charming that anyone would be a fool to refuse 
such happiness.” 

“No, nol” cried Natasha, “she and I have already discussed that. 
We knew you would say so. But it is impossible, because, you under- 
stand, if you say so, ycni will consider yourscll bound by your word; it 
would seem as if she had said this on piupc^sc. It would seem as if you 
had married her under compulsion, and that wouldn’t do at all.” 

Rostof saw that all this had been well decided by them. Sonya had 
struck him the evening before by her beauty. Tcjday, when he had 
just caught a glimpse of her, she seemed to him still prettier. She was 
a charming girl of “sweet sixteen,” evidently passionately in love with 
liiin; that he did not doubt for a single instant. “Why shouldn't I love 
her, and even marry her?” thought Rostof. “But just now there are so 
many pleasures and occupations still before me! . . . Yes, they have 
made a wise decision,” said he to himself, “I must remain free.”' 

“Well, all right,” said he, after their talk. “But how glad 1 am to see 
you!” he added. “Well, and tell me, have you changed toward Boris?” 
asked he. 

“Oh, that’s all nonsense,” cried Natasha, laughing. “I don’t trouble 
myself about him or anyone else, and I dem’t want to hear about it.” 
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“Hear the girJI 'I’hen who is it that you . . . ?“ 

“I?" asked Natasha in her turn, and a smile of happiness spread over 
her face, “have you ever seen Duport?” 

“No.“ 

“Never seen Duport, the famous dancerl Then you can't understand. 
Well, tliat’s what J am going to be!" Natasha picked up her skirt as 
dancers do, and, curving her arms, ran off a few steps, turned around, 
cin a caper, whirled one leg around the other, and standing on the 
very tips o( her toes glided lorward several feet. “See how I can pc^se! 
7'liat’s the way,” saicl she. Rut she did not, could not, keep herself on 
tiploe. “7’hat’s what I’m going to be. 1 am never going to marry 
anyone, but I am going to be a ballet dancerl But don’t you tell 
anyonel" 

Rostof laughed so loud and merrily ihat Denisof in his room really 
envied him. 

When Rosiol met Sonya in the drawing-room, he reddened. He did 
not know how i(j bc'iiave toward her. I'he evening before they had 
kissed each other, in lire first joyful moment of meeting again; but 
today they both lelt that it was impossible to do so; he imagined that 
C’veryone, his mothet and his sisters, was looking inejuisitively at him, 
and wondeiing how he would conduct himself toward her. But their 
eyes met and exptessed lire kisses that were not exchanged. Her glance 
sc'emeci to ask l<jigi\ eiuss lor having, tlirough the mediation of Natasha, 
dared to laanind him of his promise, and thanked him for his love. He, 
witli his glance, in tuin, thanked her lor olTering him his freedom and 
assured Ium that he would never ccxise to love her, since it was impos- 
sible not to love her. 


II 

Tins VF.AR the old count h.ad plenty of money, having mortgaged all 
his possessions, and c onsecjuently Nikolai, who kept his own fast trotter, 
and wore the most stNlish riding tiouseis ol the latest cut, such as had 
never before been seen in Moscow, and likewise the most fashionable 
bools, with very pointed toc's and little silver spurs, could spend his 
time very agreeably. It seemed to him that he had grown to be very 
much a man. Ilis despair at not having been able to pass his exami- 
nation in the catechism, Ins l)C3rrowing of money Irom Gavrilo to pay 
for a hired carriage, his clandestine kisses with Sonya, all came back 
to him as remc'inhrances c3f a childhood from which he was now im- 
measurably separated. Now he was a lieutenant of hussars, in a silver- 
laced jacket, with the cross of St. George, and he could pit his own 
racer against well-known, experienced and respected amateurs. There 
w'as a lady of his acquaintance on the boulevard, with whom he liked to 
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spend his evenings. He took the lead of the mazurka at the Arkharofs*, 
discussed war with Field Marshal Kamiensky, was a habitud of the 
English Club, and was on intimate terms with a colonel of forty years 
to whom Denisof had introduced him. 

Instead of growing nearer to Sonya, he rather drifted away from 
her. She was very pretty and sweet, and was evidently deeply in love 
with him; but he had reached that period of young manhood when 
there seem to be so many things to do that no time is left for this, 
and the young man is afraid of binding himself irrevcKably and learns 
to prize his freedom, since it is necessary to him for other things. When 
he thought of Sonya dining these days of his visit at home, he would 
say to himself: “Eh! thei e are many, many more as good as she is whcmi 
1 have not had a chance to see as yet. 1 shall have time enough whenever 
1 want to engage myself and fall in love, but now 1 will have none of it.“ 

Moreover, it seemed tC3 him that it was somehow derogatory to his 
manhood to spend his time in the society of the ladies. If he went to 
halls and into the society of women, he ])retended that he did so against 
his will. Races, the English Club, junketing with Denisof, and visits 
there, were ejuite a different affair; such things wTre becoming to a gay 
\oung hussar! 

About the middle of March, the edd Count Ilya Rostof was occupied 
w'ith the preparations for a dinner to be given at the English Club in 
honor of Prince Bagration. 

The count in Iiis dressing gown was walking up and down his 
drawing-room, giving orders to the club steward and the famous 
Feoktist, the old coc^k of the English Club, in regard to asparagus, 
fresh cucumbers, strawberries, veal and fish for the dinner to the prince. 
I he cook and steward of the club listened to the count's orders with 
happy faces, because they knew of no easier person for whom to manage 
a dinner costing several thousand rubles, which need not be accounted 
loi ill cletail. 

“Now see here, put esparcette in the turtle soup, esparcette, you 
know.” 

“Must theie be three kinds of cold dishes?" asked the cook. 

Fhe count pondered: “Certainly not less than three— mayonnaise 
salad, one ..." he began to count them on his fingers. 

“Do you wish me to order some large sturgeon?" interrupted the 
steward. 

“What shall we do if there are no good ones? Yes, certainly— I came 
near forgetting. See here, we must have another entree on the table. 
Oh, dear me!" he put his hands to his head. “Now who is going to get 
me flowers? . . . Mitenka! ah! Mitenka— hurry off, Mitenka!" he cried 
to the ovetsecr, wdio came in at his call, “hurry off to our country house 
and tell Maksimka, the gardener, to get up the decorations. Tell him 
to have all the greenhouses stripped anci the flowers sent up, well 
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wrapped in cotton. Let him have two hundred flowerpots here by 
Friday." 

Having given a profusion of various other orders, he was just going 
to the "little countess’ ” room to rest, but remembering some important 
item he turned around, called back the steward and the cook, and 
began to give still further orders. 

Just then in the doorway was heard the light step of a man, and 
the jingling ol spurs, and the young count, handsome, ruddy-faced, 
with dark mustache, came into the room; it was evident that the lazy, 
easygoing life in Moscow agreed with him. 

"All! my dear boy, how my head whirlsl" said the old man, smiling 
at his son wiili a sort of humble expression. “Come now, if you’d only 
help rnel We really must have some more singers. I shall have my own 
orchestra, but what would you think of getting the gypsies? Your 
military men like them." 

"It’s a lact, dear papal I think that Prince Bagration, when he was 
getting ready lor the Battle of Schdngraben, did not make such hard 
work of it as you are doing now," said the young man with a smile. 

I'he old count pretended to be angry: 

"Yes, you talk, just try it yourself!" 

And tlie count tinned to (he cook, who with an intelligent and re- 
spectful face was looking on with friendly and flattering eyes at the 
father and son. 

"That's the way with the young men, hey, Feoktist?" said he. "Always 
making sport of tis old lellows!" 

"That’s so, your excellency, all they want is to have good things to 
eat and drink, but how it’s got and served is no concern c^f theirs." 

" J hat’s it, that’s it." cried the count, and gaily seizing his son’s two 
hands, cried: "Now this is what I want, since I have you. Take the 
sleigh and j)air and hurry oil to Bezukhof’s and tell him your father 
sent to ask for some frc\sh strawberries and pineapples. No one else 
has any. If he himself is not there, mind you, drive to the Razgulyai 
— Ipatka, the coachman, will know the way— and there find Ilyushka 
the gypsy, the one w'ho danced and sang in a white coat at Count 
Orlof’s, yoti remember, and bring him with you to me here." 

"Shall I bring some of the gypsy girls with him too?" asked Nikolai, 
laughing. "There! there!" 

At this moment, wuth noiselc'ss steps, and wuth her indefatigable and 
anxious, and at the same lime, sweet and Christ ian expression, which 
never deserted Iut, Anna Mikhailovna came into the room. In spite 
ol the lact that Anna Mikhailovna every day discovered the count in 
his dressing gown, each time he was much abashed and offered her 
apologies for his costume. 

"No matter, count, my dear," said she, blandly closing her eyes. "I 
myself am going to the Bezukhofs’. Pierre has come, anci now we can 



get anything from his greenhouses. I have been wanting to see him. 
He sent me a letter from Boris. Glory to GodI— Boris is now on the 
staff.” 

The count was delighted to have one part of his commission under- 
taken by Anna Mikhailovna, and bade her make use of the brougham, 

“You tell Bezukhof to come. I will write him a note. How are he 
and his wife getting along?” asked the count. 

Anna Mikhailovna rolled up her eyes, and her face expressed deep 
affliction. 

“Ah, my dearl he’s very unhappy,” said she; “if it is true, what we 
have heard, it is terrible I And could we have dreamed of such a thing, 
when we rejoiced so in his happincssi And such a lofty, heavenly soul 
this young Bezukhof is! Yes, I pity him from the bottom of my heart! 
and I mean to do all in my power to give him consolation.” 

“Tell us, what is it?” asked both the Rostofs, elder and younger. 

Anna Mikhailovna drew a deep sigh. 

“Dolokhof, Marya Ivanovna’s son,” said she, in a mysterious whisper, 
“has, so they say, absolutely compromised her. Pierre introduced him to 
her, took him to his own house in Petersburg, and now . . . she came 
here and that madcap fellow followed her,” said Anna Mikhailovna, 
trying to express her sympathy lor Pierre, but involuntarily, by the 
inflections of her voice and by the half-smile on her face, showing more 
sympathy for the “madcap fellow,” as she called Dolokhof. “They say 
Pierre is broken-hearted about the situation.” 

“Well, then, be sure to tell him to come to the club. It will help to 
distract him. It will be a stunning banquet!” 


Ill 

On the next day, the fifteenth of March, at two o'clock in the after- 
noon, two hundred and fifty members of the English Club and fifty 
guests were assembled to meet their distinguished guest. Prince Bagra- 
tion, the hero of the Austrian campaign. 

Just before the dinner began. Count Rostof presented his son to the 
prince. Bagration, recogni/irig him, mumbled a lew words, awkward 
and incoherent, like everything else that he said that day. Count Rostof 
looked around gleekilly and proudly while Bagration was talking to 
his son. 

Pierre sat opposite Dolokhof and Nikolai Rostof. He ate much and 
greedily, and, as usual, drank much. But those who knew him inti- 
mately observed that day that a great change had come over him. He 
said nothing all dining dinner; scowling and frowning, he looked 
about him, or, with downcast eyes and a look of absolute abstraction, 
picked at his nose with his finger. His face was gloomy and dismal. 



Apparently he did not see or hear anything going on around him, and 
was absorbed in some disagreeable and unsolvable problem. 

This unsolvable problem that tormented him was caused by the 
hints ol the princess in Moscow in regard to Dolokhof’s intimacy with 
his wife, and by an anonymous letter received that very morning, 
wherein it was said, in that dastardly mocking lone characteristic of 
anonymous letters, that his spectacles did him very little good, and 
that Jiis wile’s disgraceful intimacy with Dolokhof was a secret to him 
alone. Pieire resolutely refused to heed the princess’ insinuations or 
the lettet, but it was terrible for him to look now at Dolokhof, sitting 
opposite him. Kvery time his glance fell accidentally upon Dolokhof's 
handsome, ins(jlent eyes, he was conscious of something terrible and 
ugly arising in his soul, and he would (piirkly turn away. Involuntarily 
remembering all his wile’s past, and her behavior toward Dolokhof, 
Pierre saw dearly that what was expressed so brutally in the letter 
might very well be true; might, at least, seem true, if it did not concern 
his wile! Pierre could nert help recallrng how Dolokbol, on being 
restored to his rank aftca* thc‘ campaign, had returrred to Petersburg 
arrd (oine to him. 'I’aking advantage of the friendship arising from 
their frrrrner sprees together, Dolokbol had come straight to his house, 
arrd Pierre hael takear him irr anel lent him money. Pierre remembered 
how llele rre, with her set smile, had expressed her discontent at having 
Dederkhof living under their root: and how Dolokhof had cynically 
jUMiseel his wile’’s beauty to him, and how, Iremi that time forth until 
his coming to Moscow, he had not budged from their house. 

“\’es, he is very handsome,” thought Pierre, ”1 kmm him. In his 
estimatiem it woulel he admirable sport to besmirch my name and 
ridieule irre, just for tiie very reason that I was doing so much for him, 
and taking care erl him anel Ireljring him. 1 knenv, 1 unelerstaird, what 
spice it would adel in Iris estimation to his villainy, il this were true! 
\cs, ii it were true; but I don’t believe il! I have no right to believe 
it, and I caniroi!” 

He re'inembeied the expression DoleAlrof's face had borne at times 
when he was engage'd in his acts of deviltry, as for instance when they 
had lied the jrolieemair ter lire bear and Hung them into the river, or 
when, without any provoeatiem, he had challenged men to fight duels, 
or shot the posi-di i\ c'r’s hor se dead with Iris pisted. This expression 
he had often noticed lately on Dolokhof’s face. 

he’s a hullv,” said Pieire to himscJl; ‘‘he would iliink nothing 
of killing a man: it is essential ioi him to think c\eryone is afraid of 
him; this must be jdeasaiit to him. He must think I am afraid of him. 
And in fact I am alraid ol him,” thouglit Pierre, and again at these 
suggestions the horrible and ugly somcthiTig arose in his mind. 

Dolokhof. Denisc^l. and Rostof were still silting ojipositc Pierre, and 
seemed to be \ery lively. Rostof was gayly chatting with his two friends, 
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one of whom was a clever hussar, the other a well-known bully and 
madcap, and occasionally he glanced rather mockingly at Pierre, who 
had impressed him by the concentrated, abstracted and stolid expres- 
sion of his countenance. Rostof looked at Pierre with a malevolent 
expression, in the first place because Pierre, in tlie eyes of a hussar 
like him, was merely a millionaire civilian, the husband of a pretty 
woman, and moreover was a baba—Rn old woman! in the second place, 
because Pierre, in his abstracted state of mind, did not recognize Rostof 
or return his bow. Wlien they stood up to drink the toast to the em- 
peror, Pierre was so lost in his thoughts that he forgot to get up with 
the others, and did not lift his wineglass. 

“What’s the matter with you?” shouted Rostof, his eyes flashing with 
righteous indignation as he looked at him. “Why don’t you pay atten- 
tion? the health of our sovereign, the emperor!’’ 

Pierre, with a sigh, humbly got to his feet, drained his glass, and 
then, after they had all sat down, he turned to Rostof with his good- 
natured smile: “Ah! I did not recognize you,’’ said he. 

But Rostof was engaged in shouting “Hurrah!” so that this was lost 
on him. “Aren’t you going to renew the acquaintance?” asked Dolokhof 
of Rostof. 

“Curse the fool!” 

“One must cawess a pwetty woman’s husband,” said Denisof. Pierre 
did not catch what was said, but he knew that they were talking about 
him. He reddened, and turned away. 

“Well, now to the health of the pretty women!” said Dolokhof, and 
with a serious expression, though a smile lurked in the corners of his 
mouth, he lifted his glass to Pierre. “To the health of the pretty women, 
dear Pierre, and— their lovers!” he added. 

Pierre, dropping his eyes, sipped his wine, without looking at 
Dolokhof or making any reply. 

A lackey who was distributing copies of Kutuzof’s cantata handed 
one to Pierre as one of the more distinguished guests. Pierre was going 
to take it, but Dolokhof leaned over, snatched the sheet from his hand, 
and began to read it. Pierre stared at Dolokhof; his pupils contracted; 
that terrible and ugly something that had been tormenting him all 
during dinner now arose in him and overmastered him. He leaned his 
heavy frame across the table. 

“Don’t you dare take it!” he cried. 

Nesvitsky and his right-hand neighbor, hearing Pierre speak in such 
a tone of voice and seeing whom he was dealing with, were filled with 
alarm and hastily tried to calm him. 

“That’s enough!” . . . “Be careful!” . . . “Think what you’re 
doing!” whispered anxious voices. 

Dolokhof stared at Pierre with his bright, merry, insolent eyes, and 
with that smile of his that seemed to say, “This is what 1 like.” 



“I will not give it back," he said, measuring his words. 

Pale, with twitching lips, Pierre snatched back the sheet of paper. 
•*You . . . you . . . blackguard! ... I will call you to account for 
this!" he cried, and pushing away his chair, rose from the table. At 
the very instant that he did this and pronounced these words, Pierre 
felt that the prol)lcrn of his wife's guilt, which had been torturing him 
for the past tweniy-foiir hours, was finally and definitely settled beyond 
a perativenture. He hated her, and the breach between them was 
widened irrev()(ably. 

In spite (jf Deiiisol’s urgency that Rostof should not get mixed up 
in this affair, Rostol consented to act as Dolokhof’s second, and after 
dinner he arranged with Nesvitsky, Bezukhofs second, the conditions 
of the duel. Pieiie went home, and Rostof, together with Denisof and 
Dolokhol, stayed at the club till late, listening to the gypsies and the 
singers. 

"Well, then, till lomoirow, at Sokolniki," said Dolokhof, taking his 
leave ol Rostof on the club steps. 

"v\n(l you are confident?" asked Rostof. 

Dolokhof paused. 

"Now, see here, 1 will give you in two words the whole secret of 
dueling. If you are going to fight a duel, and write your will and 
affectionate letters to your father and mother, if you get it into your 
liead that you ate going to be killed, then you are an idiot, and deserve 
to fall; but if you go with firm intention to kill him as quickly and 
certainly as you can, then yon are all right, as our Kostroma bear driver 
told me. ‘How can you helfi being afraid ol the beat?' says he; ‘yes, but 
when you ome .see him, \our only fear is that he will get away.' Well, 
that's lh(‘ way it is with me! Till tomorrow, my friend!" 

Next morning at eiglit o’clock, Pierre and Nesvitsky drove to the 
woods ol Sokolniki and found there Dolokhof, Denisof and Rostof 
waiting for them. Pierre had the aspect of a man entirely absorbed in 
his reflections and absolutely unaware of the affair before him. His 
countenance was haggard and yellow. He had evidently not slept the 
night before. He glanced around him vaguely and frowned as if he 
were blinded by the bright sun. Two considerations exclusively occu- 
pied him: his wife's guilt, of which, after his sleepless night, he had 
no longer the slightest doubt; and the innocence of Dolokhof, who had 
no reason to guard the honor of a stranger. 

"Maybe 1 w’ould have done the same thing if I had been in his place," 
said Pierre to himself; "1 am perfectly certain that I would; why then 
this duel, this hennicide? Either 1 shall kill him, or he will put a bullet 
through my head, in iny dhow, or my knee. Can't I get out of it 
soinehcnv, run away, hide mvself .somewhere?" 

This thought came into his mind. But at the very instant that these 
suggestions were offering themselves to him, he, with his usual calm 
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and absent-minded expression, which aroused the respect of those who 
saw him, was asking it all were ready and they would begin soon. 

When all had been arranged, and the swords stuck upright in the 
snow to mark the limits for them to advance, and the pistols loaded, 
Nesvitsky went up to Pierre. 

“I should not be doing my duty, count," said he, in a faltering voice, 
“or be worthy of the confidence and honor you confide in me at this 
moment, this most serious moment, if I did not tell you the whole 
truth. I consider that this affair has not sufficient reason, and does 
not warrant the shedding of blood. You were in the wrong, absolutely, 
you were in a passion ..." 

“Oh, yes, it was horribly foolish," said Pierre. 

“Then allow me to offer your regrets, and 1 am sure that your op- 
ponent will be satisfied to accept your apologies," said Nesvitsky, who, 
like the other participants, and like all men in similar affairs, did not 
believe even now that it would actually come to a duel. “You know, 
count, that it is far more noble to acknowledge one’s fault than to carry 
an affair to its irrevocable consequences. The insult was not wholly 
on one side. Let me confer." 

“Nol there’s nothing to be said about it," said Pierre. “It’s all the 
same to me. ... Is everything ready?" he asked. “Only tell me where 
I am to stand and where to fire," he added, with an unnaturally sweet 
smile. He took the pistol and began to ask about the working of the 
trigger, for he had never before held a pistol in his hands, though he 
was unwilling to confess it. “Oh, yes, that’s the way ... I know . . . 
I had only forgotten," said he. 

“No apologies, decidedly not," said Dolokhol to Denisof, who also 
on the other side proposed to effect a reconciliation, and he also went 
to the designated place. 

The place selected lor the duel was a small clearing in the fir woods, 
covered with what remained of the snow after the recent thaw, and 
about eighty paces from the road where the sledges had been left. The 
opponents stood about forty paces apart on the border of the clearing. 
The seconds, while measuring off the distance, had trampled down 
the deep, wet snow between the place where they stood and Nesvitsky’s 
and Denisors sabers, stuck upright ten paces apart to make the bounds. 
It was thawing, and the mist spread around; nothing could be seen 
forty paces away. For three minutes all had been ready, and still they 
hesitated about beginning; no one spoke. 

"Well, begin," said Dolokhof. 

“All right," said Pierre, still smiling as before. 

It was a solemn moment. It was evident that the affair, which at 
first had been so trivial, could no longer be averted, but was now bound 
to take its course to the very end, irrespective of the will of the men. 
Denisof first went forward to the barrier and announced: 



“As the adve’sewics have wefused to agwee, we may pwoceed. Take 
youah pistols, and at the word thwee, advance and fiah.” 

“Uh— one!— twol—lhwce!" cried Dcnisof sternly, and stepped to one 
side. I'he two men advanced along the trodden path, coming closer and 
closer, their faces growing more and more distinct to each other in the 
fog. The antagonists had the right to fire at any moment before reach- 
ing the barrier. Dolokhof advanced slowly, not raising his pistol, but 
fastening his bright, glittering blue eyes on his opponent’s face. His 
lips as usual wore what seemed like a smile. 

“So it seems I can fire when I please,’’ said Pierre to himself, and 
at the word “three” he advanced with quirk strides, leaving the beaten 
path and pushing through the untrodden snow. He held the pistol in 
iiis right hand, out at arm’s length, apparently alraid of killing himself 
with it. Ilis left hand he strenuously kept behind his back because he 
felt such a stiong desire to support his right arm with it, which he 
knew was out of the question. 

Alter he had gone six steps and had left the trodden path, he looked 
down at his leet, then gave a cjuick glance at Dolokhof, and, pulling 
the trigger as he had been told to do, fired. Not anticipating such a 
loud report, Pierre juinjted, and then, smiling at his own sensations, 
stood slock still. 1 lie smoke, made heavier by the misty atmosphere, 
prevented liim from seeing anything at first; but there was no second 
report, as he had expected. All he could hear was Dolokhof’s hasty 
steps, and then his form loomed up through the smoke. He was holding 
one hand to his left side; with the other he clutched tlie pistol, which 
he did not laise. His face was pale. Rostol liad rushed up to him, and 
was saying something. 

“N . . . no,” hiss(‘d Dolcrkhof through his teeth. “No, I’m not done 
yet,” and, making a lew tottering, staggering steps toward the saber, 
he fell on the snow, near it. His lelt arm was cewered with blood. He 
wiped it on his coal and supported himself with it. His face was pale 
and contracted, and a sjiasm passed over it. 

“1 beg of you ...” began Dolokhof, but he could not speak coher- 
ently. “Please ...” said he, with difficulty. 

Pierre, hardly restraining his sobs, started to run to Dolokhof and 
was just crossing the line when Dolokhof cried, “Stop at the barrier;” 
and Pierre, realizing wliat he meant, paused near the saber. They were 
only ten paces apart. Dolokhol lieni his head over to the snoAv, greedily 
ate a mouthful, lifted his head again, straightened himself up, tried to 
get to his feet, and sat clown, in his effort to recover his ec|uilibrium. 
He swallowed the icy snow and sucked it; his lips twitched; but he 
still smilcti, and his eyes gleamed with concentrated hatred as he tried 
to collect his failing strength. He raised the pistol and tried to aim. 

“Stand sidewise; protect yourself from the pistol,” cried Nesvitsky. 
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‘Twotect you’sclf,” instinctively cried Denisof, though he was the 
other's second. 

Pierre, with his sweet smile of compassion and regret, helplessly 
dropping his arms and spreading his legs, stood with his broad chest 
exposed directly to Dolokhof, and looking at him mournfully. Denisof, 
Rost of, and Nesvitsky shut their eyes. 

They heard the report, and simultaneously Dolokhof’s wrathful cry. 

“MissedI” cried Dolokhof, and lay back feebly on the snow, face 
down. Pierre clutched his temples, and turning back, went into the 
woods, trampling down the virgin snow and muttering incoherent 
words. 

“Follyl Folly! Death! Lies!" he kept repeating, with scowling brows. 
Nesvitsky called him back and took him home. 

Rostof and Denisof lifted the wounded Dolokhof. They put him in 
the sleigh, where he lay with closed eyes and without speaking or 
making any reply to their questions; but wlien they reached Moscow, 
he suddenly roused himself, and, with difficulty raising his head, seized 
the hand of Rostof, who was sitting next him. Rostof was struck 
by the absolutely changed and unexpectedly softened expression of 
Dolokhof’s face. 

"Well? How do you feel now?" asked Rostof. 

"Wretched; but that is no matter. My dear," said Dolokhof, in a 
broken voice, "where are wc? We are in Moscow, 1 know it. It's no 
matter about me, but I have killed her, killed her; she won’t get over 
this. She won’t survive." 

"Who?" asked Rostof. 

"My mother. My mother, my good angel, my adored angel, my 
mother," and Dolokhof burst into tears, pressing Rostof’s hand. When 
he had grown a little calmer, he explained to Rostof that he lived 
with his mother, and that if his mother should see him dying, she would 
not survive it. He begged Rostoi to go and break the news to her. 

Rostof rode on ahead to attend to this, and to his great surprise 
discovered that Dolokhot, this insolent fellow, this bully Dolokhof, 
lived with his old mother and a hunchbacked sister, and was a most 
affectionate son and brother. 


IV 

Pierre had rarely of late seen his wife alone. Both in Petersburg and 
in Moscow their house was constantly full of company. On the night 
following the duel he did not go to his bedroom, but, as was often 
the case, stayed in the vast room where his father. Count Bezukhof> 
had died. 
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He stretched himself out on the sofa with the idea of forgetting all 
that had taken place; but this he couldn't do. Such a tornado of 
thoughts, feelings, recollections, suddenly arose in his mind that he 
not only could not sleep, but could not keep still; and he was compelled 
to spring up from the sofa and walk the room with rapid strides. Now 
she seemed to come up before him as she was during the first few weeks 
after their marriage, with her bare slioulders and her languid, pas- 
sionate eyes; and then immediately he would see Dolokhof by her 
side— Dolokhof, with his handsome, impudent, mocking face, as he 
had seen it at the baiupiet, and then the same face, pale, convulsed, 
and agoni/ed, as it had been when he reeled and fell on the snow. 

“What was it?" he asked himself. “I have killed her paramourl yes, 
I have kilh d my wife’s paramour. Yes, that was it. Why? How did it 
come to this?” 

“Because you married her,” replied an inward voice. 

“But wherein was I to blame?” he asked again. 

“Because you married her without loving her; because you deceived 
yourself and her.” 

And then he vividly recalled the moment after the dinner at Prince 
Vasili's, when he had murmured those words, “I love you,” that had 
tome with so much difliculty. 

“It was all Irom that. Even then I felt,” said he to himself, “even 
then I felt that this was wrong, that 1 had no right to do it, and so it 
has proved.” 

He recalled their honeymoon, and reddened at the recollection. 
Extraordinal ily vivid, humiliating, and shameful was the recollection 
of how one time, shortly alter their marriage, he had gone in his silk 
dressing gown, at noon, Irom his bc‘droom to his library, and found 
there his head overseei , who, with an obsec|uious bow, glanced at 
Pierre’s fac e and at his diessing gown, w^hile a shadow of a smile passed 
over his fac(’, as il he thereby cxpiesscd his humble sympathy in the 
happine.ss of his master. 

“And yc*t how maiiv times I have been proud of her, proud of her 
inajc'stic beauty, ol her social tact,” he went on thinking, “proud ol 
iny house, when she received all PctcTsburg, proud of her inaccessi- 
bility and radiance, ^'es, how proud I was of it all I then 1 thought that 
I did not understand her. How often, when pondering over her char- 
acter, I said to nnsell that I was to blame, that I did not understand 
her, did not understand her habitual repose, self-satisfaction, and lack 
of all interests and ambition, and now I have found the answer in that 
terrible expression: she is a lewd woman. Now I have said to myself 
that terrible woicl, all has become dear! 

“Anatol came to her to borrow some money, and kissed her on her 
naked shoulder. She did not let him have the money, but she was 
willing for him to kiss her. Hc^r father, in jest, tried to make her jealous, 



and she, with her calm smile, replied that she was not so stupid as to 
be jealous: ‘Let him do as he pleases,’ said she about me. I asked her 
once if she saw no signs of approaching maternity. She laughed scorn- 
fully and replied that she was not such a fool as to want children, and 
that I should never get any children by her." 

Then he recalled the coarseness and frankness of her thoughts, the 
vulgarity of the expressions that came natural to her, in spite of her 
education in the highest aristocratic circles. "I am no such fool," "Go 
try it on yourself," "Go take a walk," and similar slang she was fond 
of using. 

Pierre, witnessing her success in the eyes of old and young, men and 
women, had often found it hard to understand why lie did not love her. 

"Yes, and I have never really loved her," said Pierre to himself. "I 
knew that she was a lewd woman," he kept repeating to himself, "but 
I did not dare to acknowledge it to myself. And now there is Dolokhof 
sitting in the snow and trying to smile, and dying maybe, and respond- 
ing to my repentance with pretended bravadol" 

Pierre was a man who, notwithstanding his affectionate nature, which 
some would call weakness of character, would never seek a cc^nfidant for 
his troubles. He worked out his sufferings by himself. 

"She is to blame, the only one to blame for all," said he to himself. 
"But what was back of that? That 1 married her, that I said to her ‘I 
love you,’ which was a lie, and even worse than a lie," said he to himself. 
"I am to blame and must suffer . . . what? The besmirching of my 
name? the unhappiness of my life? eh! that's all nonsense," he con- 
tinued, "the disgrace to my name and honor, all that is conditional, 
absolutely independent of me." 

At night he summoned his valet and ordered him to pack up in 
readiness to go to Petersburg. He could not imagine himself having 
anything more to say to her. He had decided to take an early departure 
the next day, leaving her a letter in which he should explain his inten- 
tion of living apart from her forevermore. 

The next morning, when the valet, bringing him his coffee, came 
into the room, Pierre w^as lying cm an ottoman asleep, with an open 
book in his hand. 

He aroused himself and looked around for some time with a startled 
expression, wholly unable to understand where he was. 

"The countess commanded me to ask if your excellency were at 
home," said the valet. 

But before Pierre had time to decide what answer to give, the 
countess herself, in a morning gown of white satin embroidered in 
silver, and her hair dressed in the simplest style— two cncmrnously long 
biaicls wound twice, en diademr, around her graceful head— came into 
the room calmly and majestically; only on her marble forehead, which 
was a little too prominent, there w^as a deep frown of fury. With com- 
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plete self-restraint, she did not say a word in the valet's presence. She 
had heard of the duel and had come to speak about it. She waited 
until the valet had set down the coffee and left the room. Pierre looked 
at her timidly over his spectacles, and, like a hare surrounded by dogs, 
which lays back its ears and crouches motionless before its enemies, so 
he also pretended to take up his reading again; but he was conscious 
that this was a senseless and impossible thing to do, and again he 
looked at her. She did not sit down, but with a scornful smile stared 
at him, waiting until the valet should be out of the room. 

“Well, now, what’s this latest? What have you been doing? I demand 
an answer 1“ said she, sternly. 

“1 . . . what have 1 . . . ?’’ stammered Pierre. 

“Playing the hero, hey? Come now, answer me; what about this duel? 
What did you mean to imply by it? What? 1 demand an answer!” 

Pierre turned heavily on the sola, opened his mouth, but could not 
make a sound. 

“If you won’t answer, tlien I will tell you,” continued Helene. “You 
believe evciylhing that is told you: you were told,” Helene laughed, 
“that Dolokhol was my lover,” said she in French, with her uncom- 
))r(musing, explicit manner of sj)cech, pronouncing the word amant 
like any oilier word. “And you believed it! And what have you proved 
by it? What have you jjroved by this duel? I'hat you are a fool! And 
that's what evervone (alls you! What will be the result of it? This!— 
that you have made me the laughingstock of all Moscow; this! that 
everyone will say that you, while in a drunken fit, and not knowing 
what y(ju were about, (hallenged a man of whom you wxre jealous 
without any reason”— Helene kept raising her voice and growing more 
and more excited— “a man superior to you in every sense of the 
word ...” 

“Hm . . . hm,” bellowed Pierre, scowling, but not looking at her 
or stiiring. 

“And why did vou belicwe he was my lover? Why w\as it? Because 
1 liked his s(Kiei>? It )ou had been brighter and more agreeable, I 
would have jirelerred souis.” 

“Do not speak to me, I beg you,” wdiispered Pierre, hoarsely. 

“Why shouldn’t J sj^eak to )(m? I have a right to speak, and J tell 
you up and dcnvii iliat it's laie to find a wamian wdth a husband like 
you who doesn’t (onsole hersell with lovers, and that is a thing I 
haven’t done,” said she. 

Pierre started to s.iv something, looked at her wdth strange eyes whose 
expression she could not uiideistand, and again threw himself back. 
At that moment he was sutlering pinsical pain; his chest was oppressed, 
and he (a>uld not breathe. He knew that he had to do something to 
put an end to his torment, but what he wanted to do was too horrible. 

“We had better part,” he exclaimed in a broken voice. 



“By all means, part, provided only you give me enough,” said Helene. 
“Parti That's nothing to scare onel” 

Pierre sprang from the sofa and staggered toward her. 

“I will kill you I” he cried, and seizing from the table a marble slab, 
with a force he had never before possessed, rushed toward her bran- 
dishing it in the air. 

Helene’s face was filled w'ith horror; she screamed and sprang away 
from him. His father’s nature suddenly became manifest in him. Pierre 
experienced the rapture and fascination of frenzy. He flung down the 
marble, breaking it in fragments, and with raised arms flew at her 
crying, “Awayl” with such a teirible voice that it rang through the 
whole house and filled everyone with horror. God knows what Pierre 
would have done at that moment if Helene had not escaped from 
the room. 

At the end of a week, Pierre had given to his wife power of attorney 
lor the contrefl of all his Great Russian possessions, which amounted 
to a large half of his property, and returned alone to Petersburg. 


V 

Two MONTHS had elapsed since news of the Battle of Austerlitz and 
the death of Prince Andrei had been received at Lisiya Gori, and in 
spite of all the letters sent through the diplomatic service, and all 
inc|uiries, his body had not been recovered and his name was not on 
the list of prisoners. A week after the receij>t of the newspapers which 
inlormed the old prince of the Battle of Austerlitz, a letter came from 
Kutuzol, who annc:)unced the late that had befallen his son. 

“Your son,” wrote Kutuzof, “fell belore niy eyes at the head of his 
regiment with the standard in his hands, like a hero worthy of his 
lather and his fatherland. To the universal regret of all the army, 
including myself, it is as yet uncertain whether he is alive or dead. I 
comfort mysell wdth the hope that your son is still alive, for, in the 
contrary case, he would certainly have been mentioned among the 
officers found on the field of battle, the list of whom was brought me 
under flag of truce.” 

Receiving this news late in the afternoon when he was alone in his 
study, the old prince as usual went the next day to take his morning 
promenade, but he had nothing to say to the overseer, the gardener, 
or the architect, and though his countenance was lowering, there was 
no outbreak of wrath. 

When, at the accustomed time. Princess Maria went to him, he was 
standing at his bench and driving his lathe, but he did not glance up 
at her as usual when she entered the rcjom. 

“Ahl Princess Maria,” suddenly said he, in an unnatural tone, and 
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threw down his chisel. The wheel continued to revolve from the im- 
petus Princess Maria long remembered this dying whir of the wheel,, 
which was associated for her with what followed. Princess Maria ap- 
proached him and looked into his face, and suddenly something seemed 
to tug at her heartstrings. Her eyes ceased to see clearly. By her father’s 
face, which was not sorrowful or downcast, but wrathful and working 
unnaturally, she saw that now, now some terrible misfortune was 
threatening to overwhelm her, a misfortune worse than any in life, 
moie inej)aral)le and incomprehensible, such a misfortune as she had 
never yet (‘xperienced— the death of one she loved. 

’’Father! Andrei!” said the princess, and she who was ordinarily so 
clumsy and awkward became endowed with such inexpressible charm 
of grief and self-forgetlulness that her father could not endure her 
glarue, and, with a sob, turned away. 

“I have had news. He’s not among the prisoners, he’s not on the list 
ol the dead. Kutu/.ol has written me,” he cried in a shrill voice, as if 
he desired by this cry to drive the princess away. “He is killed!” 

I'he princess did not fall; she did not even feel faint. She was pale 
to begin with, lurt when she heard these words her lace altered and 
a light seemed to gleam in her beautiful lustrous eyes. Something like 
joy, a super human jery independeirt of the sorrows and joys of this 
world, look the place of the violent grief that filled her heart. She 
forgot all her fear of her father and went up to him, took him by 
the hand, drew him to her, and threw her arm around his thin, sinewy 
neck. 

“Father!” said she, “do not turn away from me; let us weep together!” 

“Villains! Scoundrels!” cried the old man, averting his face from 
her. “lo destroy the aiiiry, to destroy men! What for? Go, go and 
tell Lisa.” 

I he princess lell back feebly in the armchair near her father, and 
burst into tears. She could now see her brother as he looked at the 
moment w'hen he bade her and Lisa farewell, with his affectionate anti 
at the sanre tinre rather haughty face. She could see him as he tenderly 
and yet scornfully hung the medallion round his neck. Flad he come 
to believe? Had he rTpenied ol his unbelief? Was he yonder now, 
yonder in the mansions ol eternal calm and bliss? These were the 
tjuestions that filled her thoughts. 

hather, tell me herw it happened?” said she, through her tears. 

Go, go; he was killed in that defeat where the best men of Russia 
and Russian glory were led out to saciifice. Go, Princess Maria. Go 
and tell Idsa. J wdll follow.” 

When Princess Maria lelt her father, she found the little princess 
silling at her work wdtli that expression ol inward calm and happiness* 
peculiar to w’omen in her condition. She looked up as her sister-in-law 
came in. It was evident that her eyes did not see Princess Maria, but 
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rather were profoundly searching into the tremendous and blessed 
mystery that was taking place within her. 

“Maria/' said she, turning from her embroidery frame and leaning 
hack, “let me have your hand." 

She took the princess’ hand and laid it just below her heart. Her 
eyes smiled with anticipation; the short, downy lip was raised in a 
happy, childlike smile. 

Several times in the course of the morning Princess Maria attempted 
to break the news to her sister-in-law, and each time she had to weep. 
These tears, the cause for wliich the little princess could not under- 
stand, alarmed her, unobservant as her nature was. Before dinner the 
old prince came into her room and went right out again without saying 
a word; she was always afraid of him, but now his face was so disturbed 
and stern that she gazed at Princess Maria, then fell into a brown study, 
with her eyes, as it were, turned inward with that expression so charac- 
teristic of pregnant women, and suddenly burst into tears. 

“Have you heard anything from Andrei?” she asked. 

“Nothing,” replied Princess Maria, letting her lustrous eyes rest un- 
flinchingly on her sister-in-law. 

She had made up her mind not to tell her, and had persuaded her 
father to conceal the terrible tidings from her until her confinement, 
which was due before many days. Princess Maria and the old prince, 
each according to his own nature, bore and hid their grief. 7'he old 
prince was not willing to indulge in hopes; he had made up his mind 
that Prince Andrei was killed, and, although he sent an official to 
Austria to make diligent search for traces of his son, he commanded 
him to order in Moscow a gravestone to be erected in his garden, and 
he told everyone that his son was dead. He himself aged rapidly; he 
still carried out the rigorous routine ol his life, but his strength failed 
him; he took shorter walks, ate less, slept less, and each day grew 
weakei. Princess Maria still hoped. She prayed for her brother as 
if he were alive, and all the time was on the lookout for news of his 
return. 


VI 

It was one of those March nights when winter seems determined to 
leturn and scatters with rage and despair the last snows and gusts of 
wind. A relay of horses had been sent along the highway to m'ect the 
German doctor Irom Moscow, wdio was expected momentarily, and 
horsemen with lanterns were sent out to the junction of the crossroad 
to guide him safely through the pitfalls and watery hollows. 

Princess Maria was sitting in perfect silence, with her lustrous eyes 
lastcncd on her old nurse’s wrinkled face, every line of which she knew 
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so well; on the little tuft of ffray hair that had escaped from under her 
kerchief and on the loose flesh hanging under her chin. 

Nyanya Savishna, with her unfinished stocking in her hand, was 
telling in a low voice, without heeding her own words, the story that 
she had told a Jiundred times about the late princess, and how she had 
been delivered of Princess Maria in Kishenef, with an old Moldavian 
peasant woman lor a midwite. 

“God is merciful : doctors are never needed," she was saying. 

Suddenly a gust of wind bear violently against the window frame (it 
was always a whim of the princess to have the double windows taken 
off from at least one of the windows in cacli room as soon as the larks 
made their appearance) and burst the carelessly pushed bolt, while a 
draft ol cold air laden with snow shook the silken curtains and snuffed 
the light. 'I he princ(\ss shiidderecL I'he old nurse, laying down her 
stocking, went to the window and. leaning out, tried to shut it again. 
T he (old wind fluttered the ends of her kerchief and the gray locks of 
her (lislu veled hair. » 

“Pi i IK ess! someone’s coming up the drive," cried she, getting hold of 
the window, but not closing it, “with lanterns! It must be the doctor!" 

“Ah! gloiy to Ciod!" exclaimed Princess Maria. “1 must go and meet 
him: he won’t be able to sjreak Russian." 

Princess Maria wrapped her shawl around her and hastened down 
to meet the newcomer. A voice that struck her as strangely familiar 
was saying sometliing. 

“'Thank (iod™" said the voice, “and my father?" 

“lie has gone to bed," replied the voice of Demyan, the steward, 
who had bv this time come down. 

“It is Aiuhei!" said the princess to herself. “No, it cannot be! It 
would be loo exti aoi dinar y," she thought, and at the very moment 
this thought cu e in red to her, on the landing where stood the servant 
with the (. indie, appeared Prince Andrei’s form, enveloped in a fur 
coat, the collar all powdered with snow. Yes, it was he; but pale and 
thin, and with an alteicd and stiangcly gentle but anxic^us expression. 
He ran up the stairs and clasjxd his sister in his arms. 

‘Aon didn’t receive my letter ?” he asked, and not waiting for her 
reply, which, indeed, he would not liave heard, for the princess was 
too inc)\ed ter speak, he turned back, and joined by the obstetrician, 
who had come with him (he had overtaken him at the last post station), 
with hasty steps flew up the stairs again and again embraced his sister. 

“What luck!" he tried, “dear Maria!" and flinging off his coat and 
boots, he weirt to his Avife’s room. 

The little princess, in a white cap, was lying on the pillcrws. (For 
the moment she was a little easier.) Her dark locks fell in disorder 
over her flushed cheeks, wet with perspiration; her rosy, fascinating 
mouth, with its downy upper lip, was open, and she wore a smile of joy. 
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Prince Andrei went into the room and paused in front of her, at 
the fool of the couch on which she lay. Her brilliant eyes, looking at 
him with childish trepidation and anxiety, rested on him without 
change of expression. I love you all; I haven't done anyone any harm; 
why must I suffer so? Help me! her expression seemed to say. 

She saw her husband, but seemed to have no coiiipreherision of the 
significance of his appearance just at this moment. 

Prince Andrei went round to the side of the sofa and kissed her on 
the forehead. 

“My darling heart— my love,*' he said. He had never called her by 
this endearing term before. “God is merciful . . . “ 

She looked at him with a questioning, childishly offended expression. 

I expected help from you, and none comes, none comes! her eyes 
seemed to say. She was not surprised at his coming; she did not even 
realize that he had come. His appearance had nothing to do with her 
agony and the assuagement of it. 

The obstetrician entered the room. Prince Andrei went out, and 
meeting his sister he again joined her. They began to talk in a whisper, 
but the conversation was constantly interrupted by silences. They kept 
waiting and listening. 

“Come, my Iriend,’' said Princess Maria. 

He began to pace up and down the room. The cries had ceased; a 
few seconds more passed, when suddenly a terrible scream— it could 
not be his wife’s, she could not shriek like that— rang through the next 
room. Prince Andrei hastened to the door; this cry ceased; a baby's 
wailing was heard. 

“What have they brought a baby in there for?" was Prince Andrei's 
query at first. “A baby? What baby? . . . Why a baby there? ... Or 
can my baby have been born?" 

ITen he suddenly realized all the joyful significance of this cry; tears 
choked him, and leaning both his elbows on the window seat, he wept 
and sobbed as children weep. 

7Te door opened. The doctor, with his shirt sleeves rolled up, with- 
out his coat, pale, and with trembling jaw, came from the room. Prince 
Andrei went to him, but the doctor looked at him with a strange 
expression of contusion, and without saying a word passed by him. 
A woman came running out, but, when she saw Prince Andrei, stopped 
short on the threshold. He went into his wife's room. 

She was dead, lying in the same position in which he had seen her 
five minutes before, and notwithstanding the fixiiy of her eyes and 
the pallor of her checks, that (harming little childish face, with the 
lip .shaded with dark hairs, wore the same expression as before. 

I love you all, and I have done no one any harm, and what have 
you done to me? said her lovely face, pitifully pale in death. In the 
corner of the room a small red object was screaming and wailing. 
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Two hours later Prince Andrei, with noiseless steps, went to his 
father's study. I'he old prince had already been informed of everything. 
He was standing near the door, and as soon as it was thrown open, the 
old man, without speaking, flung his rough, aged hands around his 
son’s neck and held liim as in a vise and sobbed like a child. 

I’lirce days later the little princess was buried and Prince Andrei 
went up the stejjs to the coffin to take his last farewell. And there also 
in the coffin lay the same face, though with closed eyes. 

Ah, what have you done to me? it all seemed to say. Prince Andrei 
felt that his heartstrings were torn within him, that he had done a 
wrong that could never be repaired or forgotten. He could not weep. 
The old prince also came and kissed her waxen hand, placidly folded 
on her hi east, and to liim her lace seemed to say: Ah! and why have 
you done this to me? And the old man, after looking into her face, 
abruptly turned away. 

Then, five days later, they christened the baby Prince Nikolai 
Andreyitch. 'I’he wet nurse held up the swaddling clothes against her 
chin while the priest, with a goose quill, anointed with holy oil the 
inlant’s wrinkled little pink palms and soles. His grandfather, who 
acted as sponsor, with tottering stejrs, and afraid of dropping him, 
carried the little prince around the tin-lined font, and handed him 
over to Iris godmother, Princess Maria. Prince Andrei, in deadly appre- 
hension lest they should drop the child, sat in the next room waiting 
lor the conclusion of the sacrament. He looked joyfully at his baby 
when the nurse brought it to him, and nodded his head with great 
satisfaction when the nurse confided to him tliat the lump of wax with 
some of the in lam’s hairs on it, when thrown into the font, did not 
sink, but floated 


VII 

Thf part ri.AYrn by Rosiot in the duel between Dolokhof and 
Beziikhol was ignored tlirouglr the old count’s efforts, and the young 
man, instead ol beiirg cashiered as he anticipated, was appointed aide 
to the govcrnor-geireral of Moscow. As a result, he was unable to go 
to the country with the rest of the family, but was kept in Moscow all 
summer, engaged in his new duties. Dolokhof recovered, and he and 
Rosiof became gr eat friends during the time of his convalescence. 

In the autumn the Rostof family returned to Moscow. Early in the 
winter Denisof also came back and stayed with the Rostofs. The first 
months of this winter of 1806, which Nikolai Rostof spent in Moscow, 
could not have been happier or gayer for him and for all his family. 
Nikolai brought home with him many young men. Vera was a pretty 
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young lady of twenty summers. Sonya was just sixteen, and had all the 
charm of an unfolding flower. Natasha, half child and half woman, at 
one moment was full of innocent merriment, at the next showing all 
the wiles of a young lady. 

The house of the Rostofs at this time seemed to be full of the 
peculiar charm characteristic of homes where there are very pretty 
and very young ladies. Every young man who came there and saw these 
bright, impressionable, girlish faces, smiling apparently from sheer 
happiness, and the merry running to and fro; and heard that continual 
chatter of girlish voices, light, illogical, kindly to everyone, ready for 
anything and full of hope; and listened to these inconsequential sounds, 
now of singing, now of instrumental music, must have experienced 
the very same feeling of anticipation of love and promised happiness 
that the young peoi)le of the Rostof household themselves experienced. 

Among the young men, and one of the first whom Rostof introduced 
at home, was Dolokhof, and everyone, with the exception of Natasha, 
was pleased with him. She almost quarreled with her brother about 
Dolokhof. She insisted that he was a bad man, that Pierre was in the 
right in his duel with Dolokhof, and the other in the wrong; and that 
he was disagreeable and insincere. 

“There’s nothing for me to understand,’’ cried Natasha, with stub- 
born self-will; “he is bad and lacks sensitivity. Now, for instance, I 
like your Denisof; he may be a spendthrift, and all that, but still I 
like him, and I certainly understand him. I don’t know how to express 
it to you, but everything Dolokhof does has some ulterior object. And 
do you know, he’s in love with Sonya?’’ 

“What nonsense!’’ 

“I’m certain of it, you can sec for yourself.’’ 

Natasha's prognostication was justified. Dolokhof, though he did 
not like the society of ladies, had begun to be a frequent visitor at the 
Rostofs’, and the reason for his visits was quickly discovered, though 
no one ventured to remark upon it. He came on account of Sonya. 
And Sonya, though she would never have dared to acknowledge such 
a thing, knew it very well, and every time that Dolokhof was announced 
blushed as red as a poppy. 

It was obvious that this strong, strange man was coming under the 
irresistible influence of the gracious, dark-eyed girl, who all the time 
was in love with someone else. 

On the third day of the Christmas holidays Nikolai dined at home 
—a thing he had rarely done of late. It was a sort of farewell dinner, 
as he and Denisof were going to start for their regiments alter Epiphany. 
There were about twenty at the table, among them Dolokhof and 
Denisof. 

Never at the Rostofs’ had that enchanting tremor of passion and 
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that mood of love been felt so strongly as during these days of the 
Christmasiidc. "Sci/c these moments of happiness; let yourself drift 
into love; become enamored yourself. This is the only genuine bliss in 
the world; everything else is dross. And with this alone all of us here 
are exclusively occupied,” said this mood. 

Nikolai, as always, tired out two spans of horses and yet had not 
had time enough lo go to all the places where he was needed and 
summoned; he (ame home just before dinnertime. As soon as he came 
in, he noticed and lelt this aimcjsphere charged wdth the electrical 
tension ol love, but inc^re especially he remarked a strange embarrass- 
ment which seemed to exist among several of those gathered in the 
drawing-room. 

“I’hcre must be something brewing,” he said to himself, and he was 
still lurlher confirnu‘d in this impression by the fact that Dolokhof 
took his departure immediately after dinner. He called Natasha to 
him and asked what the matter was. 

“And I was just looking for you,” exclaimed Natasha, running to 
him. ”1 told you so, but you would not believe me,” said she trium- 
phantly. “He lias proposed to Sonya.” 

Little as Sonya had occupied Nikolai’s thoughts during these last 
weeks, still he lelt a sort of pang when he learned this. Dolokhof was 
a suitable, and in some respects a brilliant, match for the dowerless 
orphan Sonya. From the old countess' stand])oint, and that of society, 
it was sinijdy madness to refu.se him. Therelc^rc, Nikedai's first feeling 
on hearing this piece of news was indignation against the girl. 

He had it on his tongue’s end to say, “And it is an excellent thing, of 
course, foi her to forget her old promises and accept this first proposal,” 
but before he spoke, Natasha went on: 

“And can you imagine it, she refused him?'— absolutely refused him! 
She told liiiii that she Icjved someone else,” she added, alter a moment's 
silence. 

“Yes, and could m\ Sonya have done anything elsci” thought Nikolai. 

“In spite of all mama’s arguments, she refused him, and 1 know that 
she won’t change her decision if she said that.” 

“And mama tried to jicrsuade hei?” he asked reproachfully. 

“Yes,” said Natasha. “And now, Kolya darling— and don’t be vexed 
—but I know you will never marry her. I am sure of it, God knows 
why, but 1 am jx'ifcctly certain that \ou will never marry her.” 

“Well, you know nothing about it at all,” said Nikolai. “But I must 
have a little talk with her. How channing she isl our Sonya,” he added, 
with a smile. 

“Charming! indeed she is. I will send her to you.” 

And Natasha, kissing her brother, ran away. 

In a moment Sonya came in, alarmed ancl abashed, as if she had 
been doing something wrong. Nikolai went to her and kissed her hand. 



This was the first opportunity they had enjoyed for some lime of 
being alone together and talking about their love. • 

“Sonya,” said he, timidly, and then growing more and more con- 
fident. “If you have seen fit to refuse an offer not only so brilliant, but 
so very advantageous ... he is a splendid, noble fellow; and he is a 
friend of mine.” 

Sonya interrupted him. 

“1 have already refused him,” said she, hastily. 

“If you have refused him for my sake, then 1 am afraid that I . . . ” 

Sonya again interrupted him. She looked at him with beseeching, 
frightened eyes. 

“Nicholas, don’t speak of that, please,” said she. 

“But I must. Maybe it is unbounded conceit on my part, but it is 
better to speak. If you have refused him for my sake, then I ought to 
tell you the whole truth. I love you, 1 think, more than all . . . ” 

“That is all I want,” said Sonya, with a sigh. 

“Nol I have fallen in love a thousand times, and I shall fall in love 
again, and I shall never find anyone so friendly, so true, so lovely as 
you. But then, 1 am young. Mama does not approve of this. So, then, 
simply I can’t make any promises. And I beg oi you to reconsider 
Dolokhol’s proposal,” said he, finding it hard to speak his friend's 
name. 

“Don’t mention such a thing. I have no desires at all. I love you as 
if you were my brother, and shall always love you, and that is quite 
enough for me.” 

“You are an angell I am not worthy of you, but what I am afraid 
is that I might give you a wrong impression 1” Nikolai once more kissed 
her hand. 


VIII 

For tw'o days Rostof had not seen Dolokhof at his house, or found 
liini at home; on the thiid day he received a note from him: 

“As 1 intend never to visit your house again, lor reasons which you 
may appreciate, and as I am about to rejoin my regiment, I am going 
to give a farewell supper this evening lor my friends. Come to the 
English hotel.” 

At ten o’clock that evening, after the theater, where he had been 
with Denisof and his family, Rostof repaired to the place Dolokhof 
had designated. He was immediately shown into the handsomest room 
of the hotel, which Dolc^khof had engaged lor the occasion. A score 
of men were gathered around the table, at the head of which sat 
Dolokhof between two candles, d here was a ]>ile of gold and bills on 
the table, and Dolokhof was keeping the bank. 
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Since Dolokhof’s proposal and Sonya’s refusal, Nikolai had not seen 
him, and h» felt a slight sense of confusion at the thought of their 
meeting. Dolokhof’s keen, cold eyes met Nikolai’s the moment he 
entered the room, as it he had been waiting for him for some time. 

“We have not met for several days,” said Dolokhof, “thank you for 
coming. Merc, I will only finish this hand. Ilyushka and his chorus are 
coming.” 

“I have called at your house,” said Rostof, reddening. 

Dolokhof made no answer. 

“You may bet,” he said. 

Rostol recalled a si range conversation he had once had with 
Dolokhof. “Ordy fools play on chance,” had been Dolokhof’s remark 
at the time. 

“But perhaps you are afraid to play with me,” said Dolokhof now, 
as if he read Rostol’s thought, and he smiled. 

By his smile Rostof could plainly see that he w^as in the same frame 
of mind as he had been at the time of the dinner at the club, or, one 
might say, at any of those times when Dolokhol, bored by the monotony 
of life, felt the necessity of escaping from it by some strange and out- 
rageous action. Rostol felt ill at ease. He racked his brain, but was 
unable to find an ajiprojjriate repartee for Dolokhof’s words. But before 
he had a chance to re[)ly, Dolokhof, looking straight into Rostof's face, 
said slowly, wnth delibcfiate intervals between the words, so that all 
might hear: 

“Do yon remember you and I were talking once about gambling? 
. . . ‘It’s a tool who is willing to play on chance. One ought to play 
a sure hand,' but I am going to try it.” 

“Try the c haiK e, or the sure thing— I wonder which,” thought Rostof. 

“Well, you’d better not play,” he added, and springing the freshly 
opened pack of cards, he (ried; “Bank, gcntleincnl” 

Pushing the money lorwaul, Dolokhof jnepared to start the bank. 
Rostol took a seat near him, and at first did not play. Dolokhof glanced 
at him. 

“What? Won’t you take a hand?” and strangely enough Nikolai iclt 
it incumbent u|)on him to select a c.ird and stake an insignificant sum 
on it, and thus begin to jrlav. 

“I have no inonev with me,” he .said. 

“I will trust you.” 

Rostof staked five nddes on his card and lost; he staked again, and 
again he lost. Dolokhol took Rosioi’s slake ten times running. 

“Cicntlemen,” .said he, after he had been keeping the bank some 
time, “I beg of you to lay your stakes on the cards, otherwise I may 
become confused in the accounts.” 

One of the phners ventured the hope that he was to be trusted. 

“1 trust you, certainly, but I am afraid of getting the accounts mixed. 
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1 beg of you to lay your money on the cards/' replied Dolokhof. “Don't 
you worry, you and I will settle our accounts afterwards,'' he added, 
turning to Rostof. 

Tlie game went on; the servant kept filling their glasses with 
champagne. 

All Rostof's cards failed to be matched, and his losses amounted to 
eight hundred rubles. He was just writing down on the back of a card 
“eight hundred rubles” but, as it happened that at that moment a 
glass of champagne was handed him, he hesitated, and once more 
staked the sum that he had been risking all along, that is, twenty rubles. 

“Make it that,” said Dolokhof, though he was apparently not looking 
at Rostof. “You’ll win it back all the cjuicker. The others win but you 
keep losing. Or are you afraid of me?” he insisted. 

Rostof accjLiiesced, staked the eight hundred which he had written 
down on a seven of hearts with a bent corner, which he had picked up 
from the floor. He rcmcinber(‘d it well enough afterwards. He laid 
down this seven of hearts, after writing on the l^roken part, the figures 
“eight hundred rubles” in large, distinct characters; he drank the glass 
of foaming champagne handed him by the waiter, smiled at Dolokhof's 
words, and, with a sinking at the heart, while hoping that a seven would 
turn up, watched the pack of cards in Dolokhol’s hands. 

The gain or loss dependent on this seven ol hearts would have very 
serious consecjuences for Rostol. On the preceding Sunday, Count 
Rostof had given his son two thousand rubles, and, although he gen- 
( tally disliked to speak of his j)ecuniary difluiilties, had tolcl him that 
he could not have any more till May, and therefore begged him, for 
this once, to be rather economical. Nikolai had told him that two 
thousand rubles would be am})le, and gave him his word of honor not 
to ask for any money till spring. 

And now, out of that sum, only twelve hundred rubles were left. 
Of course that seven of hearts, il he lost on it, would signify not only 
the loss of sixteen hundred rubles, l)ut also the necessity of breaking 
his word to his father. With a sinking of the heart, therefore, he 
watched Dolokhof’s hands, and said to himself: 

“Now let him hurry up and give me this card, and I will put on 
my cap and go home to supper with Denisof, Natasha, and Sonya, and 
truly I will never, as long as I live, take a card into my hands again.” 

At that instant his home life, his romps with Petya, his talks with 
Sonya, his duets with Nata.sha, his game of picjuct with his father, 
and even his peaceful bed in his home on the Povarskaya, came to 
him with such forte and vividness and attraction that it seemed to 
him like an inestimable bliss which had passed and been destroyed 
forever. He could not bring himself to believe that stupid chance, by 
throwing the seven of hearts to the right rather than to the left, might 
deprive him of all this happiness and plunge him into the abyss of a 
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wretchedness never before experienced, and of which he had no ade- 
quate idea. It could not be so. and yet, with a fever of expectation, he 
wauhed every motion of Dolokhof’s hands. Those coarse reddish hands, 
with heavy knuckles and hairy wrists showing from under his shirt 
cuffs, laid cl(jwn ilu* pack ol cards, took up the champagne glass that 
had been handed him, and put liis pipe in his mouth. 

“And so you ate not afraid to play with me?” repeated Dolokhof, 
and, as if lor the purpose ol telling some humorous story, he laid down 
the cards, leaned iia(k in his chair, and w^ith a smile deliberately began 
to speak: 

“Yes, gentlemen, I have been told that there is a report current in 
Moscow that I am a sharper, and so I advise you to be on your guard 
against me.” 

“Come now, deal,” said Rostof. 

“Oh! these Mcjscow old ladies!” exclaimed Dolokhof, and with a 
smile he took up the cards. 

“O'o cjh!” almost sc reaitied Rostof, clasjjing his head with both hands. 
Idle seven he needed alre ady lay on top, the very first card in the pack. 
He hael lost mote than he euulcl pay. 

“Now, don’t ruin yoursell!” said Dolokhc^f, giving Rostof a passing 
glanee, and proceeded tcj deal the cards. 


IX 

During riir, nc’xt hour and a half the majority of the gamblers watched 
idly their own play. The whole game centered on Rostof alone. In- 
stead of the sixteen hundred rubles against him there wms already a 
long column ol figures which he had reckoned to be at least ten thou- 
sand rubles, and which he now vaguely imagined to be perhaps fifteen 
thousand. In re.tlity the sums added up to more than twenty thousand. 

Dolokhof no longer listened to stories or told them himself; he 
w'atched each motion ol Rostof’s Iiands, and occasionally cast hasty 
glanc'es at the [)aj)cr containing Rosiol’s indebtedness. He had made 
lip bis mind to keej) playing until Rostof’s losses reached forty-three 
thonsand ruble's. He had sclcctc’d iliis number because forty-three repre- 
sented the sum of his and Sonva’s ages, Rostof, supjiorting his head in 
both hands, sat in Iront of the table, now all written over, wet with 
wine, and littered with cards. One painlul impression filled his mind: 
those wide-jointed, icxl hands with the hairy wrists, those hands wdiich 
he loved and also hated, held him in their [lower. 

“Six hundred rubles, ace. niiic-spol . . . impossible to win it back 
. . . and how gay it would be at home!— Kiia\c, five— it cannot be.— 
And why is he treating me so.^” said Rostof to himself, mingling his 
thoughts and recollections. 
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Sometimes he would stake a large sum and Dolokhof would refuse 
to accept it and himself name the stake. Nikolai would submit, and 
then pray God, just as he had prayed on the battlefield; then it would 
occur to him that perhaps the first card he might draw from the pile 
of rejected cards on the table would save him; then he would count 
up the number of buttons on his jacket and select a card with the same 
number for a stake double what he had already lost; then, again, he 
would look for aid to the other players, or glance into Dolokhot’s face, 
now so cold, and try to read what was passing in his mind. 

“Of course, he knows wliat this loss means for me. It cannot be that 
he wants me to lose like this. For he was my friend. For I loved him 
. . . But of course it isn’t his fault; how can he help it if luck favors 
him? And neither am I to blame,” said he to himself. “I have done 
nothing wrong. Have 1 killed anyone, or insulted anyone, or wished 
anyone evil? Why, then, this horrible misfortune? And when did it 
begin? It was only such a short time ago that 1 came to this table with 
the idea of winning a hundred rubles to buy that jewel box for mama’s 
birthday, and then go home. I wms so happy, so Irec from care, so gay! 
And I did not realize then how happy 1 was! When did it all end, and 
when did this new, this horrible state of things begin? What docs this 
change signify? And here I am, just the same as before, sitting in the 
same place at this table, choosing and moving the same cards, and 
looking at those heavy-knuckled, dexterous hands. When did this take 
place and what is it that has taken place? 1 am well, strong, and just 
the same as I was, and in the selfsame place! No, it cannot be! Surely 
this cannot end in such a way!” His face was flushed, he was in a sweat, 
though it was not w'arrn in the room. And his lace was terrible and 
pitiable, especially because of his futile efforts to seem composed. 

The list of his losses was nearing the fatal number of forty-three 
thousand. Rostof had in readiness a card with the corner turned down 
as the (juarter-stakes for thrc*e thousand rubles, which he had just 
won, when Dolokhof, rapping with the pack, flung it down, and taking 
the lump of chalk began swiftly to reckon up the sum lotal of Rostof’s 
losses with his firm, legible figures, breaking the chalk as he did so. 

“Supper, it’s time for supper, and here are the gy{)sies!” 

It was a fact; at that moment a number of dark-skinned men and 
women came in, bringing with them a gust of cold air and saying 
something in their gypsy accent. Nikolai realized that all was over; 
but he said, in an indifferent tone: “What, can’t we play any more? 
Ah, but I had a splendid little card all ready!” 

Just as if the mere amusement of the game was what interested him 
the most. 

“All is over! I have lost!” was what he thought. “Now a bullet through 
my brain— that’s all that’s left,” and yet he said, in a jocund tone, 
“Come now, just this one card!” 
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“Very well,” replied Dolokhof, completing the sum total, “very good! 
Make it twenty-one rubles ihen,” said he, pointing to the figures twenty- 
one, which was over and above the round sum of forty-three thousand; 
and, taking up the pack of cards, he began to shuffle them. Rostof 
obediently turned back the corner and, instead of the six thousand 
which he was going to wager, carefully wrote twenty-one. 

“It's all the same to mel” said he, “all I wanted to know was whether 
you would give me the ten or not.” 

Dolokhol gravely began to deal. Oh, how Rostof at that moment 
hated those red hands, with the short fingers and the hairy wrists 
emerging from the shirt cuffs, those hands that had him in their graspi 

"J’he ten-spot fell to him. 

“Well, you owe me just forty-three thousand, couni,” said Dolokhof, 
getting u]) Irom the table and stretching himself. “One gels tired sitting 
still so long,” he added. 

“Yes, I’m woin out too,” said Rostof. 

Dolokhof, as if to remind him that it was not seemly to jest, inter- 
rupted him: 

“When do you propose to pay me this money, count?” 

Rostof, coloring with shame, drew Dolokhof into another room. “I 
cannot pay you at such shoit notice, you must take my note,” said he. 

“Listen, Rostof,” said Dolokhol, with a frank smile, and looked into 
Nikolai’s eyes, “yon know the proverb: ‘laicky in love, unlucky at cards.' 
Your (ousin is in love with you, 1 know.” 

()}il how horrible it is to be in this man’s power, thought Rostof. 
He reali/cd what a blow it would be to his lather, to his mother, to 
learn tluit he had b(*cn gambling and had lost so much. He realized 
what happiness it would be il he could only have avoided doing it, 
or could cscajic confessing it, and he leali/ed that Dolokhof knew 
how easily he might save him Irom this shame and pain, and yet here 
he Avas playing with him as a cu plays with a mouse. 

“Your cousin ...” Dolokhof started to .say; but Nikolai inter- 
rupted him. 

“My cousin has nothing to do Aviih this, and there is no need to 
bring her in,” lie cried, in a lurv. 

“"rhen when will you })ay me?” demanded Dolokhof. 

“I'omorrow,” re|)lie(l Rostof, and he left the room. 


X 


To SAY “tomorrow,” and to pieservc the conventional tone of de- 
corum, was not hard: but to go home alone, to see his brother and 
sisters, his father tiiid mother, to confess his fault and ask for money 
to which he had no right, after giving his word of honor, was horrible. 
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When Nikolai reached home the family were still up. The young 
people on their return from the theater had had supper and were now 
sitting at the clavichord. As soon as he entered the music room he felt 
himself surrounded by that romantic atmosphere of love which had 
reigned all winter in his home, and which now seemed to hang breath- 
lessly around Sonya and Natasha, like the air before a thunderstorm. 

Sonya sat at the clavichord playing the introduction to the barcarole 
which was Denisof’s special favorite. Natasha was getting ready to sing. 
Denisof gazed at her with ecstatic eyes. 

Nikolai began to pace up and down tlie room. 

“Now, why should they want to make her sing? What can she sing? 
There’s nothing here to make a fellow feel happyl” said Nikolai to 
himself. 

Sonya struck the first chord of the prelude. 

“My God, I am a ruined, dishonorable mani A bullet through my 
brain, that is tlie only thing left lor me, and not singingl" his thoughts 
went on. “Go away? But where? Very well, let them singl” 

Nikolai continued to stride up and down the room, glancing at 
Denisof and the girls, but avoiding their eyes. 

“Nikolai dear, what is the matter?” Sonya’s eyes, fixed on him, seemed 
to ask. She had immediately seen that something unusual had happened 
to him. 

Nikolai turned away from her. Natasha also, with her quickness of 
perception, had instantly noticed her brother's preoccupation. She had 
observed it, but she felt so gay at that time, her mood was so far removed 
liom grief, melancholy, and reproaches, that (as often happens in the 
case ol young girls) she purposely deceived herself. “No, I’m too happy 
now to disturb my joy by trying to sympathi/e with the unhappiness 
of another,” was her feeling, and she said to herself: “No, of course I 
am mistaken. It must be that he is as happy as 1 am myself.” 

Natasha this winter had for the first time begun to take singing seri- 
ously; this was really because Denisof had been so enthusiastic about 
her voice. In it there was a girlish sensitivity, an unconsciousne.ss of its 
own power, and an untrained velvet tone, so combined with lack of 
knowledge of the art of singing that it seemed it would be impossible 
lo change anything in that voice without ruining it. 

“What does this mean?’’ queried Nikolai, as he listened to her voice 
and opened his eyes wide. “What has come over her? How she sings 
tonightl” he said to himself. And suddenly all the world for him was 
concentrated on the expectation ol the following note, the succeeding 
phrase, and everything in the world w^as divided into those three 
beats: “O/t rnio cruclele afjetto'* . . . one, two, three; one . . . two 
. . . three . . . one. It was long since Rostol had experienced such 
delight from music as he did that night. But as soon as Natasha had 
finished her barcarole, grim reality again came back to him. Without 
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sayinj( a word lo anyone, he left the room and went up to his own 
chamber. A (juartcr of an hour later the old count came in from the 
club cheer I ul and satisfied. Nikolai, findin^ that his father had re- 
turned, went lo his rcxini. 

"Well, have you had a pleasant day?’* asked the count, smiling gaily 
and proudly at his son. Nikolai wanted to say "yes," but he found it 
impossible; it was as much as he could do to keep from bursting into 
tears. I’he count began lo puff at his pipe, and did not perceive his 
son’s state of mind. 

"Well, it can’t be avoided,’’ said Nikolai to himself, for the first and 
last time. And suddenly, in a negligent tone which seemed to him 
utterly shameful, he saicl to his father, just as if he were asking for the 
carriage to drive down town: 

"Paj)a, I came to speak to you about business. I had forgotten all 
about it. I need some money." 

"What’s that?" said the father, who had come home in a peculiarly 
good-natured frame of mind. "I told you that you wouldn’t have 
enough. Do you need much?" 

"Ever so much," said Nikolai, reddening, and with a stupid, careless 
smile for which he could not pardc^n himself lor a long time. "I have 
been losing a little; that is, considerably; I might say a great deal— 
loriy-three thousand ..." 

"What? T o whom? You are jokingl" cried the count, flushing as 
elderly men are apt to flush, with an apoplectic rush of blood coloring 
his neck and the back ol his head. 

"I [)i'omised to pay it tomoncjw," continued Nikolai. 

"Weill" saicl the old count, sjneading his hands and falling helplessly 
back upon the divan. 

"What’s to be done? It’s what might happen to anyonel" said the 
son, in a bee and easy tone of banter, while all the time in his heart 
he was calling himself a worthless coward who could not atone by his 
whc^le life lor such an act. He felt an impulse to kiss his father’s hands, 
to fall on his knees and beg his forgiveness, but still he assured his 
father in that careless and even coarse tone that this was a thing liable 
to happen to an\onel 

Count Rostol dropped his eyes wdien he heard his son’s words, and 
fidgeted about as it he were trying to find something. 

"Yes, yes," he miiimuu'd, "it’ll be hard work, I am afraid . . . hard 
work to raise so min h ... it hapj)ens to everyone, yes, yes, it happens 
to everyone.” 

And the count, with a swift glance at his son’s face, rose to leave 
the room. 

Nikolai was prepared fc^r a refusal, but he had never expected this. 

"Papal pa-pa dcarl" he cried, hastening after him with a sob, "forgive 



me!” and, seizing his father's hand, he pressed it to his lips and burst 
into tears. 

While father and son were having this conversation, a no-less- 
irnportant confession was taking place between the mother and daugh- 
ter. Natasha, in great excitement had run to where her mother was. 

“Mama! . . . mama! . . . He has done it!” 

“Done what?” 

“He has done it! He has made me an offer; mama! mama!” she cried. 

'riie countess did not believe her ears. Denisof propose! To whom? 
To this little chit of a Natasha, who only a short time since was playing 
with her dolls, and even now was only a schoolgirl? 

“Natasha! Come now! No nonsense!” said she, still hoping that it 
was a joke. 

“Why do you say ‘nonsense’? I’m telling you exactly what happened,” 
said Natasha, indignantly. “I came to ask you what I should do about 
it. and you call it ‘nonsense.’ ” 

The countess shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘If it is true that Monsieur 
Denisof has made you an offer, then tell him that he is a fool, and that’s 
all there is of it!” 

“No, he is not a fool,” replied Natasha in a serious and offended tone. 

“Well, then, what do you wish? It seems to me that these days all 
of you are falling in love. Well, if you love him, then marry him,” 
exclaimed the countess with an angry laugh. ‘‘Good luck to you!” 

‘‘No, mama. I’m not in love with him; it can’t be that I am!” 

‘‘Well, then, go and tell him sol” 

“Mama, are you annoyed? Don’t be annoyed, sweetheart; now how, 
I should like to know, was I to blame?” 

‘‘No, but what do you wish, my dear? Shall I go and tell him?” asked 
the countess, smiling. 

‘‘Certainly not, I will answer him myself, only tell me what to say. 
Everything comes so easy to you,” she added, with an answering smile. 
"And if you had only heard how he said it to me! Do you know, I am 
sure that he did not mean to say it, but it came out accidentally.” 

‘‘Well, in that case you certainly should refuse him.” 

‘‘No, not refuse him! 1 feel so sorry for him! He is such a nice man!” 

‘‘Well, then, accept his proposal. Indeed, it is time you were married,” 
exclaimed her mother in a sharp derisive tone. 

"No, mama, I pity him so. I don’t know how to tell him!” 

‘‘Well, then, if you can’t find anything to say, I myself will go and 
speak with him,” said the countess, stirred to the soul that anyone dare 
to look upon her little Natasha as already grown up. 

"No, not for anything; I will tell him myself, and you may listen at 
the door,” and Natasha started to run through the drawing-room into 
the music room, where Denisof was still sitting on the same chair by 
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the clavichord with his face in his hands. He sprang up the moment 
he heard her light steps. 

“Natasha," said he, going toward her with quick steps, “decide my 
fate. It is in your hands." 

“Vasili, I am so sorry for you . . . Reallyl you are so splendid . . . 
Bur it cannot be . . . it is ... but I shall always, always love you." 

Denisof bent over her hand, and she heard strange sounds which 
she could not understand. She kissed him on his dark, curly, disordered 
hair. At this instant they heard the hurried rustle of the countess’ gown. 
She came toward them. 

“Captain Denisol, I thank you for the honor," said the countess, in 
a troubled tone of voice, though it seemed to Denisof to be stern. “But 
my daughter is so young, and 1 should have thought that you, as a 
friend of my son’s, would have addressed me first. In that case you 
might not have forced me to an unavoidable refusal.” 

“(a)untess," said Denisof with downcast eyes and a guilty look, and 
vainly trying to stammer something more. 

Natasha (ould not look with any composure upon him, he looked 
so |)itiiul. She began to sob aloud. 

“Countess, I have dom* w ong," at last he managed to articulate, 
in a broken voice. “But pway believe me, I adoah your daughteh and 
all your family, and 1 would gladly sacwifice my life twice oveh— " He 
looked up at the countess and seeing her stern face, “Well, good-by, 
countess," he added, kissing her hand and without even looking at 
Natasha lie leli the room with quick, resolute steps. 

Rostof sj)ent the next day making calls with Denisof, who would 
not hear ol slaying any longer in Moscow. All his Moscow friends 
gave him a send-off at tlie gypsies’, and he had no recollection of how 
he was packed into his sleigh or how he rode the first three stages. 

After Denisol’s depariiiie, Rostof spent a fortnight longer at home, 
waiting for the money, which the old count was unable to raise at 
such short notice; he did not leave the house, and spent most of his 
time with the gills. Sonya was more affectionate and devoted to him 
than ever. It seemed as if slie wcTe anxious to show him that his gam- 
bling losses were quite an exploit, for which she could only love him 
the more, but Nikolai now felt that he was unworthy ol her. He filled 
the girls’ albums with verses and music, and at last, tow\ard the end of 
November, after paying over the forty-three thousand rubles and re- 
ceiving Dolokhof's receipt for it, he started off without taking leave 
of any of his acquaintances, to rejoin his regiment, wdiich was now 
in Poland. 




An iiidcciswe battle at Eylau has begun the campaign of i8oy; the 
Russians are deemed victorious, yet the French advance. In June the 
opposing Russian and French forces draw up at Friedland, far into 
hast Prussia. It is another great victory for Napoleon. Now peace is 
forced on Russia by military exigency; but beyond that, the Tsar 
‘Alexander is psychically ready for it. lie admires Napoleon's strength, 
and many of Napoleon's reforms appeal to the young (thirty years 
old), liberally inclined Tsar. Napoleon and Alexander meet as brother- 
emperors at Tilsit. In the peace that results Napoleon emerges as 
the undisputed master of the continent. Only the British fight on. 



PART 


FIFTH 


I 


A ikr his scttlcmciil with his wile, Pierre went to Petersburg. At the 
j)()st-siation at T orzliok tlieic were no lioises, or the stationmas- 
. ler was unwilling to lurnish iliein. Piene was obliged to wait. 
WMnIe undressing, he stieuhed hiinselt out on tJie leather divan before 
a ( irdilar table, put his big leei in wai ni boots on it, and pondered. 

“Will you have I he i j unks brought in? Shall 1 make up a bed? Do 
)ou wish tea?” asked the valet, 

IMerie made no answer, lor he heard nothing and saw nothing. He 
had begun to jjondei while at the last station, and still he went on, 
jjjopounding tlu* same epu'stions, niudi too important for him to pay 
any attention to what was going on arotuul him. He did not in the 
least eaie whether he readied Peteisburg sooner or later, or whether 
he spent a lew hours or his whole lile at this station. 

'I'he stationmaster came in and began obsequiously to ask liis excel- 
lency to deign to wait only two “little hours,*' and then he could have 
for his excelleiuy, (onu what would, post horses lor his service. The 
stationmaster was eNidi iith hing, and his sole idea was to get as much 
money as possible Iroiii the lia\eler. 

“Is this right, or is it wrong?" Pierre asked himself. “As far as I am 
(oncerned. it is good, but it is bad lor the next travelei ; but the station- 
master can’t hel[) himsell, because he has nothing to eat; he told me 
that some ollicer hati given him a thrashing because of a delay. But 
perhaps the ollicer thrashed him because it was necessary for him to 
liasten away. And 1 shot at Dolokhof because 1 considered m\self in- 
sulted, and Louis X\'I was beheaded because he was convicted as a 
criminal; but within a )car those who had beheaded him were also put 
to death for something or other. What is wrong? What is right? What 
must one love? What must one hate? What is the purpose of life, and 



what am I? What is life, and what is death? What is the Power tha* 
directs all things?" he asked himself. And there was no answer to anv 
one of the questions, except the one, the illogical answer which did 
not in reality fit any ol these questions. 

The answer was: "Thou shalt die— all will come to an end! Thou 
shalr die and know all, or else cease to question." But the mere thought 
of death was terrible to him. 

A Torzhok peddler woman, in her piping voice, offered her wares, 
and called espetial attention to her goatskin slippers. 

“J have hundreds of rubles that I don’t know what to do wdth, and 
she in her ragged coat stands there and looks at me timidly," thought 
Pierre. "And what good would this money do her? Would this money 
of mine add the value of a single hair to her happiness, to her peace 
of mind? Can anything on earth make her or me in tlie least degree 
less susceptible to evil and death? Death, which ends all, and which 
may come today or tomorrow; everything is of equal unimportance in 
comparison with eternity." 

"May I venture to ask your excellency to make a little room for this 
gentleman here?" asked the stationniaster, coming into the room and 
introducing another traveler, delayed also by the lack of horses. The 
newcomer was a thickset, big-boned, little old man, yellow and wrin- 
kl(‘d, with gray, beetling brows which shaded glittering eyes of an 
indefinable grayish hue. 

Pierre took his feet from the table, got up, and threw himself down 
on the bed that had been made ready for him, occasionally glancing 
at the stranger, who, with a morose tired air, without paying any heed 
to Pierre, allowed his servant to help him take off his wraps. 

7 he old man sat down on the divan. He had on a well-worn, nankeen- 
lined sheepskin jacket, and felt boots on his thin, bony legs; his head 
was large and very broad in the temples, and his hair was closely 
(topped. Sitting thus, and leaning back against the sofa, he glanced 
at Bezukhof. The grave, intelligent and penetrating expression of his 
glance struck Pierre. He sat motionless, with his wrinkled old hands 
l(7(led. On one finger he wore a heavy iron ring with a death’s head 
lor a seal. 

The stranger’s servant was also a little (7d man, all covered with 
wrinkles, without mustache or beard, not because they had been shaven, 
but because they seemed never to have grown. 77iis agile old servant 
opened the traveling case, prepared the tea table, and brought in the 
boiling samovar. 

“If I am not mistaken, I have the pleasure of addressing Count 
Bezukhof," said the stranger in a loud and deliberate* voice. 

Pierre, without speaking, gave his neighbor an inquiring glance over 
his spectacles. 



“I have heard of you,” continued the traveler, “and of the misfortune 
that has befallen you, my dear sir.” 

He seemed to lay a special stress on the word “misfortune,” as much 
as to say: Kev, rtiisfortinic, whatever you may call it, for I know that 
what happened to you in Moscoiv was a misfortune. “I have a great 
sympathy lor you, my dear sir.” 

Pierre fluslicd, and, hastily putting down his legs from the bed, bent 
toward the old man, smiling with a timid and unnatural smile. 

“Not Irom mcie turiosiry do I speak to you of this, my dear sir, but 
for a much more imjjortam reason.” 

He paused, i hough his eye s were still fixed on Pierre, and he moved 
along on the divan, signifying by this action that Pierre should sit 
down by his side. It was not fiarticularly agreeable for Pierre to enter 
into conversation with this old man, but, involuntarily submitting, 
he came and sat down by his side. 

“You are unhappy, my dear sir,” j)ursued the stranger. “You are 
young, 1 am old. I should like, as lar as in me lies, to help you.” 

“Ahl ycsl” rejilied Pierre, with the same unnatural smile. “I am very 
gratelul to yon. Have you been traveling far?” 

'I’lie stiangei’s lace was not genial; on the contrary, it was even cold 
and si(‘rn; nevei tlieless, his lace and his speech had an irresistible 
attraction for Piene. 

“Now, if lor anv reason it is disagreeable for you to talk with me,” 
said the old man. “tell me frankly, my dear sir.” And he suddenly 
smiled, an unexpected, a paternally affectionate smile. 

“No! no, not at all; on the contrary, I am very happy to make your 
accpiaintance,” said Pierre, and, glancing once more at his new ac- 
(juaintaiu e’s hand, he looked more carelully at the ring. He perceived 
on it the death’s head, tlie symbol of Masonry. 

“.’Vllow me to ask,” said he, “aie you a Mason?” 

“Yes, I belong to the Ihotherhood of the Freemasons,” said the 
traveler, looking dee per and deeper into Pierre's eyes. “And on my 
own acTouni and that ol the craft, 1 caller you the hand of fellowship.” 

“I fear,” said Pieiie, smiling and hesitating between the confidence 
inspired in him by the Fieemason’s personality and the current disap- 
probation ol the (i()( trims of the order ... “1 fear that I am very 
far Irorn being able to expie.ss mysell; I fear that my whole system of 
thought in I'egard to the world in general is so opposite to yours that 
we would not understand each other.” 

“I know your system ol thought,” replied the Fieemason, “and this 
SNstem you mention, and which seems to you the product of your brain, 
is that common to most men: it is uniformly the fruit of pride, idleness 
and ignorance. Fbxcuse me, my dear sir; if I had not known this, I 
would not have addressed you. Your system of thought is a grievous 
error ” 
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“In exactly the same way, I can imagine that it is you who are in 
error,'’ said Pierre, with a feeble smile. 

“I never venture to assert that I know the truth,” said the Mason, 
impressing Pierre more and more by the precision and assurance of his 
discourse. “No one can alone attain to the truth; it must be stone upon 
stone, all lending their aid, millions of generations, from the first Adam 
even down to our day, building the temple which is destined to be the 
suitable abiding-place for the Most High God,” said the Mason, and 
he shut his eyes. 

“1 must tell you, I do not believe ... do not believe in God.” said 
Pierre, with an effort and a sense of regret, but feeling it indispensable 
to confess the whole truth. 

The Mason looked earnestly at Pierre and smiled, much as a rich 
man with millions miglil smile upon a poor man who told him that 
five rubles would make him the happiest of men. 

“Yes, you do not know Him, my dear sir,” said the Mason. “You can^ 
not know Him— you cannot know Him; therefore, you are unhappy.” 

“Yes, yes, I am unhappy,” repeated Pierre. “But what am I to do?” 

“You do not know Him, my dear sir, and therefore you are very 
unhappy. You do not know Him, but He is here; He is in me. He if 
in my words; He is in you, and even in those blasphemous words that 
you have just uttered,” said the Mason, in his stern sonorous voice. 

He paused and sighed, evidently trying to master his emotion. 

“If He did not exist,” said he, gently, “you and I would not be 
speaking about Him, my dear sir. Of wliat, of whom, have we been 
speaking? WJiom didst thou deny?” he suddenly asked, with a tone 
of enraptured sternness and power in his voice. “Who could have 
invented Him it He did not exist? How (amest thou lo have the 
hypothesis that such an incomprehensible being exists? How came you 
and all the world to suppose the cxistenct? of an iiicornjjrehensible 
Being— a Being omnipotent, elcanal, and infinite in all His attributes?” 

He paused, and remained silent loi some time. 

Pierre could not and would not break in upon his silence. 

“He is, but it is hard to comprehend Him,” said the Mascjii at last, 
looking not into Pierre’s face, but straight ahead, while his aged-looking 
liands, which he could not keep (|uiet erwing lo his internal excitement, 
kept turning over the leaves of his book. “If it were a man whose 
existence thou disbelieved, I could bring this man to thee, I would take 
him by the hand and .show him to thee. But how can I, an insignificant 
inoital, show all His omnipotence, all His infinity, all His goodness, 
to him who is blind, or to him who shuts his eyes in order not to see, 
not to comprehend Him, and not to see and not to comj^rehend all his 
own vileness and depravity?” He paused again. “Who art thou? What 
art thou? Thou imaginest that thou art heroic because thou canst 
utter those blasphemous words,” said he, with a saturnine and scornful 



laugh. “And thou art stupider and less intelligent than a little child, 
who, playing with the artistically constructed parts of a clock, should 
dare to say that because he did not understand the clock, he did not 
believe in the ariilKcr who made it. To comprehend Him is hard. For 
ages, since our first ancestor Adam even down to our own days, we 
have been striving to comjjrehend Him, and we are still infinitely far 
from tJie attainment of our purpose; but, while we cannot comprehend 
Him, we see f^nly our feebleness and His majesty." 

Piene, with agitated heart and burning eyes, looked at the Mason, 
listening to his words, not intcirupting him or asking him any ques- 
tions; but whth all his soul he believed in what this strange man told 
him. Wliether lie was ronvinred by the rt asonable arguments that the 
Mason enijjloyed, or was persuaded, as children arc, by the conviction, 
by the simeriiy expressed by the Mason’s intonations, by the trembling 
voice whifli sometimes almost failed him, or by the brilliant eyes that 
had grown old in this conviction, or by that calmness, security, and 
belief in his own mission which radiated from the Mason’s whole being 
and which (‘specially impressed him when he ccjmparcd it with his own 
feeble convictions and hopelessness— he could not tell; at all events, he 
desired with all his soul to believe, and he did believe, and experienced 
a joyous sense of (almness, regeneration, and restoration to life. 

“It is not by the intelk'ct that He is comprehended, but by life," 
said the Mason. 

“1 do not understand," said PicTre, finding with dread his doubts 
arising in him again He was all aid lest he might detect some weakness 
and lack ol clarity in his new friend’s arguments; he was afraid not to 
believe in him. “1 do not understand," said he, “how the human mind 
can attain that knowledge of which you speak." 

The Mason smiled his sweet, paternal smile. 

“The highest wisdom and truth is like the j>ut'est elixir of the gods, 
which we should wish to receive into our very selves," said he. “Can 
I, an unch'an vessel, accept this pure elixir and judge of its purity? 
Only thr ough the c leansing ol my inner nature can 1, to a certain extent, 
receive this ba|)tismal c onsecTation." 

“Yes, )(\s, that is so," said Pierre, joyfully. 

“Look with the eye's ol your spirit at your inner man, and then ask 
yourself if you are content with your life. What do vc^u attain when 
you put yourself under the guidance of the intellect alone? Wlrat are 
you? ^'ou are \oung, \ou are intelligent and educated, luy dear sir. 
What have you been doing with all tlmse blessings that have been put 
into your hands? Arc you content with yourself and your lile?" 

"No, 1 detest iny life," exclaimed PieiTe, with a scowl. 

“11 you detest it, then change it, undergo self-purification, and in 
accordance, as you accomplish it, you will learn wisdom. Examine your 
life, my dear sir. What son ol life have you been leading? Wild revels 



and debauchery 1 Receiving everything from society, and giving nothing 
in return. You have become the possessor of wealth— how have you 
used it? What have you done for your neighbor? Have you had a 
thought for your tens of thousands of serfs? Have you helped them, 
physically or morally? Nol You have taken advantage of their labor 
to lead a dissipated life. That is what you have been doingl Have you 
chosen a life work that might enable you to be ot help to your neighbor? 
Nol You have been spending your lile in idleness. Then, my dear sir, 
you got married; you assumed responsibilities for the guidance of a 
\oung woman, and how have you carried them out? You have not 
Glided her, my dear sir, to find the path of truth, but you have hurled 
her into the abyss ol falsehood and wretchedness. A man insulted you, 
and you fought with him, and you say that you do not know God, and 
that you detest your life. There is no wisdom in that, my dear sirl" 

After saying these words, the Mason, as if wearied by this long speech, 
again leaned against the back of the sofa and closed his eyes. Pierre 
looked at the stern, impassive, almost lifeless lace ol the old man, and 
moved his lips without making any sound. He wanted to say, “Yes, 
my lile is shameful, idle, dissipated,*' but he did not dare break the 
silence. 

The Freemason coughed, a hoarse, decrepit cough, and summoned 
his servant. 

“How about the horses?” he asked, without looking at Pierre. 

“ riiose that were ordered have been brought,” replied the servant. 
“Do you nol wish to rest?” 

“No, have them harnessed.” 

“Can it be that he is going to leave me here alone, and not tell me 
all, and not promise me help?” wondered Pierre, getting up, and begin- 
ning to pace up and clown the room with bowed heacl, though he 
occasionally glanced at the Mason. 

Yes, 1 had never ihought about it before. J lead a contemptible, de- 
puwed life, but 1 do not love it and have no desire to continue it, 
thought Pierre. And this man knows the truth, and if he had the desire 
hr might enlighten me. 

Pierre wished, but he had not the courage, to say this to the Mason. 
The traveler, gathering up his effects with his skilful, aged hands, 
began to button up his sheepskin coat. Having accomplished these 
tasks, he turned to Beziikhof, and said to him in a polite, indifferent 
tone: “Where are you going now, my dear sir?” 

“I? ... I am going to Petersburg,” replied Pierre, in a childish, 
irresolute voice. “1 am grateful to you. I agree with what you have 
said. But pray do not think that I am all bacll I wish with all my soul 
that I were what you wish me to be— but I have never tound any help* 
to become such . . . however, I am, above all, to blame for my faults. 
Help rnel teach me, and maybe I might ...” 
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Pierre could noi speak further. There was a strange sound in his 
nose, and he turned away. 

The Mason did not speak for some time, evidently lost in thought. 

“Help is given only from God,“ said he. “But that measure of help 
which it is within the power of our craft to give you, it will be glad 
to give, my dear sir. When you reach Petersburg, give this to Count 
Villarski." 

He took out a pocketbook, and on a large sheet of paper, folded 
twice, he wrcMc a lew words. 

“Allow me lo give you one piece of advice. When you reach the 
cajjital, consecrate your first hours to solitude, to self-examination, 
and do not again enicr into your former paths of life. And now I wish 
you a ha|)])y journey, my dear sir,“ said he, perceiving that his servant 
had entered the room, “and all success.*' 

The traveler was Ossip Alekseyevitch Bazdeyef, as Pierre discovered 
from the slationrnaster’s record book. Pierre, after his departure, with- 
out lying down to sleep or asking for horses, long paced up and down 
the room of the station house, thinking over his vicious way of living 
and, with the enthusiasm of regeneration, imagining to himself the 
blessed, irreproachable and beneficent future which now seemed to 
him so easy. He was, so it seemed to him, wicked only because he had 
forgotten Iiow good it was to be righteous. Not a trace of his former 
doubts remained in his mind. He had a firm faith in the possibility of 
a brotherhood of men, united in one common aim of keeping each 
other in iIk* jjath of righteousness, and such a brotherhood Masonry 
now seemed lo him to be. 


I I 

On reac'uing Petershurg, Pierre informed no one of his presence, went 
nowhere, and spent whole days in reading Thomas a Kempis, which 
someone— he did noi know wlio— had sent him. One thing, and only one 
thing, Pierre understood in reading that book: the hitherto unknown 
delight of faith in the possibility of attaining j)erfection and in the 
possibility of active hrotheily love among men wdiich Bazdeyef had 
revealed to him. Wiiliin a week after his return, the young Polish 
Count Villarski, whom Pierre had known slightly in Petersburg society, 
came one evening into liis room wnth the same sort of official and 
solemn air with which Dolokhol’s second had approached him; closing 
the door behind him, and assuring himself that no one except Pierre 
was in the room, he thus addressed him: 

“I have come to you, count, for the purpose of laying a proposition 
before you," said he, not sitting down. “An individual of very high de- 
gree in our brotherhood has interested himself in having you admitted 
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in clue course, and he has proposed that I should be your sponsor. I 
consider it a sacred duty to fulfil this person’s desires. Do you wish to 
join the brotherhood of Freemasons under my sponsorship?” 

Pierre was amazed at the cold and severe tone of this man, whom 
he had seen almost always at balls, with a gallant smile, in the society 
of the most brilliant ladies. 

“Yes,” said Pierre, “I do wish it.” 

Villarski inclined his head. 

“Still one further question, count,” he said, “which I will beg of 
you to answer with all frankness, not as a future Mason, but as a man 
of honor: Have you renounced your former convictions? Do you believe 
in a God?” 

Pierre hesitated. 

“Yes . . . yes, 1 believe in a God,” said he. 

“In that case ...” began Villarski, but Pierre interrupted him. 

“Yes, I believe in God,” said he once more. 

“In that case wc may start, then,” said Villarski. “My carriage is at 
your service.” 

Villarski sat in silence all the way. To Pien e’s questions as to what 
lie had to do and how he must answer, Villarski contented himself 
witli replying that brethern more suitable than himself would examine 
liim and that all Pierre had to do was to speak the truth. 

They entered the courtyard of a large mansion where the lodge met, 
and after mounting a dark staircase they came into a small, brightly 
lighted anteroom, where they removed their cloaks without the aid of 
seivants. Through an entry they passed into another room. Here a 
man in a strange garb made his appearance at the door. Villarski, going 
foiward to meet him, said sometliing to him in French in an undertone, 
and went to a small wardiobc in which Pierie observed trappings such 
as he had never seen before, l a king from the wardrobe a handkerchief, 
Villarski bound it around Pierre’s eyes and tied a knot behind in such 
a way that his hair was caught in it and hurt him. 

Alter leading him half a score of paces, Villarski paused. 

“Whatever happens to you,” said he, “you must courageously endure 
It all it you are firmly resolved to enter our brotherhood.” 

Pierre nodded assent. 

“When you hear a rap on the door you can take off the handkerchief,” 
added Villarski. “1 wish you good courage and success.” 

And pressing Pierre’s hand, Villarski went away. 

Left alone, Pierre still continued to smile as before. Twice he 
shrugged his shoulders, raised his hand to the handkerchief as if in- 
clined to remove it, and again let it fall. The five minutes he spent with 
bandaged eyes seemed to him like an hour. His hands swelled, his legs 
trembled; he had the sensation of being tired. He had the most complex 
and varied feelings. What was going to happen to him seemed to him 
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terrible, and he was stilJ more afraid that he should show his fear. He 
was filled with curiosity to know what was going to take place, what 
was going to Ijc revealed to him; but, above all, it was delightful for 
him to think that the moment had come when he had definitely entered 
upon the path ol regeneration and of an active, bcnehccnt file. 

Loud raps weie heard at the door. Pierre took off the bandage and 
looked arouiicl hiin. A door oj>cne(l and someone entered. 

P>y the leebJe light Pierre could just manage to make out a short 
man. Coming Iroin liglit into darkness, this man paused a moment, 
then, with cam ions steps, he approached the table and placed on it 
his small hands covered with leather gloves. 

“Why have you come hither?” asked the new man, approaching 
Pierre, who had made a slight noise. “Wherefore do you, who believe 
not in the truth of light and have never seen the light, wherefore 
have you come hither? What do you desire of us? Wisdom? virtue? 
enlighlcmnenl?” 

With his heart beating so that he coidd hardly breathe, Pierre went 
toward the Rhetor, as the Masons call the brother whose duty it is to 
prepare the candidate lor admission into the confraternity. 

“I . . . hope lor . . . guidance . . . for help . . . toward regener- 
ation,” said IMerre in a trembling voice, and finding a difficulty in 
speaking which arose from his emotion as well as Iroin his lack of 
practice in speaking in Russian on abstrac t themes. 

“What knowledge have you of Freemasonry?” 

“1 sujijiose that Freemasonry is fraternity and ecjuality of all men 
who have* virtuous aims,” said Pierre, with a feeling ol shame over- 
wlielming him at the unntnc'ss of his words at such a solemn moment, 
“f suppose ...” 

“Good,” said the Rhetor in haste, evidently pcrlectly satisfied with 
tin’s reply. “Have you loinid in religion means for the attainment of 
these ends?” 

“No, I have considered religion opposed to truth, and 1 have spurned 
it,” said Pierre, so low that the Rhetor did not hear him anci asked 
him wffiat he said. “1 have lieen an atheist,” replic'd Pierre. 

J'he Rhetor coughed, folded his gloved hands on his chest, and began 
to discourse: 

“It is now my dutv to uiilold to you the chief aim of our brother- 
hood,” said he. “II this ,rim coincides with yours, then you will find 
it an advantage to join our fraternity. The first and principal aim, 
and at the same time the loundation of our confraternity, on which 
it stands firm and which no human violence can shape, is the conser- 
vation and handing down to posteiitv of a certain important mystery 
which has been handed down to us fiom the remotest anticiuity, even 
from the first man, on w'hich mvsicry perhaps depends the destiny of 
the human race. But as this mystery has the peculiarity that no one 
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can know it and get advantage from it except titrough a lonj. and 
assiduous course of self-purification, therefore not everyone can hope 
speedily to discover it. Consequently we have a secondary aim and 
object, which consists in preparing our fellow members, as far as in 
lis lies, to correct their hearts, to purify and enlighten their reason, 
bv those means which have been handed down to us by tradition from 
men who labored to probe those mysteries, and thereby be qualified to 
receive the knowledge. 

“By purifying and correcting our members, we endeavor, in the 
ihird place, to correct also the whole human race, presenting in our 
own members an example of honor and vii tuc, and therefore we 
endeavor, by all means in our power, to counteract the evil that rules 
in the world. Think this over, and I will come to you again," said he, 
and he left the room. 

"To counteract the evil that rules the world,” lepeated Pierre, and 
he imagined his future activity in this great field. 

Within half an hour the Rhetor returned to instruct the candidaie 
in the seven virtues, symboli/ed by the seven steps of Solomon's Temple, 
which every Mason must make his c\spccial jnaciice. llicsc virtues were: 

1. Modesty, the observation of the secrets of the order. 

2 . Obedience to the higher dc'grees of the fraternity. 

ij. Good temper. 

4. l.ove for mankind. 

5. Courage, 

6. Generosity. 

7. Love c^f death. 

"Apply yourself to the seventh,” said the Rhetor. ‘‘By frequent 
thoughts of Death, bring yourself to feel that he is no more a terrible 
eneinv, but a friend who frees the soul, wearied by works of beneficence, 
from the wretchedness of this life and leads it into the place of rewards 
and rest.” 

"Yes, this ought to be so,” thought Pierre when the Rhetor, after 
delivering himself of this message, again retired, leaving him to solitary 
reflection. "This ought to be so, but I am still so feeble as to love my 
life, the meaning of which has only just been to some small degic-e 
revealed to me.” 

For the third time the Rhetor returned, this time more promptly 
than before, and asked Pierre if he was still firm in his convictions and 
resolved to undergo all that might be required of him. 

"I am ready for anything,” said Pierre. 

"If you are resolved, then it is my duty to proc eecl lo the initiation,” 
said the Rhetor, coming closer to Pierre. ‘‘As a sign of your generosity, 
I shall ask you to give me everything of value that you have.” 

“But I have nothing with me,” said Pierre, supposing that he was 
to be required to make over all that he possessed. 
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“Well, what you have on you: your watch, money, rings ..." 

Pierre hastily took out his pockctbook, his watch, and struggled for 
some time to remove his wedding ring from his stout finger. When this 
was accomplished, the Mason said: 

“As a sign ol obedience, I will ask you to strip.” 

Pierre took oft his coat, waistcoat, and Iclt shoe at the Rhetor’s direc- 
tion. The Mason opened the .shirt over his lelt breast, and, bending 
over, lifted his trousers above the knee of his left leg. Pierre hastily 
began to take oil liis riglit shoe also, and to tuck up his trousers, so 
as to save this stranger the trouble, but the Mason assured him this 
was unnecessary, and gave him a slipper for his left foot. With an 
involuntary, childlike .smile of shame, doubt, and derision at his own 
awkwardness, Pierre stood up, dropping his arms and spreading his 
legs, and faced the Rhetor, waiting his next commands. 

“And finally, as a sign of sincerity, I will ask you to reveal to me 
your chief predilection,’* said he. 

“My predilection? but I used to have so many of them!” exclaimed 
I^ierre. 

“The predilection which more than all others has caused you to 
waver in the path ol virtue,” said the Mason. 

Pierre pau.sed, trying to think. 

“Wine? Gluttony? SlothfuInc.ss? Impetuosity? Anger? Women?” He 
pa.ssed his laiilis in review, mentally considering them, and not know- 
ing whi( h to take in j)reference. 

"Women,” said be, in a voice so low that it was scarcely audible. 
The Mason did not move and did not s])eak until long after this reply. 
At last he approached Pierre, took up the handkerchief that was lying 
on the table, and again blindlolded his eyes. 

“For the last time 1 say to you: ‘Examine yourself with all attention! 
Put a bridle on vour feelings, and seek your happiness, not in your 
j)a.s.sions, but in \our heart. Tlie fountainhead of happiness is not 
without, but within us.’ ”... 

Pierre had already begun to feel in himself this refreshing fountain 
of happinc.ss, which now filled his soul to overflowing with bliss and 
emotion. 


Ill 

On the day following his reception into the Masonic lodge, Pierre 
was sitting at home reading a book and trying to penetrate the meaning 
of the .sejuare formed on one side bv God. on the second by the spiritual 
world, on the third by the physical, and on the fourth by a mixture. 
Occasionally his attention wandered from his book and square, and 
in his imagination he began to formulate a new plan of life for himself. 
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The evening before, at the lodge, he had been told that the emperor 
had heard of his duel, and that it would be to his advantage to leave 
Petersburg for a time. Pierre proposed to go to his southern estates 
and look after the welfare of his peasantry. He was joyfully think- 
ing about this new life when Prince Vasili unexpectedly came into 
the room. 

“My dear, what have you been doing in Moscow? Why, my dear 
fellow, what made you quarrel with Helene? You are in the wrong," 
said the prince, as he came in. "I have known all about it, and I can 
tell you honestly that Helene is as innocent toward you as Christ toward 
the Jews." 

Pierre started to reply, but Prince Vasili cut him short. 

“And why didn't you come right to me in all frankness, as to a 
friend? 1 know how it was, I understand it," said he. “You behaved 
as a man who prizes his honor; perhaps, loo, you acted too hastily, but 
we won’t discuss that now. Just think ot this, though: in what a position 
you have put her and me in the eyes of society, and especially of the 
court," he added, lowering his voice. “She is living in Moscow, you 
here. Remember, my dear"— he made him sit down— “this is a mere 
misunderstanding; you yourself will feel so, 1 am suie. Now join me 
in writing a letter; and she will come back— everything will be ex- 
plained; but if you don’t, I will tell you, you may very easily repent 
of it, my dear." 

Prince Vasili gave Pierre a very suggestive look. “I have it from 
the very best sources that the empress dowager takes a lively interest 
in all this matter. You know that she is very lavorably disposed to 
Helene." 

Several times Pierre collected himself to speak, but on the one hand 
Prince Vasili did not give him a chance; on the otJier, Pierre himself 
was afraid to take that tone of determined refusal with which he had 
definitely made up his mind to answer his father-in-law. Moreover, 
the words of tlie Masonic ritual, “Jie courteous and genial," cjccurred 
to him. He scowled, flushed, got up and sat dcjwn again, struggling 
to perform the hardest task that had ever come to liirii in his life- to 
say something unpleasant to a man’s face, to say exactly the opposite 
id what this man expected. He was so accustomed to giving in to 
Prince Vasili’s tone of easygeung self-confidence, that even now he felt 
he had not the force of mind necessary to oppose him; but he felt that 
what he was going to say now would decide the whole destiny of his 
life: was he to go back to the old path of the past, or to go on to that 
new one which had been opened before him in so attractive a light by 
the Masons, and where he firmly believed he would find regeneration. 

“Well, rny dear," said Prince Vasili in a jocose tone, “tell me ‘yes,’ 
now, and 1 will write her the letter and we will kill the fatted calf.’’ 

But Prince Vasili had not time to finish his joke, before Pierre, not 
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looking at Prince Vasili, and with a flash of rage which made him 
resemble his father, exclaimed in a whisper: 

“Prince, 1 did not invite you to come; please go, gol” He sprang up 
and flung the door open. “Gol" he repeated, not believing in himself 
and rejoicing in the expression of confusion and terror on Prince 
Vasili's face. 

“What is the matter with you, are you ill?" 

“Gol" he cried once more in a trembling voice. And Prince Vasili 
was obliged to go without bringing about any settlement. 

In a week's time, Pierre, bidding his new friends, the Masons, 
farewell, and leaving in their hands large sums for charities, departed 
for his estates, rite brotherhood gave him letters to the Masons of 
Kiev and Odessa and promised to write and guide him in his new 
activity. 


IV 

Pikrrk's niJtL with Dolokhol was hushed up, and in spite of the em- 
[teror's striciness in regard to dueling, neither the two principals nor 
their seconds were punished. But the story of the duel, confirmed by 
Pierre’s rupture wiili his wile, was noised abroad in society. Pierre, 
who when he was an illegitimate son had been looked upon with 
patroni/ing condescension, who when he was the best match in the 
Russian empire had bc‘en flattered and glorified, had lost much of his 
importance in the eves ol the world since his marriage; and young 
ladies and their mothers had nothing more to expect Irom him, the 
more because he could not and would not ingratiate himself into the 
favor of lashionable society. Now he alone \vas blamed for this occur* 
rence; it was said th.it he was a jealous blockhead, liable to exacll) 
the same fits ol lerocious temper as his father. 

And when, alter Fieri c’s cle])arture, Helene returned to Petersburg 
she was received by all her accjuaintances not only gladly, but even 
with a shade of ies|)ectful delerence due to her unhappiness. Wheat 
her husband was mentioned in conversation, Hclcnc put on a dignified 
expression, which, without her reali/ing its significance, she managed 
with that consumm.ate tact of heis to make peculiarly becoming. I'his 
expre.ssion signified th.it she had made up her mind to endure her 
unhappiness without complaining, and that her husband was a cross 
sent her from God. 

Prince Vasili e\|trcssecl his feelings more openly. He would shrug 
his shouldcTs when the coinersaiion turned to Pierre, and, pointing to 
his forehead, he would say: 

“I have always said he Avas cracked.'' 
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Toward the end ot the year 1806, when the melancholy news ot 
Napoleon's defeat of the Prussian army at Jena and Auerstadt and the 
surrender of the majority of the Prussian fortresses had been received, 
when our armies had just crossed over into Prussia, and our second 
campaign with Napoleon was beginning, Anna Pavlovna gave an “at 
home.'' The person whom Anna Pavlovna served up this evening 
as a choice “hrst-fruii’’ for the edification of her guests was Boris 
Drubetskoy, who had just arrived on a special mission from the army 
in Prussia and w^as now enjoying the position of aide to a very great 
personage. 

Boris, in an elegant uniform, fresh and ruddy, and grown to man's 
estate, came with easy assurance into the drawing-room and was led 
up, according to custom, to salute the aunt, and then brought back 
to the general circle of guests. 

Anna Pavlovna gave him her withered hand to kiss, introduced him 
to a number of the company with whom he was not acejuainted, and 
of each she would say in a whisper: 

“Prince Ij)}iolit Kuragin, a charming young man; Monsieur Krouq, 
chaige d’affaires from Copenhagen, a deej) thinker"; or simply, 
‘Monsieur Sitof, a man of great ability," giving each one a word of 
flattery. 

Since Boris had been in the service he had succeeded, thanks to 
Anna Mikhailovna's efforts and to his own tastes and habit of self- 
control, in obtaining a very advantageous position. He had thoroughly 
mastered that unwritten system of subordination which had pleased 
iiim so much at Ohniit/, according to which the ensign may stand 
incomparably higher than a general, rhe consequence of this discovery 
was that his whole mcxle of life, and all his relations to former friends 
and acquaintances, and all his plans for the future, were entirely and 
completely changed. He was not rich, but he would spend his last 
penny to be better diessed than otheis; he preferred to deprive hinrself 
ol many pleasures rather than allow himself to ride in a shabby carriage 
or appear in anything but an immaculate uniform in the streets of 
Petersburg. He frequented only the society ol those who were above 
him and might be ot advantage to him. He liked Petersburg and 
despised Moscow. His recollection of his home with the Rostofs and 
his boyish love for Natasha were unpleasant to him, and since his first 
departure for the army he had not once been to sec the Rostofs. 

On reaching Anna Pavlovna's drawing-room, an invitation which 
he considered equivalent tc:) a rise in the service, he immediately /under- 
stood what part he had to play, and he allowed Anna Pavlovna to make 
the most of the interest that centered upon him, while he attentively 
studied each face and took mental stock of what might be the possi- 
bilities of getting advantage from each. He sat down in the place 


231 



assigned to him next the beautiful Helene, and tliough he began to 
listen attentively to the conversation, nevertheless he was able to look 
several times at Helene, who, with a smile, more than once exchanged 
glances with the handsome young adjutant. 

Quite naturally, while speaking of the position of Prussia, Anna 
Pavlovna begged Boris to tell about his visit to Glogau and the state 
in which he found the Prussian army. Helene more than anyone else 
gave her undivided attention to what Boris had to say. Several times 
die asked him about certain details of his journey, and was apparently 
greatly interested in the position ol the Prussian army. As soon as he 
had finished, she turned to him with her usual smile, and said: 

*‘You must be sure to come and see me.” She s2)oke in a tone which 
seemed to intply that circumstances of which he could know nothing 
made it absolutely imjierative. 

“ Tuesday, between eight o’clock and nine. You will give me great 
pleasure.” 

Boris promised to conijily with her wishes and was about to engage 
her in further conversation, when Anna Pavlovna called him away 
under the pretext that her old aunt wanted to sj^eak with him. 

“You used to know her husband, didn’t you?” asked Anna Pavlovna, 
closing her eyes and making a melancholy gesture toward Helene. ‘‘Ahl 
she is such an unhapjjy and chainiing woman. Don't speak to her 
about him, please be careful about it. It is too painful for her.” 

When all got up to leave, Helene, who had spoken very little aP 
the evening, addressed Boris again and btgged him with the most 
flattering and significant expression to come to see her the following 
Tuesday. 

“It will be a very great lavor to me,” said she with a smile, glancing 
at Anna Pavlovna, and Anna Pavlovna, with the same melancholy 
expression as the one with which she always spoke of her august pro- 
tectress, corroborated Helene's itxjuest. 

It seemed that from certain w(jrds spoken by Boris that evening 
concerning the Prussian army, Helene had suddenly conceived a 
powerful dcterirrinaiiorr to see him. She praciically premrised him that 
when he came on the lollowing I'liesday she woukl tell him what it 
was that made her wish to see him. 

But when, on the 'ruesday evening, Boris le.ithed Helene’s salon, 
he received no explanation as to why he had been so urgently invited. 
There were other guests; the countess talked very little with him, and 
only when he was leaving, just as he was kissing her hand, she unex- 
pectedly whisf^ered to him. without any smile, which was strange for 
her— 

“Come tomorrow evening to dinner. You really must come!” 

Thus with his first visit to Petersburg began Boris’ intimacy at the 
house of the Conn less Bezukhof. 




V 


Thi- war was growing fiercer and its theater was approaching the 
Russian froniicrs. Everywhere couJd be heard curses against Bonaparte, 
the enemy oi all the human race. In all the villages of the empire, 
veterans and raw recruits were forming companies, and from the theater 
of war came conflicting rumors, usually false, and consequently inter- 
preted in various ways. 

'J’he life of the old Prince Bolkonsky, Prince Andrei, and Princess 
Maria had changed in many ways since the year 1805. 

In iHof) the old jjrince was ajjpointed one c>f the eight commanders- 
in-chief Icjr the militia at that time recruiting all over Russia. The old 
prince, in spite of the weaknesses of age, which had become especially 
noticeable at the period when he supposed his son was killed, felt that 
he had no right to refuse the duty to which he had been called by 
the sovereign in person, and tliis new activity stimulated and strength- 
ened him. lie was constanily engaged in traveling about the three 
provinces intrusted to him; he carried his regulations even to pedantry; 
lie was stern and strict even to cruelty with his subordinates, and he 
himself looked into the small(*st details of his work. 

Shortly alter Prince Andrei’s return, the old prince had quarreled 
with his son and made over to him the large estate of Bogucharovo, 
situated about twenty-five miles from Lisiya Gori. Partly on account 
of the sad recollections associated with Lisiya Gori, partly because 
Prince Anthei always felt himself unable to endure his father’s idiosyn- 
crasies, and partly also because lie felt the need of solitude, he took 
possession of Bugocharovo, established himself there, and there spent 
a large part of his time. 

.Alter the Battle of Austerlitz, Prince Andrei had resolutely made 
up his mind ncNer to go back into military service again; and when 
the war began and all were obliged to enlist in order to escape active 
service, he accepted a })osition under his father’s command in the re- 
cruiting of the militia. 

On the tenth of March, 1807, the old prince started on one of his 
circuits. Prince Andrei, as usual during his father’s absences, stayed 
.it Lisiya Gori. The dear little Nikolusha had not been quite well for 
seveial days. The coachman who had driven the old prince to the 
next town returned and brought documents and letters for Prince 
Andrei. 

The old prince, in his large scrawly hand, sometimes employing 
abbreviations and quaint archaic weirds, wrote on blue paper as 
follows: 

I have just at this moment received very agreeable news— unless 

it’s a canard. Benigsen is said to have gained a complete victory 
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over Bonaparte at Eylau. They arc wild with delight at Petersburg, 
and endless rewards have been distributed in the army. When 
inischiei-makers do not meddle, then even a German can beat 
Bonaparte. They say he is retreating in great disorder. 

Prince Andrei sighed and tore open another envelope. This was a 
(loscly written letter from Bilibin, covering two sheets. He folded it 
up without reading it, and again perused the letter from his father. 

“Yes, what in the name of goodness was that disagreeable thing 
that he wrote?" asked Prince Andrei. “Oh, yes. Our men have won 
a victory over Bonaparte, now that I am not there to take part. Yes, 
ves; he will have a good chance to make sport of me; well, let him if 
he wants." 

And he began to read Bilibin’s letter, wliich was in French. 

Bilibin was now acting as a diplomatic ofTicial at the headquarters 
of the army, and though he wrote in French with French jests and 
phraseology, still he described the whole campaign with genuine Rus- 
sian frankness, not sparing reproaches or sarcasms. He wrote that the 
discretion imposed upon him by the necessities of diplomacy annoyed 
liim, and that he was glad to have in Prince Andrei a disinterested 
correspondent, to whom he was able to pour out all the spleen that 
had been accumulating in him at the sight ol what was going on in 
the army. I'his letter was of somewhat ancient date, having been 
jienncd even before the Battle of Preussisch-Eylau. Bilibin wrote as 
iollows* 

Since our great success at Austerliiz, my dear prince, I have been, 
as you may know, constantly at headcpiartcrs. 1 have conceived a 
decided taste for war, and so much the better for me. What 1 have 
witnessed these past three months is beyond belie! ! 

I will begin at the very beginning. The “enemy of the human 
race," as you are well awaic*, has been attacking the Prussians. 
'Fhe Prussians arc our lailhlul allies, who have only duped us 
three times within three years. Consequently, we take up their 
cause. But it proves that the “enemy ol the human race” jjays no 
attention to our fine s])eeches, and, in acccjrdance with his rough 
and untrained riature, flings himself on ihe Prussians withcjut al- 
lowing them to finish their parade, in shcjrt shrift beats them all 
hollow, and makes himself at home in the palace at Potsdam. 

“I have the most earnest desire,” writes the King of Prussia to 
Bonaparte, “that your majesty should be received and treated in 
my palace as would be most agreeable to you, and I hasten to^ake 
all measures to this end that circumstances permit. 1 only hope 
that I have been successful.” 

The Prussian generals make it a point of honor to be gracious 
toward the French and lay dowm their arms at the first summons. 

The principal officer of the garrison of Glogau, with ten thou- 
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sand men, asks the King of Prussia what he shall do if he is called 
upon to surrender. Factl 

In short, while hoping to make a great impression solely by our 
military attitude, lo and beholdl here we aie in for a real war 
and what is worse, lor a war on our own frontiers. 

Everything is all ready; wc lack only one trilling thing, that is, 
a general-in-chief As it has been discovered that the success of 
Austerlitz might have been more significant if only the general- 
in-chief had been older, all the octogenarians have been brought 
forward, and between Prosorovsky and Kamensky, the preference 
has been given to the latter. The general comes to us in a little 
covered wagon after the style of Suvorof, and is received with 
acclamations of joy and triumph. 

On the fouith comes the first courier from Petersburg. The mail 
is brought into the marshal’s study, as he likes to do everything 
personally. I am summoned to help sort the letters and take those 
addressed to ourselves. The marshal looks on while we work and 
waits for the packages addressed to him. We search them over, 
but there is not one. The marshal becomes impatient and sets to 
work himself and finds letters from the emperor for Count T., for 
Prince V., and otliers. Then lo and beholdl he goes off into one 
of his blue rages. He shoots fire and flames against everybody; he 
seizes the letters, breaks their seals, and reads those which the 
emperor has written to others. 

“So that’s the way I am treated I They have no confidence in 
me! Ah, that’s a fine notion, setting others to watch my actions! 
Away with you.’’ And he writes his famous order c:)f the day to 
General Penigsen: 

“I am wounded, and cannot ride on horseback, and consec]ucntly 
cannot command the army. You have taken your defeated army 
into Pultusk; tlierc it is exposed, and lacks fii ewood and provender, 
and, as ycju yourself reported last evening to Count Buxhovden, 
you must devise measures for letiring beyond our frontier; see that 
this is done today.’’ 

“Owing to all iny riding on horseback,’’ he writes to the em- 
peror, “J liave be((nne galled by the saddle, which, in addition to 
my former infiimities, entirely prevents me Irom riding on horse- 
back and commanding such an extensive army, and therefore I 
have translericd the command to Count Buxhovden, who is next 
in seniority to myself, giving him the whole charge, and advising 
him, in case he cannot obtain bread, to move nearer to the interior 
of Prussia, since only enough brcxid is left for one clav, and some 
of the regiments have none at all -according to the reports of the 
division commanders, Ostermann and Sedmcnctsky— and the peas- 
ants, also, have nothing left. And I myself shall remain in the 
hospital at Ostrolenko until 1 am well. In offering, most respect- 
fully, this report, I w'ould add that if this army remains another 
fortnight in its present bivouac, by spring there w'ill not be a single 
sound soldier left. 
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“Permit an old man to retire to the country, since he is now so 
feeble that he finds it impossible to fulfil the great and glorious 
duty for which he was chosen. 1 shall await your all-gracious per- 
mission here in the hospital, so as not to play the role of a clerk 
instead of commander at the head of the army. Of men like myself 
there are thousands in Russia." 

The marshal is vexed with the emperor, and punishes all of us 
for it. Isn't that logical? 

Thus ends the first act. In those that follow, the interest and 
the absurdity increase in proper degree. After the marshal's de- 
parture, it is discovered that we arc in sight of the enemy and must 
fight. Buxhovden is comniander-in-general-in-chief by order of 
seniority, but General Benigsen is not of this opinion; all the 
more because it is he and his corps who arc in sight of the enemy, 
and he is anxious to profit by the occasion to fight a battle on his 
own account. He does so. This is the battle of Pultusk, which is 
reported to be a great victory, but which, in my opinion, was no 
victory at all. We civilians have, as you are well aw^are, a very 
wretched habit of making up our own minds in regard to the 
gain or loss of a battle. The one who retires after the battle is the 
loser, so we say, and in this respect we lost the battle of Pultusk. 

In short, we retreat after the battle, but we send a courier to 
Petersburg to carry the news of the victory, and the general refuses 
to surrender the chief command to Buxhovden, hoping to receive 
from Petersburg the title of general -in-chief as a reward for his 
victory. 

During this interregnum, we begin an excessively interesting and 
original scheme of maneuvers. Our design consists not, as it should 
have been, in avoiding or attacking the enemy, but solely of avoid- 
ing General Buxhovden, who by right of seniority should be our 
chief. We pursue this plan with so much energy that even in cross- 
ing an unfordable river we burn our bridges to cut off the enemy, 
who for the nonce is not Bonaparte but Buxhovden. General 
Buxhovden just misses being attacked and taken by overwhelming 
forces of the enemy by reason of one of our pretty maneuvers to 
save ourselves from him. Buxhovden pursues us, we sneak away. 
As soon as he crosses to our side of the river we cross back again. 
At last our enemy, Buxhovden, catches up with us and attacks us. 
The two generals have a quarrel. Buxhovden even goes so far as 
to send a challenge, and Benigsen has an attack of epilepsy. 

But at the critical moment the courier who carried the news 
of our victory at Pultusk returns with our nomination as gencraJ- 
in-chief, and our enemy No. i is done for. We can think of No. 2 , 
Bonaparte. But what do you suppose? Just at this moment there 
rises before us a third enemy— the orthodox army— loudly clamor- 
ing for bread, for meat, for crackers, for hay, and whatnot! The 
stores are empty; the roads impassable. The orthodox troops start 
marauding and in a way of wdiich the last campaign would not 
give you the slightest notion. Half the regiments form themselves 
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into freebooters, scouring the country and putting everything to 
fire and sword. The natives are ruined, root and branch; the hos- 
pitals overflowing with sick, and famine is everywhere. Twice the 
headquarters have been attacked by troops of marauders, and the 
general-in-chief has himself been obliged to ask for a battalion to 
drive them off. In one of these attacks my empty trunk and my 
dressing gown were carried off. The emperor has consented to grant 
all the division chiefs the right to shoot the looters, but I very 
much fear that such a course would oblige one half of the army 
to shoot the other half. 


VI 

Shortly after his reception into the Masonic brotherhood, Pierre, 
with full written instructions given him for his guidance in managing 
his estates, reached the province of Kiev, wlierc the larger number of 
his serfs were to be found. 

When he reacln d Kiev, he summoned all his overseers and explained 
his intentions and desires. He told them that measures would be im- 
mediately taken for the unconditional emancipation from servitude 
of all his serfs; that till this was done the peasants must not be con- 
strained to hard work, that the women and children must not be 
required to work at all; that a.ssistance was to be freely rendered the 
peasantry; that corporal punishment was not to be practiced, but 
reprimands should replace it, and that hospitals, asylums and schools 
were to be established on each ol his estates. 

Some of the overseers—and in the number were half-educated 
stewards— listened with dismay, supposing that the young count's speech 
meant that he was dissatisfied with ilieir management or had discovered 
how they had been embezzling his funds. Others, after their first 
panic, found amusement in Pierre's thick, stumbling speech and the 
new words whicli they had never before heard; a third set found 
simply a certain sense of satislaction in hearing their master talk; a 
iourth, and these were the sharpest, and at their head the chief overseer, 
perceived from this talk how it behooved them to deal with their land- 
owner so as to serve their own ends. 

The chief overseer ex|:)ressed great sympathy with Pierre’s proposed 
plans; but he remarked that, over and above these reforms, it was 
indispensable to make a general investigation of his affairs, which were 
in an unfortunate state. 

In spite of Count Bezukhof's enormous wealth at the time when 
Pierre entered upon his inheritance— and it was said that he had an 
income of five hundred thousand rubles a year— he felt himself much 
poorer than when he received an allowance of ten thousand a year 
Ironi his late father. He had a general dim idea that his expenses were 



somewhat as follows: interest to the bank, about eighty thousand 
rubles; about thirty thousand for the maintenance of his house in 
Moscow and his country home near Moscow, and the support of the 
three princesses; about fifteen thousand in pensions; as much more to 
various charitable institutions; one hundred and fifty thousand for 
su})port of the countess; about seventy thousand in interest on his 
debts; the building of a church which he had begun two years before, 
about ten thousand a year; the rest, not far from one hundred thousand, 
was expended, he himself knew not how, and almost every year he 
found himself obliged to borrow. Moreover, eacli year his chief overseer 
had written to him about fires, about bad harvests, about the necessity 
of building new factories and works. And thus Pierre was at the very 
first confronted by the settlement of his affairs, for which he had not 
ihc slightest taste or capacity. 

Pierre each day spent some time with his chief overseer in this 
business; but he was conscious that his efforts did not advance his 
interests a single step. He felt that his efforts were wasted, that they 
did not have the slightest influence on his affairs and were not cal- 
culated to help him with his schemes. On the one hand, his head 
overseer pictured his affairs in the gloomiest colors, pointing out the 
al)solute necessity of paying his dcbis and undertaking new enterprises 
with the labor of his peasantry, a tiling to which Pierre refused to 
listen; on the other hand, Pierre insisted on the project of emancipating 
Ills serfs, but to this the overseer opposed the urgent necessity of first 
{laying the mortgages, and consecpiently the impossibility of accom- 
jilishing the business rajiidly. 

The overseer did not say that this was absolutely impossible; he 
jiroposcd to bring it about by selling certain forests in the province of 
Kostroma, some river lands, and an estate in the Crimea. But all these 
operations proposed by ihe overseer emailed complicated legal pro- 
ceedings, replevins, jXTmits, licenses, and so lorth, so that Pierre quite 
lost his wits, and merely said, “Yes, yes, do so, then." 

Jherie was not possessed of that {xactical bent for business which 
would have enabled him to grasp the whole matter immediately, and 
consequently he disliked it all and merely pretended to take an intcicsi 
m jt in the overseer’s presence. The overseer, on his side, pretended to 
consider all these efforts advantagec^us for the jiroprietor and trouble- 
some for himself. 

In the large city of Kiev, the capital of the province, Pierre liad 
scmie acquaintances; those he did not know made haste to pay their 
icspects to him and gladly welcomed the millionaire, the largest land- 
owner of the whole region, d'hc temptations tliat assailed Pierre in 
his ])rincipal weakness— the one he had confessed at the time of his 
entrance into the lodge— were also so powerful that he could not re- 
sist them. Again whole days, weeks, months, of his life sped away 
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constantly occupied with parties, dinners, breakfasts, balls, just as it 
had been in Petersburg, so that he had no time whatever for serious 
thoughts. Instead of the new life he had hoped to lead, he still went 
on with the same old routine, only in different surroundings. 

Of the three obligations of Freemasonry, Pierre acknowledged that 
he was not fulfilling the one that enjoined upon every Mason to be 
a model of moral living; and of the seven precepts of virtue, two he 
had not taken to heart— virtuous living and love for death. He com- 
forted himself witli the thought that he was fulfilling one of the other 
obligations, llu* reformation of the human race, and that he possessed 
the other virtues, love of his neighbor and particularly generosity. 

In the spring ol the year 1807 IMerre determined to return to Peters- 
burg, making on his way a visit to all of his possessions so as to assure 
himself of what had been done toward carrying out his orders and 
personally to learn the condition of the peasantry intrusted to him by 
God and whom he was striving to benefit. 

His head overseer, who consideied all of the young count's ideas 
completely fantastic— disadvantageous for the count, for the overseer, 
for the peasants themselves— had made some concessions. Though he 
still maintained that the emancipation of the serfs was an impossi- 
bility, he had made arrangements for the extensive erection on all the 
estates of schools, hospitals, and asylums, against the coming of the 
owner; everywhere he made arrangements for receptions, not, to be 
sure, on a sumptuous and magnificent scale which he knew would 
displease the young (oiint, but rather semireligious and thanksgiving 
processions, with sacred images and the traditional bread and salt— 
the Russian symbol of hospitality; such demonstrations, in fact, as he 
was certain from his knowledge of his employer's character would 
deeply touch him and delude him. 

d'hc southern sj)iing, the comlortable, rapid journey in his Vienna 
carriage, and tlu' lonely roads had made a most pleasant impression 
on Pierre, d’hese estates, none ol which he had ever seen before, were 
each more pi(tuies(jue than the other; the peasantry everywhere ap- 
peared pros|)eious and touchingly grateful to him for the benefits he 
was heaping ujicm them. Kvery where they met him with processions 
and receptions which, though ihe\ embarrassed him, filled his heart 
with a ple.is.mt sensation. In one place the peasants brought him the 
bread and salt and a holy picluie of Peter and Paul, and besought his 
permission to add at their own exjiense, in honor of his saint's-day 
and as a sign ol their love and gratitude to him, a new chantry to 
the church. In another place he was met by women with children at 
the breast, who thankc'cl him lor freeing them from hard work. On 
a third estate he was met by a priest carrying a cross and surrounded 
by children to whom, through the count’s liberality, he was teaching 
reading and religion. On all his estates he saw with his own eyes the 
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massive stone foundations of edifices for hospitals, schools and alms- 
houses, built or almost built, and ready to be opened in a short time. 
Everpvhere Pierre saw from the accounts of his overseers that enforced 
labor had been greatly reduced from what it had been, and he listened 
to the affecting expressions of gratitude from deputations of serfs in 
their blue coats. 

But Pierre did not know that where he had been met with the bread 
and salt, and where they were building the chantry of Peter and Paul, 
it was a commercial village where a yarmarka, or annual bazaar, was 
held on Saint Peter’s day; that the chantry had been begun long before 
by some well-to-do peasants of the village, the very ones in fact who 
(.ime to meet him, while nine-tenths of the peasants of this same village 
lived in the profoundcst destitution. He did not know that in conse- 
(j lienee of his order to cease employing nursing women at work on 
his fields, these very same women were forced to do vastly harder work 
on their own bits of communal land. He did not know that the priest 
who came to meet him with his cross opjiresscd the villagers with his 
penances, and that the pupils who accompanied him were placed with 
liim at the cost of tears and were olten ransomed back by their parents 
for large sums of money. He did not know that the edifices built, 
according to his plan, of stone were the work ol his own laborers and 
greatly increased the forced service of his serfs, which were really 
diminished only on paper. He did not know that where the overseers 
pointed out to him on the books the reduction of the serfs’ money 
payments by one-third, an amount corrtsponding was added to the 
forced labor of the peasantry. .And so Pierre was in ra]>tures over his 
tour among his estates, and he returned to that philanthropical frame 
of mind in which he had left Petersburg and wrote enthusiastic letters 
to his “preceptor-brother,” as he called the Grand Master. 

“How easy it is, how little strength it requires, to do so much good,” 
said Pierre to himself. “And how little we trouble ourselves about it!” 

He was happy at the gratitude, but felt mortified to be the recipient 
of it. This gratitude made him think how very much more he might 
have easily done for these simple-hearted, kindly people. 

The chief overseer, an obstinate and wily man, perfectly compre- 
hending the intelligent but innocent young count and playing witli 
him as with a toy, when he saw the effect produced upon Pierre I>y 
the receptions that he had himself so skilfully arranged, approached 
him all the more resolutely with arguments for the impossilrility and, 
above all, the uselessness of emancipating the serfs, who were perfectly 
happy and contented as they were. 

Pierre, in the dejnhs of his soul, agreed with the overseer that it 
Would be hard to imagine people more happy and contented, and 
that God only knew what would happen to them if they had their 
freedom; but still, though against his better judgment, he insisted 
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upon whai he felt was only justice. The overseer promised to do all 
in his power to carry out the count’s desires, clearly comprehending 
that the count would never be in a position to assure himself whether 
all his plans for redeeming his mortgages had been carried out, or 
would ever ask or know how his costly edifices would stand empty and 
the peasants would continue to contribute their labor and money, 
just as they did on other estates, that is, the utmost that they could give 


Vll 

RosroF, Rin/RNiNG from his furlough, for the first time felt and realized 
how strong were the ties that bound him to Denisof and all his 
regiment. 

When he went back to his regiment he felt a sensation like the one 
that Jiad come over him on his return home. When he saw the first 
hussar of his regiment, with unbuttoned unifoim, when he recognized 
the redheaded Dementyef, when he caught sight of the roan horses pick- 
eted, when Lavruslika joylully shouted to his gentleman, “The count 
has come,” and the tattered Denisof, who had been having a nap, came 
running out from his earth hut and threw his arms around him, and 
the officers all came out to greet him, Rostof felt very much as he had 
when his mother and father and sister welcomed him home; tears of 
joy fdled his throat and choked his voice. The regiment was also his 
home, and as sweet and dear to him as the home of his childhood. 

There was nothing more of that mad confusion of the outside world 
in which he found himself out of place and often engaged in ques- 
tionable actions. In the regiment everything was known: Who was 
lieutenant, who was captain, who was a good fellow, who was a rascal, 
and above all, who was his messmate. The sutler sold on credit, the 
pay was given quarierlv. 'rheie was no necessity for thought or decision, 
provided only one did nothing that was considered dishonorable. 
Fulfil your duty, do what is commanded you in clear, explicit and 
unmistakable language, and all will be well. 

Rostof had determined ever since the time of his gambling escapade 
to pay back his debt to his parents within five years. They sent him 
ten thousand rubles a year; now he resolved to take only two and to 
apply the remainder to cenaa ing the debt. 

Our army, after repeated inarches and countermarches, with skir- 
mishes at Pultusk and at Preussisch-Eylau, was concentrated in the 
vicinity of Bartenstein, where it was awaiting the arrival of the emperor 
and the beginning of a new^ campaign. 

During the month of April, the Pavlograd regiment was stationed 
for several weeks without moving, in the vicinity of an utterly dilapi- 
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dated and deserted German village. It was thawing and cold; the rivers 
were beginning to break up; the roads were impassable owing to the 
mud; for many days no provisions had been brought lor horses or men. 
As it seemed an impossibility lor transpori trains to arrive, the men 
scattered about among the pillaged and deserted villages in search of 
potatoes, but even these were scarce. Everything had been devoured 
and all the inhabitants had fled. Those who were left were worse than 
poverty-stricken; there was indeed nothing to take from them, and 
even the usually pitiless soldiers often let them keep the little they 
had, instead of appropriating it for themselves. 

71ie Pavlograd regiment had lost only two men wounded in engage- 
ments, but they had lost almost half their numbers from sickness and 
starvation. Death was so certain il tliey went into the hospitals that 
the soldiers suffering from levers and swellings caused by bad food 
prel erred to stay in the ranks— dragging themselves by sheer strength 
of will to the front rather than take their chances in the hospitals. 
As spring opened they began to find a plant just showing above the 
ground; it resembled asparagus, and lor some reason they called it 
“Mashka’s sweetwort," though it was very bitter. They hunted for it 
all over the fields and meadows, digging it up with their sabers and 
devouring it, in spite ol the injunction not to cat this poisonous plant. 
J.atcr a new disease broke out among the soldiers, a swelling of the 
arms, legs, and face, and the physicians attributed it to the use of 
this root. 

rhe horses also had been subsisting lor a lortnight on thatching 
stiaw taken from the roofs, and had become shockingly emaciated, 
and, even before the winter was over, covered with tults of uneven hair. 

Vet, in spite of this terrible destitution, officers and men lived just 
the same as usual. Just as always, thougli witli pale and swollen laces 
and in ragged uniforms, the hussars attended to their duties, went 
alter forage and other things, groomed their horses, cleaned their arms, 
tore the thatch Irom loots to serve as fodder, and gathered around 
the kettles lor their meals, Iiom which they got u]i still hungry, while 
they joked over their wretched fare and hunger. And just as usual 
during the hours when they were off duty, the soldiers built big fires, 
stripped and stood around them steaming themselves, smoked their 
pipes, sorted and baked their rotten, sprouting potatoes, and told 
stories about the campaigns ol Potemkin and Suvorol, or legends of 
Alyosha the Cunning, or of Mikolka Popovitch the Journeyman. 

The officers, also as usual, lived in couples or in threes in unfoofed 
and hall-ruined houses. The older ones looked alter the procuiing of 
straw and potatoes and other means of victualing the men. d’he younger 
ones w^ere occupied as usual, some with card-playing (money was plenti- 
ful if provisions were not), some with innocent games— svaika, a kind 
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ol ring toss, and quoits or skittles. Little was said about the general 
situation, partly because nothing positive was known, partly because 
there was a general impression that the war was going badly. 

In the month of April the troops were cheered by the news that the 
sovereign was coming to the army. Rostof did not have the privilege 
of taking part in the review made by the emperor at Bartenstein, for 
it happened that tlic Pavlogard regiment was stationed at the advanced 
posts a considerable distance in front of Bartenstein. They were estab- 
lished in bivouacs. Denisof and Rostof lived in an earth hut excavated 
for tJiem by their soldiers and covered with boughs and turf. 

I’his earth hut was constructed according to a plan much in vogue 
at that time; a trench three and a half feet wide, a little less than five 
deep, and about eight long was dug. At one end steps were constructed, 
and this formed the entry, the “grand staircase’*; the trench itself 
constituted the abode, in which those who were fortunate, as, for 
instance, the squadron commander, had a board set on posts on the 
side opjiosite the entrance; tliis served as a table. On each side along 
the trench tlie earth was hollowed away to half its depth, making a 
bed and divan. 'Flie roof was so constructed that in the middle it was 
possible to stand erect under it, and one could sit up on the beds by 
leaning over towaici the table. Denisof, who lived luxuriously because 
the men of his s(|uadron were fond of him, had an extra board in 
(lie fiediinent of the rool, and in this board was a broken but mended 
piece of glass. When it was very cold, coals from the soldiers’ fires 
were brought on a bent piece ol sheet iron and set on the steps in the 
“reception loom,” as Denisof calk'd this part of the hovel, and this 
made it so warm that the officers who used to come in great numbers 
to visit Denisof and Rosiol could sit there in their shirt sleeves. 

In April Rostof ha|ij)ened to be on duty. One morning about eight 
o'clock, returning home after a sleepless night, he endered some coals 
to be brought, changed his linen, which had been wet through by the 
rain, went through his devotions, drank his tea, got thoroughly warm, 
put his belc^iigings in older in his own corner and on the table, and, 
with his face flushed by the wind and the fire, threw himself down 
on his back, in his shirt sleeves witli his arms for a pillow. He was 
indulging in pleasant anticipations of the promotion which was likely 
to follow his last reconnoitering expedition and was waiting for the 
return of Denisof, who had gone off somewhere. Rostof was anxious 
to have a talk with him. 

Behind the hut he heard Denisof’s high-pitched voice; he had evi- 
dently returned in a bad humor. Rostof went to the “window” to look 
out and see whom he was berating; he recognized the quartermaster, 
Topcheyenko. 

“I have given you special orders not to let them eat that wool, 
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Mashka’s what-you-call-it/’ cried Denisof. “And here I’ve seen it with 
iny own eyes; Lazarchuk was bwinging some in fwom the field.'* 

“I have given the order, your excellency, but they won’t listen to 
it,” replied the quartermaster. 

Rostof again lay down on his bed and said to himself with a feeling 
of content: “Let him kick up a row and make as much fuss as he pleases; 
I’ve done my work and now I’ll lie down; it’s first-classi’’ 

He heard Lavrushka, Denisof’s shrewd and rascally valet, join his 
voice to the conversation going on outside the hut. Lavrushka had 
something to tell about oxcarts laden with biscuits which he had seen 
as he was going after provisions. 

Denisof’s sharp voice was again heard behind the hut, and his com- 
mand, “Second platoon to saddle!’’ 

“What can be up?’’ wondered Rostof. 

F'ive minutes later Denisof came into the hut, climbed up with his 
muddy boots on his bed, lighted his pipe in grim silence, tossed over 
all his belongings, got out his whip and saber, and started from the 
hut. In reply to Rostof ’s question, “Whither away?” he gruffly and 
carelessly replied that he had something to attend to. 

“May God and the soveweign be my judges!” he exclaimed as he 
went out, and then Rostof heard the hoofs of several horses splashing 
through the mud. Rostof did not take any pains to inquire where 
Denisof had gone. Warm and comfortable in his corner, he soon fell 
asleep, and it was late in the afternoon when he left the hut. 

Denisof had not yet returned. The weather had cleared up and was 
bright and beautiful. Near a neighboring hut two officers and a cadet 
were playing svai'ka, merrily laughing as they drove the redki, or 
mumbletypegs, into the loose, muddy ground. Rostof joined them. In 
the midst of the game the officers saw a train approaching them; fifteen 
hussars on emaciated horses followed the wagons. Hie teams, convoyed 
by the hussars, approached the picketing station, and a throng of 
hussars gathered round them. 

“There, now, Denisof has been mourning all the time,” said Rostof, 
“and here are provisions after all!” 

“See there!” cried the officers. “Won’t the men be happy!” 

A short distance behind the fiussars rode Denisof, accompanied by 
two infantry officers with whom he was engaged in a heated discussion. 
Rostof started down to meet them. 

“I was ahead of you, captain,” declared one of the officers, a lean 
little man evidently beside himself with passion. 

“See here! I have told you that I would not weturn ’em!” replied 
Denisof. 

“You shall answer for it, captain; this is violence— to rob an es- 
cort of their wagons. Our men have not had anything to eat for two 
days.” 
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‘‘And mine have noi had anything to cat for two weeks/' replied 
Denisof. 

“This is highway robbery. You'll answer for it, my dear sir/' repeated 
the infantry oflficcr, raising his voice. 

“What are you bothewing rnc lor! Hey?" screamed Denisof, sud- 
denly losing his temper. “I am the one who is wesponsible, and not 
you. What is the object of all your gwumbling here? Forward! . . , 
March!" he cried to the officers. 

“Very good!" screamed the little officer, not quailing and not 
budging. “If you insist on pillage, then I . . . " 

“l^akc yoursell ofl to the devil! Get out ot lieie!" and Denisof rode 
his horse straight at the officer. 

“Very good, very good," reiterated the officer, with an oath, and 
turning his horse, he rode off at a gallop, bouncing in his saddle. 

“A dog in a manger, a weal dog in a manger," shouted Denisof as 
he rode away. 'Fliis was the most insulting remark that a cavalryman 
could make to a mounted infantryman. Then as he joined Rostof he 
burst into a loud laugh. 

“I wescued ’em from the infantwy, I cawied oft their ‘twansport' by 
main lorce," said he. “What! do they think I would let my men pewish 
of starvation?" 

The wagons which had been brought to the hussars were consigned 
to the inlaiitry regiment, but Denisof, learning through Lavrushka 
that the “transport" was prcKceding alone, had ridden off with his 
hussars and intercepted it. The soldiers had as many biscuits as they 
wished, and even enough to share with other squadrons. 

'Fhe next day the regimental commander summoned Denisof, and 
covering his eyes with his spread fingers, he said: 

“This is the way I look at it: 1 know notiiing about it and I have 
nothing to do with it; but I advise you to go instantly to headquarters 
and report this affair to the commissary department, and, it pc^ssible, 
give a receipt lor so many provisions received, unless you do, the 
requisition will be put down to the inlantry: the matter will be inves- 
tigated, and may end badly." 

Denisof went straight from the regimental commander's to head- 
quarters with the sincere intention of adopting his advice. In the 
evening he returned to his hut in a state such as Rostof had never seen 
Denisof in before. He could hardly speak or breathe. When Rostof 
asked him what the matter was, he only broke out in incoherent oaths 
and threats in a weak and husky voice. 

Alarmed at Denisof’s condition, Rostof advised him to undress, drink 
some cold w^ater, and send for a physician. 

“They are going to twy me for w^obbewy— oh! Give me a dwink of 
water; let 'cm twy me, I will beat the waskals evewy time, and I’ll tell 
the empewor. Give me some ice," he added. 



The regimental surgeon came in and said that it was absolutely 
necessary to take some blood from him. He filled a soup plate with 
dark blood from Denisof's hairy arm, and then only was he in a con- 
dition to tell all that had taken place. 

‘*I get there,” said Denisof, telling his story. ” ‘Where is your head 
man here?’ They show me. ‘Can’t you wait?’ ‘I have pwessing business; 
came twenty miles, impossible to wait; let me see him!' Vewy good; 
out comes the wobber-in-chief; he, too, undertakes to lecture me: ‘This 
is highway wobbewy.’ ‘A man,* says I, ‘is not a wobber, who takes 
pwovisions to feed his soldiers, but one who fills his own pockets.*— 
‘Will you please keep quietl* ‘Vewy good.* Sign a weceipt at the com- 
missioner’s,’ says he, ‘and your affair will take its due course.* I go to 
ihe commissioner’s, I go in. And there at the table, who do you suppose? 
Nol Guess . . . Who has been starving us?” screamed Denisof, gestic- 
ulating his wounded arm, and pounding the table with his fist so 
violently that the board almost split and the glasses on it jumped up. 
“Tclyanin!— ‘So it’s you, is it, who’s been starving us? Once before you 
had your snout slapped for you, and got oft cheap at that. Ah! what 
a . . . what a . . . ’ and I began to give it to him. I enjoyed it, I can 
tell you,” cried Denisof, angrily and yet gleefully showing his white 
teeth under his black mustache. ‘‘I would have killed him if they had 
not sepawated us.” 

‘‘Here, here, what arc you shouting so for? Calm yourself,” said 
Rostof. ‘‘You've set your arm bleeding again. Wait, it must be 
bandaged.” 

They bandaged Denisof’s arm, and got him off to bed. The following 
day he woke cheerful and calm. 

But at noon the adjutant of the regiment, with a grave and regretful 
face, came into Rostof’s and Denisof’s earth hut, and with real distress 
served upon Major Denisof a formal document from the regimental 
commander, who had been called to account for the proceedings of 
the day before. The adjutant informed them that the affair was likely 
to assume a ver) serious aspect, that a court-martial commission had 
been convened, and that on account of the severity with which just 
at that time rapine and lawlessness were treated, he might consider 
himself fortunate if the affair ended with mere degradation. 

Those who felt themselves aggrieved represented the affair in some- 
what this way: that after the pillage of the transport Major Denisof, 
without any provocation and apparently drunk, had made his appear- 
ance before the ‘‘commissary,” called him a thief, threatened to chrash 
liirn, and w^hen he was dragged away he had rushed into the office, 
struck two officials, and sprained the arm of one of them. 

Denisof, in reply to a fresh series of questions from Rostof, laughed 
and said that he thought someone else had been there in that con- 
dition; but that all this story was rubbish, fiddle-faddle, that he was 
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not afraid of any court-martials, and that if these villains dared to 
pick a quarrel with him, he would answer them in a way they would 
not soon forget. 

Denisof spoke with affected indifference about the whole affair; but 
Rostof knew him too well not to perceive that at heart— though he 
hid it from the rest— he was afraid of a court-martial, and was really 
troubled l)y this affair, which evidently might have sad consequences. 
Every day inquiries, summonses, and other documents kept coming 
to him, and on the first of May he was required to turn over his com- 
mand to his next in seniority, and appear at tlie headquarters of the 
division to make his defense in the matter of pillaging the provision 
train. On the evening preceding the day of the trial, Platof made a 
rcconnaissarue of the enemy with two regiments of Cossacks and two 
squadrons of hussars. Denisof, as usual, went out beyond the lines, in 
order to make an exliibiiion of his gallantry. A bullet from a French 
musket striuk him in ilie fleshy upper portion of his leg. Most likely 
Denisol, in ordinaiy cireumsianecs, would iK)t have leli the regiment 
lor such a trifling wound, but now he profited by ihis occurrence, gave 
up his comniaiid of the division, and went to the hospital. 


VIII 

In the MON ih of June occurred the Battle of Friedland, in which the 
Pavlograd regiment took no part, and this was followed immediately 
by an armistice. 

Rostof grievously missed his friend, and as he had not had any news 
of him since he left the regiment and was doubly uneasy about his 
tri.d and the lesult ol his wound, he took advantage of the armistice 
and went to the hospital to make in(|uirics about Denisol. 

I'he hospital was established in a small Prussian village which had 
twice been sacked by the Russian and French armies. For the very 
reason that it was summer, when everything in nature was beautiful, 
this village with its luined rooftrees and fences and its filthv streets, 
its ragged inhabitants and the invalid and drunken soldiers wandering 
about, presented an especially gloomy appearance. 

The hc:)spiral had been established in a stone mansion with many 
broken panes and window frames, situated in a yard with the remains 
of a ruined fence. 

A number of pale-looking soldiers, bandaged and puffy, were walk- 
ing up and down or silting in the sun in the yard. 

As soon as Rostof entered the hc:>usc, he was enveloped by the odor 
of putrefaction and disease. On the doorstep he met the Russian mili- 
tary surgeon with a cigar in his mouth. The surgeon was followed by 
a Russian assistant. 
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“What are you doing here? Because a bullet hasn’t touched you, 
do you want to be carried off by typhus? This is the house of leprosy I** 

“What do you mean?” asked Rostof. 

“Typhus, my boy! It’s death for whoever comes in here. Makeyef,” 
he pointed to his assistant, “Make) el and I are the only two left to 
wriggle! Five of our brother doctors have died already. When a new 
man comes, it’s all up with him in a week.” said the doctor, with 
apparent satisfaction. “The Prussian doctois were invited, but our 
allies did not like it at all.” 

Rostof explained his anxiety to find Major Denisof of the hussars. 

“1 don’t know; 1 don’t remember him. You can imagine: I have 
charge of three hospitals; lour hundred sick arc too many. It’s a very 
good thing lor benevolent Prussian ladies to send us coffee and lint 
at the rate of two pounds a month; if they didn’t, we should be utterly 
lost.” He laughed. “Four hundred, my boy! and they send me all the 
new cases. There arc four hundred, aren’t there? Hey?” he asked of 
ihe assistant. His assistant looked annoyed, it was evident that he 
was impatient for the loquacious doctor to make haste and take his 
departure. 

“Major Denisof.” repeated Rostof. “He was wounded at Moliten.” 

Rostol desciibed Denisol’s aj)pearance. 

“Yes, there was, there certainly was such a person,” exclaimed the 
doctor, seeming to show a gleam ol satisfaction. “But that person, I’m 
sure, must have died; however. I’ll make inquiries; 1 had the lists; 
yon have them, Makeyef, haven’t you?” 

“The lists are at Makar Aleksevevitdi’s,” replied the assistant. “But 
you might inquire in the olhcers’ ward; there you would find out for 
yourself,” he added, turning to Rostol. 

“foil’d better not go,” said the surgeon. “You wouldn’t like to lie 
kept here!” 

Rostof, however, took leave ot the surgeon, and begged the assistant 
to show him the way. 

The first person Rostof met in the officers’ ward was a slim little 
man with one arm gone, Avearing a caji and dressing gown, avIio was 
Avalking up and down the first room with a pipe in his mouth. Rostol, 
on catching sight ot him, racked his brains to remember where he had 
seen him. 

“What a place for God to bring us together again!” exclaimed the 
little man. “I’m Tushin, Tushin, don’t you remember? I brought you 
back safe at Schongraben! Well, they’ve lopped off a little morsel, see 
here!” said he. smiling, and pointing to the empty sleeve ol his dressing 
gown. “And you’re hunting for Denisof. He’s one of our chums!” he 
said, on learning whom Rostof wanted. “Here, here,” and TYtshin 
drew him into the second room, where several men were heard laughing 
loudly. 
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“I declare! how can they think of living here, much less of laughing?” 
wondered Rostof, with the odor of dead bodies still in his nostrils. 

Denisof, with his head buried under the bedclothes, was sound 
asleep on his bed, although it was noon. 

“What? Wostof? How are you, how are you?” he cried, in exactly 
the same voice as when he was with the regiment; but Rostof observed 
with pain that liidden under this show ot ease and vivacity there was 
a shadow of a new and disagreeable asperity in Denisof 's expression, 
and in his words and tones. It seemed as if he were trying to forget 
his former life, and the only thing that interested him was his quarrel 
with tJic commissary officials. 

In reply to Rostof’s question as to how the affair was going, he 
immediately pulled out from under his pillow a document which he 
had received from the commission, and tlie rough draft of his own 
reply to it. He brightened as he began to read his document, and he 
called Rostof’s attention to the keen things which he said against his 
enemies in his reply. 

His neighbor on the next bed, a stout Uhlan, interrupted Denisof. 

”Now, it’s iny opinion,” said he, turning to Rostof, “that the only 
thing to do is simply to petition the sovereign for pardon. They say 
now there are going to be great rewards, and a mere matter of a 
pardon ...” 

“I petition the .soveweign!” exclaimed Denisof, in a voice in which 
he tried hard to maintain his old-time energy and vehemence, but 
which sounded helplessly Iceblc. “What for? If I had been a highway 
wobber I might petition for pardon, but here I am court-martialed 
because 1 'cawy tliese wobbers thwough clean water,’ as the saying 
is. Let ’em twy me, I’m not afwaid of ’em! I liavc served my Tsar 
honowably, and my coiintwy, and I have not been a thief! and they 
degwade me, and . . . See here! listen to what I wdte ’em in 
stwaightforward language. This is what I witc: ‘If I had been an 
embezzler . . . ’ ” 

“It’s cleverly written, no question about that,” said Tushin. “But 
tills is not the point.” Ih* turned also to Rostof. “He must give in, 
and this is what Denisof will not hear of doing. Now, look, the auditor 
himself told you th.ii it was bad business.” 

“Let it be bad business, then!” exclaimed Denisol. 

“And the auditor wrote a petition for you,” continued Tushin, “and 
you had better sign it and give it to him. He”— meaning Rostof— “has 
influence at headquarters. You won’t find a better chance.” 

“Yes, but haven’t I told you that 1 won't stoop to ewinge,” inter- 
rupted Denisof, and once more he set out to finish his document. 

Rostof did not dare to argue with Denisof, although he felt in- 
stinctively that the course indicated by Tushin and the other officers 
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was the one advisable, and he would have counted himself happy to 
find a chance to render Denisof a service. 

Late in the afternoon Rostof got up to go, and asked Denisof if 
there was anything he could do lor him. 

"Yes, wait,'' said Denisof, glancing at the officers, and, pulling some 
papers out from under his pillow, he went to the window, where stood 
an inkstand, and began to write. 

"You can’t split an axhead with a whip," said he as he came away 
from the window, and gave Rostof a large envelope. This was the 
petition to the emperor, which the auditor had written for him; in it 
nothing was said whatever about the faults of the commissary depart- 
ment, but he simply craved pardon. 

"Hand it in; it’s evident ..." he did not finish his sentence, and 
smiled a painfully unnatural smile. 


IX 

On his return to the regiment, after having made his report to the 
(ornmander in regard to Denisot's condition, Rostol set out for Tilsit 
with the petition to the sovereign. 

On the twenty-fifth of June the French and Russian emperors had 
met at Tilsit. Boris Drubetskoy begged the distinguished individual 
to whose staff he was attached lor permission to be present at the 
conference which was to be held at Tilsit. 

"I should like to see the great man with my own eyes," said he, 
speaking of Napoleon, whom he, like everyone else, had always hitherto 
called Bonaparte. 

"You mean Bonaparte?" asked the general, with a smile. 

Boris looked inquiringly at his general, and immediately perceived 
that the general was trying to quiz him. 

"Prince, 1 am speaking of the Emperor Napoleon," he replied. 

The general, with a smile, tapped him on the shoulder. "You’ll get 
on," said he, and took him along. 

Boris was one of the lew who were there at the Niemen on the day 
when the emperors met; he saw the rafts with the monograms; he saw 
Napoleon ride down the bank past the French Guards; he saw the 
Emperor Alexander’s thoughtful face, as he sat in silence in the inn 
on the bank of the river, waiting for Napoleon to come; he saw the 
two emperors get into the boats, and Napoleon, who was the first to 
reach the raft, go forward with swift steps to meet Alexander, give 
him his hand, and then disappear with him under the pavilion. 

Boris felt that his position was henceforth secured. He was not only 
known by name, but was always seen and taken for granted. Twice he 
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was sent on errands to the emperor himself, so that the emperor came to 
know his face, and the inner circle not only ceased to shun him as a “new 
person,” as before, but would have been surprised at his absence. 

Boris lodged with another aide, the Polish Count Zhilins.ki. Zhilinski, 
though a Pole, had been educated in Paris, w^as rich, and was passion- 
ately lond ol the French. Almost every day during the time oi the inter- 
view at Tilsit, he and Boris used to have the officers of the Guards and 
members of ilie irnjierial French staff to breakfast and dinner with them. 

On the evening of the sixth of July, Count Zhilinski was giving a 
dinner to some* ol his French acquaintances. The guest of honor was one 
of Napoleon’s aides; there were a number of the ofRcers of the Imperial 
Guard, and a young lad belonging to an old aristocratic French family, 
who was Naj)oleon’s page. I’hat same day Rostot, profiting by the dark- 
ness to pass unrecogni/cd, proceeded to 7'ilsit in civilian dress and went 
to tlie ajxirtment occupied by Zhilinski and Boris. 

Rostof, in common with the whole army from which he came, was as 
yet far from exjic'riencing that change which had taken place at head- 
quarters and in Boris, in regard to Napoleon and the French— who now 
looked upon iliem as fi ie nds i atluT than foes. It struck Rostof strangely, 
therefore, to see in Boris’ rooms French oflicers in the very same uniforms 
which he had been in the liabii of vic'wing in an utterly different light, 
across fiom (he skirmislicrs’ lines. He paused at the threshold and asked 
in Russian il Drubetskoy lived there. 

Boris heard the strange voice in the entry and came out to meet him. 
At the first moment, on recogni/ing Rostof, a shade of annoyance 
crossed his lace. 

“Ahl is it )ou? Very glad, very glad to see you,” said he, nevertheless, 
coming tow^ard him with a smile. But Rostof had noticed his first 
impression. 

“It seems I have come at the wrong time,” said Rostof. “I should not 
have come, but I had business,” he added coldly. 

“No, I was only surpr ised rhat you had got away from your regiment. 
I'll be with you in a irromeiit,” he shoutc'd, in reply to someone calling 
him from within. 

“I sec that my visit is uiitimelv,” repeated Rostof. 

I he exprc\ssic)n of auuovancc had entirely disappeared by this time 
from Boris’ face; ajqrarently having considered and made up his mind 
wdiat course to pursue, he seized his visitor by both hands, with remark- 
able ease ol manner, and dr ew him into ihe adjoining room. Boris' eyes, 
fixed calmly and confidently on Rostof. seemed to be shielded by some- 
tliing— as if there were a scrc*cn, the blue spectacles of high society, placed 
in front of them. 

“Oh, please say no more about coming inopportunely,” said Boris. 
He drew him into the i-oom where the table was set for dinner, intro- 
duced him to the guests, calling him by name and explaining that 
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he was not a civilian, but an officer of the hussars, and an old friend of 
his. 

Rosiofs ill-humor had sprung up immediately on noticing the an- 
noyance expressed in Boris’ face, and, as usually happens with people 
who arc out of sorts, he imagined that all were looking at him with 
unfriendly e^yes and that he was in their way. And, in truth, he was in 
their way, for he took no part in the conversation that was just 
beginning. 

“And why is he sitting there?” the glances that were fixed on him 
seemed to say. He got up and went to Boris. 

“I know 1 am a burden to you,” said he, in a whisper. “Come, let me 
tell you about my business and I will be going.” 

“No, not in the least,” replied Boris. “But if you arc tired, let us go 
into my room, and you can lie down and rest.” 

“Well, really . . .” 

T hey went into Boris' little bedroom. Rostof, without sitting down, 
began in a pettish tone— as if Boris were in some way to blame for the 
matter— to tell him about Denisof's affair, and asked him if he could and 
would send in the petition for Denisof through the general on whose 
staff he was serving, and see to it that Denisof's letter reached the 
emj)eror. 

When the two were alone together, Rostof, for the first time, found it 
awkward to look into Boris’ eyes. Boris, sitting with his legs crossed and 
pressing the slender fingers of his right hand into his left, listened to 
Rostof in the same way as a general listens to a report from his sub- 
ordinate; sometimes he glanced around, and then egain looked into 
Rostol’s face with that pecidiar veil of impenetrability over his eyes. 
Rostof felt awkward every time he did so, and looked down. 

“I have heard of tilings like that, and I know that the sovereign is 
very strict in such cases. I think it would be best not to bring it to his 
majesty’s attention. In my opinion, it would be better to give the peti- 
tion directly to the commander of the corps . . . And, as a general thing, 
I think . . .” 

“Then you don’t care to do anything. Why not say it right outl” 

Rostof almost shouted, ikh looking at Boris’ eyes. 

Boris smiled. “On the contrary, I will do all that is in my power. But 
I thought . . .” 

At this moment, Zhilinski’s voice was heard, calling Boris back. 

“Well, go, go, go!” said Rostof, and excusing himself from the supper 
and remaining alone in the little chamber, he paced for a long time up 
and down and listened to the lively French conversation in the adjoining 
room. 

No day could have been more unfavorable for presenting Denisof's 
petition to the emperor than that on which Rostof went to Tilsit. He 
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himself could not appear in the presence of the general-in-charge, for 
the reason that he was in civilian dress and had come away without leave 
of absence; and Boris, even if he had had the best will in the world, 
could not do this on the day that followed Rostof’s arrival at Tilsit. On 
that day, the ninth of July, the preliminary articles of peace were signed; 
the emperors exchanged orders, Alexander received that of the Legion 
of Honor and Napoleon that of Saint Andrew of the first degree; and on 
that same day a dinner was to be given to the Preobrazhensky battalion 
by the battalion of the French Guards. The emperors had both agreed 
to be present at the banquet. 

“Boris isn't willing to help me, and I won’t have anything more to 
do with him, that’s settled,” said Nikolai to himself. “It’s all over be- 
tween us; but I won’t leave town until I have done the best I could for 
Denisof, and at least handed his petition to the sovereign. To the sov- 
ereign? . . . He is therel” said Rostof to himself, involuntarily wandering 
back to the mansion occupied by Alexander. 

In front of the door stood saddle horses, and the suite were assembling, 
evidently for the purpose of escorting his majesty on a ride. 

“At any moment I may see him,” said Rostof to himself. ”If I could 
only put the letter straight into his handsi But wouldn’t they arrest me 
on account of being out of uniform? Impossible! He would understand 
on whose side justice lay. He understands everything, he knows 
everything!” 

“I will fall at his feet and beseech him. He will raise me, listen to me, 
and even thank me. ‘I am glad of any opportunity of doing good, but 
lo right wrongs is my greatest happiness,’ ” said Rostof, imagining 
the words his sovereign would say to him. And, though he had to run the 
gauntlet of the inquisitive glances fastened upon him, he went up 
the front steps of the imperial residence. 

From the porch a broad staircase led straight upstairs. At the right 
was a half-open door. Below, at the foot of the staircase, was still another 
door leading to the ground floor. 

“What do you wish?” asked someone. 

“'Fo give a letter, a petition, to his majesty,” said Rostof in a trem- 
bling voice. 

“A petition? It should go to the general-in-charge; please come this 
way,” he indicated the door leading to the ground floor. “But he won’t 
leccive it.” 

On hearing this voice, so cold and unconcerned, Rostof was panic- 
stricken at his audacity; the thought that he might at any mome;nt meet 
his majesty was so entrancing, and at the same time so terrible to him, 
that he felt like running away, but the orderly who came to meet him 
opened the door into the general’s office, and Rostof went in. 

“Well, my boy, what are you doing here without a uniform?” de- 
manded a deep bass voice. 
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This was a general of cavalry, formerly commander of the division in 
which Rostof served. During that campaign he had won the signal favor 
of the sovereign. 

Rostof was startled and began to make his excuses, but when he saw 
the general’s good-natured, jovial face, he drew him to one side and 
began, in a voice choked by emotion, to lay his whole case before him, 
and begged the general to take the part of Denisof, who was well known 
to him. l^he general listened to Rostof’s story and shook his head 
gravely. “Pity, pity; he’s a brave fellow; give me his letter.’’ 

Rostof had only just handed him the petition and finished telling 
Denisof’s whole story, when quick steps and a jingling of spurs were 
heard on the staircase, and the general, leaving him, hurried to the 
steps. Forgetting his apprehension of being recognized, Rostof, with 
many other curious spec tators from among the natives, went close to the 
doorway, and again, though two years had passed, he recognized those 
adored features, the same face, the same glance, the same gait, the same 
union of majesty and sweetness. And that feeling of enthusiasm and 
love for his .sovereign rose in Rostof's soul with all its former force. 

The emperor wore the Preobrazhensky uniform, white chamois 
leather breeches, Hessian boots, with the star of an order Rc:)Stof did 
not know. It was the Legion of Honor. As he came out on the stcjrs, he 
held his cap under his arm and was putting on his gloves. He paused, 
glanced around, and his glance seemed to light up all about him. He 
said a few words to one ol the generals. He also recognized the general 
who had been formerly commander of Rostof’s division, gave him a 
smile, and beckoned to him. 

All the suite moved away from them, and Rostof noticed that this 
general held a rather long conversation with the sovereign. 

The empercjr said a few words in reply, and took a step toward his 
horse. Again the crowd of the suite and the crowd of spectators, wiih 
Rostof in their number, lollowed alter the emj>eior. .Standing by his 
steed, with his arm thrown over the saddle, the sovere ign turned to the 
cavalry general, and spoke in a loud voice, evidently intending that he 
should be heard by all: 

“I cannot, general, and I cannot because the law is more pewerful 
than 1,’’ said lire empeior, and he put his foot in the stirrup. The general 
respectfully inclined his head; the emperor got into the saddle and rode 
at a gallop down the street. Rostof, forgetting himself in his enthusiasm, 
joined the crowd and ran after him. 
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Having made peace with Napoleon, the Tsar espouses his cause. When 
France and Sweden fight in iSoS, Russia inuades Sweden and for her 
pains is peryuilted to annex Finland. When Austria again defies 
Napoleon in iSoq, Russia is on the French side. Meamohile Napoleon is 
at war against Spain and Portugal, and there on the Iberian peninsula 
an army under Arthur Wellesley (later to become Duke of Wellington) 
begins Britain's first large-scale participation in the continental land 
fighting. But in this campaign Russia is not involved, and by the 
standards of those troubled tunes is cnjcjying peace and tranquillity. 




I N THE YEAR i8o8 the emperor went to Erfurt for another interview 
with the Emperor Napoleon, and in the upper circles of Petersburg 
much was said about the magnificence of this solemn meeting. 

In 1809 the intimacy between these two “arbiters of the world," as 
Napoleon and Alexander were called, reached such a point that when 
Napoleon that year declared war against Austria, the Russian troops 
crossed the frontier to siij^port their former enemy, Bonaparte, against 
their former ally, the emperor of Austria; and there was also talk in 
high society of a possible marriage between Napoleon and one of the 
Emperor Alexander’s sisters. 

But besides these external political combinations, the attention of 
Russian society was at this time especially occupied with the internal 
reforms that were being inaugurated in all parts of the imperial 
dominion. 

In the meantime, life— the ordinary life of men— with its own concerns 
of health, illness, labor, recreation, with its interest in philosophy, 
science, poetry, music, love, friendship, hatreds, sufferings, went on as 
always, independent and outside of political alliance or enmity with 
Napoleon Bonajjarte, and outside of all piospcxtivc reforms. 

Prince Andrei had been living uninterruptedly lor two years in the 
country. All those enterprises that Pierre had devised on his estates and 
had brought to no result, constantly changing as he did from one plan 
to another, Jiad been accomplished by Prince Andrei without any 
display and without noticeable exertion. He had to a high degree 
that practical tenacity of purpose which Pierre lacked, and wiiich gave 
impetus to any enterprise without oscillation or undue effort on his 
own part. 

On one of his estates the three hundred serfs w^re enrolled as free 
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farmers; this was one of the first instances of the sort in Russia. On 
others, the forced husbandry service was commuted for quitrent. At 
Boj^ucharovo, a midwife was enj^aged at his expense to help in cases of 
childbirth, and a priest was employed at a salary to teach the children 
of the peasants and household servants. 

Half of his time Prince Andrei spent at Lisiya Gori with his father 
and son, who was still in the care of nurses; the other half he spent at 
his “Bogucharovo monastery," as his father called his estate. 

He eagerly followed all the outside events of the world; he read many 
books, and was often amazed to remark when men came fresh from 
Petersburg, from the very vortex of life, to visit his father or himself, 
that these men were far behind him in their knowledge of what was 
going on in politics at home and abroad, though he had not once left 
the country. In addition to his enterprises on his estates, and his general 
occupation in reading the most varied books. Prince Andrei spent his 
spare time in composing a critical account of our last two unfortunate 
campaigns, and a project for a change in our military code and 
regulations. 

In the spring of 1809 Prince Andrei went to the neighborhood of 
Riazan, where his son, whose guardian he was, had estates. 

He was compelled by his obligations as trustee of the Ria/an property 
to call upon the district marshal of the nobility. The marshal was Count 
Ilya Andreyitch Rostof; about the middle of May, Prince Andrei went 
to see him. 

By this time the weather had become very warm. The woods were now 
in full leaf, it was dusty, and it was so hot that as he drove by water he 
had a powerful desire to go swimming. 

Prince Andrei, in anything but a ha})py frame of mind and absorbed 
in thinking of the business he had to transact with the marshal, drove 
into the tree-shaded avenue leading up to the mansion oi the Rostofs 
at Otradnoye. At his right, he heard behind the trees the gay sounds of 
women’s voices, and saw a bevy ol young girls running down as if to cut 
off his advance. In front of the others, and therefore nearest to him, 
ran a very slender, indeed a strangely slender, girl, with dark hair and 
dark eyes, in a yellow chintz dress, with a white handkerchiel around her 
head, the locks escaping from it in ringlets. The girl shouted something 
as she approached the carriage; then, seeing that it was a stranger, she 
ran back again with a merry laugh, not looking at him. 

Something akin to pain affected Prince Andrei at this incident. The 
day was so beautiful, the sun so bright, everything all around was so 
cheerful 1 But this slender, pretty young girl did not know and had no 
wish to know anything of him, and was content and happy in her 
separate, most likely stupid, but still gay and careless existence. What 
was there for her to be merry about? What were her thoughts? Certainly 
not about the military code or about Riazan quitrents! What, then, was 
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ihe thinking about? And why was she happy? Such questions involun- 
tarily arose in Prince Andrei’s mind. 

Count Rostof was spending the summer of 1809 at Otradnoye just as 
he always had; that is, entertaining almost all the residents of the 
province with hunting parties, theatricals, dinners, and music. He 
welcomed Prince Andiei most hospitably, as he did every new guest, 
and almost by main force compelled him to stay for the night. 

During the cemrse of ihe wearisome day, monopolized by his elderly 
Imst and the most distinguished of the guests, who happened to be 
present in large numbers on account of the old count's approaching 
saint's-day, Holkonsky many times was attracted to Natasha, who was 
among the merriest and most entertaining of the younger members of 
the household, and kept asking himself, “What can she be thinking 
about? Why is she so gay?” 

At last finding himsell alone that night, in a strange place, he could 
not at once go to sleep. He read for a time, then put out his candle, then 
lighted it again. It was hot in the room with the shutters closed from 
within. He was annoyed at “tliat stupid old man,” as he called Rostof, 
for having detained him by the excuse that the necessary papers had not 
yet come from the city: and he was vexed with himself for having 
remained. 

He got up and w'ent to the w'indow to open it. As soon as he threw 
back the shut lets, the moonlight, as if it had been on the watch at the 
window and long waiting the opportunity, came pourijtg into the room. 
He opened the whndow\ The night was cool and calmly beautiful. In 
front of the window was a row of clipped trees, dark on one side and 
silver-bright on the other. At the foot of the trees was some sort of 
succulent, rank vegetation, the leaves and stalks covered with silvery 
dew. Farther away, beyond the trees, was a roof glittering with dew. 
Farther to the right, a tall tiee with wdde-spreading branches showed 
a brilliant white bole and limbs; and directly above it the moon, almost 
at her full, shone in the bright, almost starless, spring night. Prince 
Andrei leaned his elbows on the window sill and fixed his eyes on the sky. 

His room w'as on the second floor; the rooms overhead were also 
occupied, and by people who w'ere not asleep. He overheard women’s 
voices above him. 

“Only just once more,’’ said a voice that Prince Andrei instantly 
recognized. 

“But when arc you going to sleep?” replied a second voice. 

“I will not, cannot sleej); what can I do? Gomel this is the last time.” 

The two female voices broke out into a snatch of song, forming the 
final phrase of a duet. 

“Ah! how charming! Now then, let’s go to sleep; that’s the end of it!” 

“You go to sleep, but I can’t,” replied the first voice, approaching the 
window\ She evidently thrust her head out of the window, because the 
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rustling of her dress was heard, and even her breathing. Everything was 
calm and stone-still, like the moon and her light, and the shadows. 
Prince Andrei feared to stir, lest he should betray his involuntary 
presence. 

“Sonyal Sonya!" again spoke the first voice. "Now, how can you go 
to sleep! Just see how lovely it is! Oh, how lovely! Come, wake up, 
Sonya!" said she again, with tears in her voice. "Come, now, such a 
lovely, lovely night was never seen!" 

Sonya made some answer expressive of her disapproval. 

"No, but do look! What a moon! Oh, how lovely! Do come here! 
Sweetheart! Darling, come here! There, now, do you sec? If you would 
only sit down this way, and rest yourself on your knees ... a little closer 
... we must squeeze together more . . . there, if one tried, one might 
fly away! Yes, that’s the way!" 

"Look out! You’ll fall!" 

A little scuffle was heard, and then Sonya’s discontented voice saying: 

"Look, it’s two o’clock!" 

"Oh, you only spoil it all for me! Now go away, go away!" 

Again all became still, but Prince Andrei knew she was still there; he 
could hear from time to time a little rustling, from time to time her 
sighs. 

"Oh, dear me! Dear me! It’s too bad! To bed, then, if I must!" and 
the window was closed. 

"And my existence is nothing to her!" thought Prince Andrei while 
he was listening to their talk, somehow or other hoping and fearing 
that she would say something about him. "It's the same old story! And 
done on purpose!" he thought. And suddenly there arose in his soul 
such an unexpected throng ol youthful thoughts and hopes, opposed 
to the whole current of his life, that he felt himself too weak to analyze 
his condition, and so he went to sleep immediately. 

On his return from his journey. Prince Andrei made up his mind to 
go to Petersburg in the autumn, and he devised various reasons in sup- 
port of this decision. A whole series of convincing and logical arguments 
in favor of his return to Petersburg, and even reentering the army, were 
all the time coming to his aid. It was now beyond his comprehension 
that he could ever have doubted the necessity of going back to active 
life, just the same as a short month before he could not comprehend how 
the idea could ever occur to him of leaving the country. 

It seemed clear to him that all his experiments of life would surely 
be wasted and pointless unless he were to put them into effect and once 
more take an active part in life. He now could not understand how, on 
the strength of such wTCtchcd arguments, he had convinced himself that 
it would be humiliating himself, after all his lessons in life, to believe 
in the possibility of success and the possibility of happiness and love. 
Now his reason showed him the exact contrary. 
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After this journc7 ol his, Prince Andrei began to feel tired of the 
country; his former occupations no longer interested him; and often, as 
he sat alone in his study, he would get up, go to the mirror, and look 
long as his own face. Then he would turn away and gaze at the portrait 
of his late wife, l.isa, who, with her little curls d la grecque, looked down 
upon him with an affectionate and radiantly happy expression from the 
gilded frame. She seemed no longer to say to her husband those terrible 
words she had once uttered; she simply gazed at him with a merry and 
quizzical look. And Prince Andrei, clasping his hands behind his back, 
would walk long up and down the room, sometimes scowling, sometimes 
smiling, thinking over the preposterous, inexpressible, mysterious, al- 
most criminal ideas connected with Pierre, with glory, with the girl at 
the window, with the beauty of women, and love, which were changing 
his whole life. 


II 

Two YFARS before this, Pierre, on his return to Petersburg from a tour 
among his estates, found himself involuntarily at the head of the Peters- 
burg Freemasons. He established dining lodges and burial lodges, he 
enrolled new members, and he labored for the union of various lodges 
and for the actpiisition of original documents. He gave his money freely 
toward the building of a Masonic temple and, as far as he could, pro- 
moted collections for charity, to which the majority of the members 
subscribed sparsely or irregularly. He supported almost unaided the 
alnishou.se established by the order in Petersburg. 

His life, in the meantime, went on the same as before, with the same 
inclinations and dissipations. He liked the pleasures of the table— good 
eating and wines; and although he looked upon it as immoral ancl de- 
grading, he could not keep himself from the amusements of the bachelor 
friends with whom he mingled. 

Amid the log of all his various occupations and enterprises, however, 
Pierre before a year was over began to be conscious that the Masonic 
ground on which he stood was giving way faster and faster under his 
feet, the more he tried to maintain himself on it. At the same time he 
felt that the more the ground on which he stood yielded under him, the 
meue inextricably he was committed to it. When he first entered Free- 
masonry he experienced the sensations of a man who unquestioningly 
sets foot on the smooth surface of a bog. On trusting his weight to it, he 
begins to sink. In order fully to persuade himself of the solidity of the 
ground whereon he stands, he sets down another foot and slumps in 
more deeply than before: and, being caught in it, in spite of himself he 
wades in to the knee. 

At this time he received a letter from his wife, who begged him to 
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grant her an interview, and described her sorrow at what nad happened 
and her desire to devote her whole life to him. At the end of the letter 
she informed him that she was about to return to Petersburg from 
abroad. 

Shortly after his receipt of the letter, one of the Masonic brethren 
whom he respected less than the others broke in on his solitude and, 
leading the conversation to Pierre's domestic grievances, took it upon 
liimself to say to him, by way of brotherly advice, that his severity toward 
his wife was unjust and that Pierre had deviated from tfie first rules of 
tlic brotherhood by not pardoning the penitent. 

At the same time, his mother-in-law, the wife of Prince Vasili, sent for 
him, begging him to call on her, if only for a few minutes, in regard to 
a matter of supreme importance. Pierre saw that he was destined to be 
overruled, that they were set on reconciling him to his wife; and indeed 
Uiis was not wholly disagreeable to him in the state of mind in which 
he found himself. It was all the same to him. He now felt that nothing 
in life was of great importance; and under the influence of the depres- 
sion which engulfed him, he prized neither his own freedom nor his 
obstinate determination to punish his wife. 

“No one is right, no one is to blame, and of course she was not to 
blame,” he said to himself. If Pierre did not immediately agree to a 
reconciliation with his wife, it was simply because in his condition of 
melancholy he had not the energy to take the first step in the matter. If 
his wife had come to him, he would simply not have driven her away. In 
comparison with what now occupied Iiim, was it not a matter of supreme 
indilfercnce to him whether or not he lived with his wife? This is what 
he wrote in his diary: 


Petersburg, November 23. 

Again I am living with my wife. My mother-in-law, with tears 
in her eyes, came to me and said that Helene had returned and that 
she begged me to hear her; that .she was innocent; that she was 
unhappy at my sending her away, and many such things. I was 
well aware that it I once allowed niysclt to see her, I would not 
have the strength to refuse her request. In my perplexity, I did not 
know whose help and advice 10 seek. II the benefaclor had been 
here, he would have told me. I shut niysell up alone in my room, 
read over liazdcyef’s letters, recalled my conversations with him, 
and, taking all things together, I came to the conclusion that I had 
no right to refuse her request; and that if it was my duty to offer the 
hand of help to everyone, all the more was it so with a person so 
closely united to me, and that I was in duty bcnind to bear my cross. 
But if I pardoned her for the sake of right-doing, then ray reunion 
with her must have merely a spiritual end and aim. I told my wife 
that I would beg her to forget all the past, that I would beg her to 
pardon me for anything in which I had been blameworthy toward 
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her, and that I had nothing to forgive. It was a pleasure for me 
to tell her that. No need for her to know how trying it was for me 
to see her again. I have taken up my abode in the upper rooms of 
the great mansion, and I rejoice in a pleasant sense of regeneration. 

In those days, as has always been the case, “high society," which met 
at court and at the fashionable balls, was divided into a number of 
inner circles, each having its own distinctive peculiarities. The most 
popular of these cliques was the “French circle," which advocated the 
Napoleonic alliance and was led by Count Rumyantsof and Caulain- 
court. Helene played a prominent part in this clique as soon as she and 
her husband began living together again at Petersburg. Her salon was 
frequented by the gentlemen of the French legation and by a great 
number of people distinguished for their amiability and wit who be- 
longed lo that set. 

Helene had been at Erfurt at the time of the notable meeting between 
the emperors, and had tliere made the acquaintance of all the Napole- 
onic celebrities of Europe. She had enjoyed a most brilliant success. 
Napoleon himsell rernaiked her presence at the theater and said ol 
her, '*C/est un superhe anirnal.*' 

Pierre was not surpiiscd at her success as far as beauty and elegance 
wcie concerned, because as time went on she grew even more beautiful 
than bclore. But he was ania/ed that his wife in the course of two short 
years should have succeeded in acquiring the reputation of being a 
“charming woman, as clever as she is beautiful." The distinguished 
Piince de Lingc wrote her eight-page letters. Bilibin treasured up his 
witticisms so as to get them ofl for the first time at Countess Bezukhof’s. 
’1\) be received in her salon was regarded as ecjuivalent to a diploma of 
cleverness, ^'oung men read books previous to making their appearance 
there, so as lo have some sjjccial subject to talk about; and the secretaries 
of the legation, and even ambassadors, confided diplomatic secrets to 
her, so that Helene was a power in a certain wMy. 

Pierre, who knew that she was really stupid, had a strange feeling 
of jKTplexity and fear when he appeared, as he sometimes did, at her 
receptions and dinner j)arties, where the conversation tan on politics, 
poetry and ])hilosophy. On such occasions he experienced such a feeling 
as a conjurer must have who is constantly afraid lest somehow or other 
liis tricks will be discovered. But cither because stupidity is the one 
thing needful in the management of such a salon, or because those who 
are deceived find a certain amount of satisfaction in the deception itself, 
the secret was not betrayed, and Countess Elena Vasilyevna Bezukhofs 
reputation of being “a clever, charming woman" was so firmly estab- 
lished that she could utter the most astonishing trivialities, and all pro- 
fessing to be charmed with every word that fell from her lips, discovered 
in them a depth of thought which she herself did not begin to suspect. 
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Pierre was precisely the kind of husband that such a brilliant woman 
of the world ought to have. He was a queer, absent-minded fellow, a 
grand seigneur of a husband, interfering with no one, and not only 
not spoiling the lofty tone proper to such a drawing-room, but serving 
as an admirable backgi ound against which to display his wife's elegance 
and tact. Pierre during these two years— in consequence of perpetually 
concentrating on transcendental interests and his genuine contempt for 
all things elsc—had assumed, in the (to him) uninteresting society whicli 
his wife gathered round her, that tone of abstraction and absent-minded 
ness, combined with affability toward all, which cannot be acquired by 
art and which somehow commands involuntary respect. He walked into 
his wife's drawing-room as it it were the theater; he knew everyone, 
toward all he was equally cordial and equally reserved. Sometimes he 
joined in the conversation if it interested him, and then he blurted out 
liis opinions with that thick utterance of his, regardless of the ina]> 
propriateness of his ideas or the piescnce of the gentlemen from the 
ciTi])assies. But it was a foregone conclusion in regard to “that queer 
husband “of the most distinguished woman in Petersburg that no one 
would take his idiosyncrasies seriously. 

Among the young men who daily frequented Helene's mansion after 
her return from Erlurt, Boris Drul)etskoy, who was now on the highroad 
io success in the service, was the most assiduous in his visits at the 
Bezukhofs'. Helene called him “my page" and treated him as if he were 
a boy. The smiles she gave him were just like the ones she showered on 
all the rest, but occasionally Pierre had an unpleasant feeling at the 
sight of them together. 

Boris treated Pierre with a peculiar dignified and rather grave defer- 
ence. This shade of deference also disquieted Pierre. He had suffered 
so keenly, three years before, from the affront his wife had put on him, 
that now he saved himself from the possibility of a repetition of it, in 
the first place by renouncing the idea of being his wife’s husband, and 
in the second place by not allowing a suspicion of her to enter his head. 

“No, now that she has become a bluestocking, slie will never be 
troubled again with such temptations," he would say to himself. “There 
is no example of a bluestocking's having love affairs," he would assure 
himself, as if it were an axiom in which he must infallibly believe, 
though he could not have told where he had acquired it. 

But strangely enough, Boris' presence in his wife’s drawing-room— and 
he was there almost constantly— affected him physically: it seemed to 
paralyze his limbs, to waken all his self-consciousness and take away his 
freedom of motion. 

“Such a strange antipathy," thought Pierre, “and yet he used to please 
me very much." 

In the eyes of the world Pierre was a great genileman, the somewhat 
blinded and ridiculous husband of a distinguished wife, a queer genius 
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of the same family, but a very different person ... a most disagreeable 
character and no sense at all, and that kind of thing, you know . . . dis- 
agreeable. But my affianced . . . well,*’ continued Berg, “you’ll come to 
us some day to see her.” He had it in mind to say “to dine,” but he 
bc! bought himself and said “to tea,” and, curling his tongue, he deftly 
sent forth a little ring of tobacco smoke, absolutely typical of his dreams 
of happiness. 

Afier the first feeling of dissatisfaction that Vera’s parents felt at 
Berg’s proposal, the festivity and happiness usual in such circumstances 
were redoubled; but the joy was not genuine, it was artificial. In the 
emotions of the relatives regarding this alliance there were mingled ele- 
ments of j)crplexity and mortification. Their consciences pricked them 
because they had never been fond of Vera and were now so glad to get 
her off their hands. I’he old count, most of all, was perplexed. He prob- 
ably would not have been able to state the cause of this perplexity, but 
the real cause of it was his finances. He really did not know how he stood 
or how much he owed, and what he would be able to give as Vera’s 
dowry. When the daughters were born each had received as a portion 
about three hundred serfs; but one of the estates had been already sold, 
and the other was mortgaged and the payments were so far behind that 
it was bound to be foreclosed, and therefore could not be granted as a 
dower. Nor was there any money to spare. 

Berg had already been the accepted bridegroom tor more than a 
month, and only a week remained before the wedding, and still the 
count had not been able to face the dr eaded question of the dowry, and 
had not broached the subject to his wife. At one lime the count thought 
of giving Vera his Ria/an property; at another of selling a forest; then 
of raising money on a note. 

One morning a le w days before the wedding, Berg came early to the 
count’s private room, and with a pleasant smile respectfully asked his 
future father-in-law what he was going to give as the Countess Vera’s 
marriage portion. Tire count was so coni used at this long-anticipated 
c]Ucstion that he answered at haphazard whatever first came into his 
head. 

“I like it in you tliat you are careful, I like it; you shall be satisfied . . .” 

And patting Berg on his shoulder, lie got up, thinking to end the 
conversation then and there. But Berg, still smiling pleasantly, ex* 
plained that unless he could know^ definitely what would be Vera's 
dowry, and unless a portion of it, at least, were paid over beforehand, 
he w^ould be under the necessity of withdrawing from the offer. 

“You will certainly agree with me, count, that if I should permit 
myself to marry without having a definite knowledge of what means I 
shall have for the maintenance of my wife, I should be acting very 
badlv.” 

The conversation ended when the count, who wished to be generous, 
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and also avoid future demands, said that he would give him a note for 
eighty thousand rubles. Berg, sweetly smiling, kissed him on the shoulder 
and declared that he was very grateful, but that he could never make 
himself ready for his new life unless he had thirty thousand in ready 
cash. “Or only twenty thousand would do, count," he added. “And in 
that case, the note would be for only sixty thousand." 

“Well, very good," said the count, hastily. “Only you will allow me, 
my dear fellow, to give you the twenty thousand, and the note for eighty 
thousand besides. That’s the way we’ll do ill Kiss mel" 


IV 

Natasha was now sixteen, and the year 1809 was the very one to which 
she had counted up on her fingers four years before, when she and Boris 
had exchanged kisses. Since that time she had not once seen Boris, 
before Sonya, and always with her mother, when Boris was mentioned, 
she had freely declared that what had gone before was childish nonsense, 
as if it were a settled matter of which there was no use talking, and long 
ago forgotten. But in the deepest depths of her heart she was tormented 
l)y the question of whether the promise that bound her to Boris was to 
he considered in jest or in earnest. 

From the very time when in 1805 Boris had first left Moscow and 
joined the army, he had not met the Rostofs. He had been in Moscow 
several times, and had passed not very far from Otradnoye, but not once 
had he been to see his old friends. 

It had several times occurred to Natasha that he was trying to avoid 
lier, and her surmises had been strengthened by the melancholy tone in 
which her elders spoke of him. 

“In these degenerate days, old friends are easily forgotten," said the 
countess more than once when Boris was mentioned. 

Anna Mikhailovna had also been more rarely of late at the Rostofs'; 
she seemed to behave with especial dignity, and always spoke enthusi- 
astically and boastfully of her son’s accomplishments and the glittering 
career he was now pursuing. 

When the Rostofs came to Petersburg, Boris went to call on them. 

He went to their house with some emotion. His romance with Natasha 
was the most poetical recollection of his youth. But at the same time he 
'^\ent there with a firm determination to let boih her and her parents 
( learly understand that those youthful relations between him and 
Natasha could not be considered binding to either of them. He had a 
brilliant position in society, thanks to his intimacy with Countess 
Bezukhof; a brilliant position in the service, thanks to the patronage of 
an eminent personage whose confidence he enjoyed; and he had now 
coinf)leted plans for a marriage with one of the wealthiest heiresses 
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in Petersburg, an achievement which, indeed, he might very easily pull 
off. 

When Boris reached the Rostofs*, Natasha was in her room. When 
she was inlornied of his presence she went to the drawing-room almost 
on the run, blushing and beaming with a more than gracious smile. 

Boris remembered Natasha as a little girl, in a short gown, with dark, 
flashing eyes under her curly hair, and with a spontaneous, merry laugh. 
That was just as he had last seen her, four years before; and conse- 
quently, when an entirely different Natasha came into the room he was 
taken aback, and his face expressed solemn amazement. This expression 
on his face delighted Natasha. 

“Well, would you have known your mischievous little playmate?" 
asked the countess. Boris kissed Natasha's hand, and said that he noticed 
a gre;at change in her. 

“How handsome you have grownl" 

“Why shouldn’t I?” replied Natasha's mocking eyes. 

“Don’t you think that papa seems much older?’’ she asked. 

Natasha sat there without joining in the conversation between Boris 
and the countess, and silently studying her childhood ideal, even to the 
minutest particulars. Boris was conscious of her steady and affectionate 
gaze fixed upon him, and occasionally he stole a glance at her. 

His unilorm, his spurs, his cravat, the cut of his hair, all were most 
fashionable and correct. Natasha instantly noticed this. He sat some- 
what toward the edge of ihe armchair nearest the countess, with his 
right hand smoothing the immaculate, neat-fitting glove that he wore 
on his left, and he spoke with a peculiarly delicate compression of the 
lips about the amusements of Petersburg high life, and called to mind 
the old times in Moscow and his Moscow accjuaintances with a gentle 
irony. Natasha leli sure that not without design he mentioned the names 
of the highest aristocracy, whom he had met at the ambassador's ball, or 
his invitations to the N. N.’s and the S. S.'s. 

Natasha sal silent all the time, looking keenly at him. This glance of 
hers conlused and troubled Boris more and more. He kept turning 
toward her, and stumbling in the midst of his stories. He did not stay 
more than ten minutes, and then got up to take his leave. All the time 
those keen intjuisitive eyes, full of mockery, looked at him with a 
peculiar challenging expression. 

Alter this first visit of his, Boris confessed to himself that Natasha was 
just as fascinating to him as ever, but that it was his duty to renounce 
this feeling, because to marry her, an almost dowerless girl, would be the 
ruin of his career; and the renewal of their former friendship without 
intention of marrying her would be a base trick. Boris resolved in his 
own mind to avoid meeting Natasha: but notwithstanding this resolu- 
tion, he w'cnt again in a few days, and kept going more and more fre- 
quently, and at last spent whole days at the Rostofs’. He kept trying to 
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persuade himself that he would soon have a chance to come to an 
explanation with Natasha and tell her that what was past must be for- 
gotten, that, in spite of everything, she could not be his wife, that he 
had no property and their friends would never consent to their union. 
But he kept putting it off, and found it more and more awkward to 
bring about this explanation. Each day he became more and more 
perplexed. 

In the opinion of her mother and Sonya, Natasha was just as much 
in love with Boris as ever she had been. She sang for him all her favorite 
pieces; she showed him her album, begging him to write in it; but she 
never allowed him to talk about the past, giving him to understand how 
( harming the new relationship was, and each day he entered deeper into 
the fog, never saying what he had resolved to say, not knowing what he 
was doing, or why he went there, or how it would all end. He even 
ceased to frequent Helene’s, though he daily received reproachful notes 
from her; he spent most of his spare time at the Rostofs’. 

One evening when tlie old countess, in nightcap and dressing gown, 
with her false curls removed and with one thin little wisp of white hair 
escaping from under her white calico cap, was performing the low 
obeisances of her evening devotions on a rug, sighing and groaning, 
the door of her room creaked on its hinges and Natasha came running 
in. with her bare feet in slippers, and also in dressing jacket and curl 
papers. 

The countess glanced around and frowned. She went on repeating her 
last prayer, “If this couch become my tomb.” Her devotional frame of 
ntind was destroyed. Natasha, with rosy checks and full of animation, 
when she saw her mother at her devotions, suddenly paused, made a 
c urtsy, and involuntarily poked out her tongue to express her annoyance 
at her carelessness. Then, perceiving that her mother still went on with 
her prayer, she ran to the bed on tiptoe, kicked off her slippers by rub- 
bing one dainty little locjt against the other, and sprang onto that couch 
which the countess was so afraid would be her tcmib. This couch was a 
lofty feather bed with five pillows, each smaller than the next. Natasha 
jumped into the middle, sinking deep into the feather mattress, rolled 
over next to the wall and began to creep under the bedclothes, snuggling 
down, tucking her knees up to her chin, then giving animated little 
kicks and laughing almost aloud, now and again uncovering her head 
and looking at her mother. 

The countess finished her prayers, and with a stern face came^to the 
bed; but seeing that Natasha’s head was hidden under the bedclothes, 
she smiled her good, amiable smile. 

“Well, well, well,’’ said the mother. 

“Mama, can we talk now? Say yesl” cried Natasha. “There now, one 
kiss, on the neck; just one more and that will satisfy me!” and she threw 
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her arras around her mother and kissed her under the chin. In her 
treatment of her mother, Natasha seemed to be very rough in her man- 
ner; but she was so dexterous and graceful that whenever she seized her 
mother in her arms she always did it in such a way as not to hurt her or 
disturb her at all. 

“Well, what have you to tell me tonight?” asked the countess, settling 
back on the pillows and waiting for Natasha, rolling over and over, to 
nestle down close to her, drop her hands, and become serious. 

I'hese visits from Natasha, which took place every night before the 
rouni came from his club, were a great delight to both mother and 
daughter. 

“What is there to tell tonight? I want to tell you about . . 

Natasha stop[)cd her mother's mouth with her hand. 

“About lioris? ... 1 know,” said she, gravely. “That's why I came. 
Don’t speak, I knowl No, but you may tell me.” She took away her hand. 
“Go on, mama; he’s a dear, isn't he?” 

“Natasha, you are sixteen years old; at your age I was already married. 
You say that lioris is a dear. He is a very dear boy, and I love him like a 
son, but what do you wish? . . . What are you thinking about? You 
have entirely turned his head, that’s evident.’’ 

As she said this, the countess looked at her daughter. Natasha lay 
looking fixedly at one of the carved mahogany sphinxes that orna- 
meuKxl the l»etlposts. 'I’he countess could see only her daughter’s profile. 
It s(‘em('(l to lu r tliat the sweet face had a peculiarly grave and thought- 
ful expression. 

Nai.isha was listening and pondering. 

“Well, what is it?” 

“You have entirely turned his head. What made you do so? What 
do you want ol him? You know^ that you cannot marry him.” 

“Why not?” asked Natasha, without altering her position. 

“Because he is young, because he is poor, because he is a relative . . . 
because you are not in love with him.” 

“How do you know' I’m not in love with him?” 

“1 know. Now, this is not right, darling.” 

“But if I w'ish . . .” began Natasha. 

“Do stop talking nonsensel” said the countess. 

“But if I wish . . .” 

“Natasha, I am in earnest.” 

Natasha did not allow her to finish; she seized the countess’ plump 
hand and kissed it on the back and then on the palm; then turned it 
over again and began to kiss it on the knuckle of each finger in succes- 
sion, then on the middle joints, then again on the knuckles, repeating 
in a whisper, “January, P^cbniary, March, April, May . . . Tell me, 
mama, why don’t you go on? Speak!” said she, looking at her mother, 
w^ho with affectionate eyes gazed at her daughter, becoming so en- 
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grossed in this contemplatiun that she apparently forgot what she was 
going to say. 

“It isn't proper, darliiigl Peopic won't remember anything about 
your affections as children, but if he is seen to be so intimate with you 
now, it might injure you in the eyes of other young men who come to 
the house; and, worst of all, it is torturing him all for nothing. Perhaps 
he might, by this time, have found some rich girl to marry, but now 
he is quite beside himself." 

“Beside himself?" repeated Natasha. 

“I will tell you my own experience. 1 once had a cousin . . ." 

“I know— Kirill Matveyitch, but he's an old man, isn’t he?" 

“He hasn’t always been oldl But see here, Natasha, I am going to talk 
with Boris. lie must not come here so oCten." 

“Why mustn't he, if he likes to?" 

“Because 1 know that this cannot come to any good end.” 

“How do you know? No, mamal You must not speak to him. What 
nonsensel” exclaimed Natasha, in the tone of one who is about to be 
deprived of a possession. “Well, I won’t marry him; but do let him 
come, lor he enjoys it, and so do I." Natasha looked at her mother with 
a smile. “Not with any intentions, but this way," she repeated. 

“What do you mean, my dear?" 

“Why, this way. It is peifectly understood that he is not to marry me 
. . . but this wayl" 

“Yes, this way, this way," repeated the countess; and she went into 
an unexpected fit of good-natured laughter, lu^r whole body shaking. 

“Come, mama, stop laughing at mel" cried Natasha. “You make the 
whole bed shake. \’ou are awfully like me. You laugh just as easily as 1 
do . . . Do stopl" 

She seized the count ess’ two hands, kissed the joint of the little finger 
of one ot them for June, and went on kissing July and August on the 
otlier hand. 

“Mama, but is he ever and ever so much in love? . . . you think so, do 
you? . . . Was anyone ever as much in love with you? . . . And he's a dear 
boy, a very, very clear boy, isn't he? Only, he’s not quite to my taste— 
he's so narrow, just like the dining-room clock. You know what I mean, 
don’t you? Narrow, you know . . . grayish and polished . . .” 

“What nonsense you do talkl’’ exclaimed the countess. 

Natasha went on: “Don’t you understand what I mean? Nikolai 
would understand me. There’s Bezukhof— he’s blue, dark blue and red, 
and he is four-square." 

“And are you coquetting with him too?" asked the countess, laughing 
again. 

“No; he’s a Freemason; I found it out. He is splendid, dark blue and 
red. How can I make you see it? . . ." 

"Little countessi Aren’t you asleep yet?” cried the count at this 



moment at the door. Natasha jumped out of bed, seized her slippers 
in her hand, and escaped barefooted to her own room. 

It was long before she could go to sleep. She kept thinking how 
strange it was that no one could ever understand things as she under- 
stood them, or read what was in her mind. 

“Sonya?" she thought, gazing at the young girl who, with her hair 
in a tremendous long braid, lay asleep curled up like a little kitten. 
“No, not even shel She is amiablel She is in love with Nikolai, and 
that’s all she cares about. And mama can’t understand eitherl ... It 
is so strange; how clever I am and how . . . she is pretty,” Natasha 
went on, speaking of herself in the third ])erson, and imagining that 
some very intelligent, some most intelligent and most handsome man, 
was saying this about her. “She has everything, everything,” this man 
of her imagination was saying, “She is extraordinarily clever, lovable, 
and pretty, besides . . . extraordinarily pretty and graceful; she can 
swim, she can ride horseback splendidly, and what a voicel One migh 
say, a marvelous voicel” 

She sang her favorite snatch from a Cherubini opera, threw herself 
into bed, smiling at the happy thought that she would be asleep in a 
moment, called to Dunyasha to put out the light; and even before 
Dunyasha had left the room, she had already passed across into that 
other, still happier world of dreams, where all things were just as 
bright and beautiful as in reality, but still more fascinating because 
so different. 

On the next day the countess, calling Boris to her, had a talk with 
him, and from that time forth he ceased to be a frequent visitor at 
the Rostofs'. 


V 

On the thirty-first of December, on the eve of the new year, 1810, 
a ball was given by a giandee of Catherine’s time. The diplomatic 
corps and ihe enij)eror had pioniiscd to be present. 

The grandee’s splendid mansion on the English Quay was illumi- 
nated with countless windows all ablaze. At the brilliantly lighted, 
red-carpeted entrance stood a guard of police, including even the 
chief of police and half a score of officers. Carriages drove away and 
new ones kept taking their places, with red-liveried lackeys and lackeys 
with plumes in their hats. From the carriages descended men in uni- 
forms and men adorned with stars and ribbons; and, as the steps were 
let down with a bang, ladies in satins and in ermine cloaks hastily 
and noiselessly went up the carpeted entrance. 

Almost every time a new equipage drove up, a flurry of excitement 
ran through the crowd, and hats were removed. 
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“The sovereign?** . . . “No, a minister.*’ . . . “Prince so and so.** 
. . . “An ambassador.** . . . “But did you see his plume?'* 

Such were the remarks heard in the crowd. There was one man, 
better dressed than the rest, who seemed to know who everybody was 
and called by name the famous grandees of the time. 

Already a third of the guests had arrived: but at the Rostofs*, who 
were also invited, hasty preparations were still being made. 

In the Rostof family there had been much discussion and excitement 
over this ball; many were the apprehensions lest they should not get 
their invitation, lest their dresses should not be ready, lest everything 
should not be as it ought to be. 

Mary a Ignatyevna Peronski, an old friend and relative of the 
countess, was to accompany the Rostofs to the ball. She was a lean 
and sallow lady in waiting to the empress dowager, and took charge 
of her country cousins, the Rostofs, in their entry into Petersburg 
high life. They were to call for her at ten o’clock in the evening, and 
now it lacked only five minutes of ten, and the ladies were not yet 
dressed. 

This was to be the first great ball Natasha had ever attended. She 
had got up at eight o’clock that morning and had been all day long 
in a state of the wildest excitement and bustle. All her energies from 
earliest morning had been expended in tlie effori to have all of them 
—herself, Sonya and the countess— dressed to ptTfection. Sonya and the 
countess trusted themselves entirely to her hands. I'he countess was 
to wear a dark red velvet gown; the two girls, white crepe gowns with 
pink silk overskirts, and roses in their corsages; their hair was to be 
arranged a la grecqne. 

The most important part had been already done: their feet, hands, 
arms, necks and ears had been washed, perfumed and powdered with 
extraordinary care. On their feet they wore open-work silk stockings 
and white satin slip]3ers with bows. 71ieir toilets were almost finisJied. 
Sonya was already dressed and so was the countess; but Natasha, who 
had been helping the others, was behind. She was still sitting in front 
of the mirror in a peignoir that covered her slender shoulders. Sonya 
was standing in the middle of the room fastening on a last bow with 
a pin that hurt her dainty fingers as she tried to press it, squeaking, 
througli the ribbon. 

“Not that way, not that way, Sonya,” cried Natasha, turning her 
head suddenly, and putting her hands up to her hair, which the maid 
who was dressing it had not yet had time to finish. “Don't put the 
bow that way, come here!” 

Sonya sat down in front of her. Natasha pinned the bow in a dif- 
ferent position. 

“If you please. Miss, I can't arrange your hair this way,” exclaimed 
the maid, still holding Natasha’s braids. 
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“Oh, good gracious, wait then! There, that’s the way, Sonya!” 

“Are you almost ready?” the countess was heard asking. “It’s ten 
o’clock already.” 

“In a minute, in a minute. And are you all ready, mama?” 

“Only have my toque to put on.” 

“Don’t you do it without me!” cried Natasha. “You won’t get it 
right!” 

“Yes, hut it’s ten o’clock!” 

It had been decided upon that they should reach the ballroom at 
hall-past ten, and Natasha still had to get on her gown, and they had 
to j)i(:k up Madame I ‘er on ski. 

As soon as her hair was done, Natasha, in her short petticoat which 
showed her I)all slip})ers, and wearing her mother’s dressing jacket, 
ran to Sonya and examined her critically; then she hurried to her 
mother. Bending her head down she put the toque on it, and giving 
her gray hair a hasty kiss, she scurried back to the maids, who were 
putting the last touches to her skirt. 

riic delay had been caused by Natasha’s skirt, which was too long; 
two maids were at work on it, hastily biting off the ends of the thread. 
A third, with her mouth full of pins, was hastening from the countess 
to Sonya; and a fourth was holding up high in the air the complete 
crepe gown. 

“Maviushka, hurry up, you old darling.” 

“Give me the tliiinble, Miss.” 

“Are you almost read)?” asked the count, coming to the door. “Here 
is some perlume for you. Madame Peronski will be in a fume.” 

“There! it is done!” cried the maid, lifting up with two fingers the 
completed crcqie drc'ss and giving it a puff and a shake, by this motion 
exjiressing her sense ol the airiness aneJ purity of what she held. 

Natasha began to put the garment on. 

“In a minute, in a minute; don’t come in, papa,” she cried to her 
father, who was just opening the door. Her head at that very moment 
was disajijiearing under the cloud of crepe. Sonya closed the door. 
But in a moment the count was admitted. He wore a blue dress coat, 
ktice breeches, and buckled shoe's, and w^as scented and pomaded. 

“Oh! papa, how handsome you look! Charming!” cried Natasha, as 
she stood in the middle of the chamber and adjusted the folds of her 
skirt. 

“Mercy on us!” cried Sonya, wdth despair in her voice, scrutinizing 
Natasha’s dress. “Meicy on us! it’s too long now!” 

Natasha made a few steps so as to look into the pier glass. The skirt 
was indeed too long. 

“Good gracious! Miss, it isn’t too long at all,” said Mavrushka, crawl- 
ing along on the floor after her young mistress. 

“Well, if it’s loo long, then let us tack it up; we can do it in a second,” 
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said Dunyasha in a decisive tone, taking a needle from the bosom of 
her dress, and again sitting on the floor to baste up the bottom of the 
skirt. 

At this instant the countess, in her toque and velvet dress, came 
timidly into the room with noiseless steps. 

“Ool Ool my beautyl” cried the count. “You are the best of them all!" 

He tried to give her a hug and a kiss, but she blushed and pushed 
him away, so as not to rumple her dress. 

“Mama, your toque should be more to one side," cried Natasha. “I 
will pin it on." 

“Oh, my beauty! a real queen!" cried the old nurse looking in at the 
door. “And little Sonya, too; well, they are beauties!" 

By a quarter past ten, finally, all were seated in the carriage and on 
their way. But they still had to call for their friend. 

Madame Peronski was ready and waiting for them. Notwithstanding 
her advanced age and her lack of charms, almost exactly the same thing 
had taken place in her case as with the Rostofs, though, of course, with 
no haste and flurry, for this was an old story with her; but her un- 
beautiful old body had been washed and scented and powdered in 
just the same way, and she had been just as scrupulous in washing 
behind her ears; and just as at the Rostofs', her ancient maid had 
enthusiastically contemplated the adornment of her mistress when, 
dressed in her yellow dress with the royal insignia of a lady in waiting, 
she had come down into the drawing-room. 

She praised the Rostofs’ toilets and the Rostofs extolled her taste 
and her toilet; and at last, at eleven o’clock, taking great care of their 
hair and their gowns, they stowed themselves away in the carriages 
and drove off. 


VI 

Natasha had not had a moment’s freedom since that morning; and 
not once had she taken time to think of what was before her. 

In the raw, chill atmosphere, in the narrow, dimly lighted, swaying 
carriage, for the first time she vividly saw in her imagination what 
was waiting for her there at the ball, in the lighted halls— the music, 
the flowers, the dances, the sovereign, all the brilliant youth of the 
city. Fancy pictured it in such attractive colors that she could hardly 
believe it was going to be realized; it was all in such vivid contract with 
the impression of the chill, the narrowness and darkness of the carriage. 
She realized all that was awaiting her only at the moment when, having 
passed along the red-carpeted entrance, she went into the vestibule and 
took off her cloak, and, together with Sonya, preceded her mother up 
the grand staircase lined with flowering plants. Then only it came 
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over her with what propriety she must behave at a ball, and she tried 
to assufhe the dignified manner she felt to be the proper thing for a 
young girl on such an occasion. 

But, fortunately for her, she was conscious that her eyes were wan- 
dering; she could not distinguish anything clearly; her heart was beat- 
ing a hundred a minute, and her pulses throbbed almost painfully. 
It was impossible for her to assume any such manner, and it would 
have been ridiculous in her; and so she walked along, trembling with 
excitement, and trying with all her might to hide it; and this was the 
very manner which, more than any other, was becoming to her. 

Behind them and in front of them, other guests were mounting the 
stairs, also talking in low tones, and dressed in ball costumes. The 
mirrors on the landings reflected visions of ladies in white, blue and 
pink gowns, with diamonds and pearls on their bare arms and bosoms. 
Natasha glanced into the mirrors, but in the reflection she could not 
distinguish herself from the others; all were commingled and confused 
in one glittering procession. As they reached the door leading into the 
first ballroom, an unbroken roar of voices, footsteps and greetings 
deafened Natasha; the lights and brilliant toilets da/vJed her still 
more. The host and hostess, who had been half an hour standing near 
the entrance and repeating over the same words of welcome, “Charmed 
to see you,” met the Rostofs and Madame Peronski in the same way. 

The two young girls, in their white gowns, each with a single rose 
in her dark locks, went in and curtsied exactly alike; but involuntarily 
the hostess let her glance rest longer on the slender little Natasha. 
She looked at her and smilc*d on her alone with a special graciousness; 
to the others she was only the hostess. As she looked at her, she perhaps 
remembered the golden days of her girlhood which would never more 
return, and her own first ball. The host also followed Natasha with 
his glance, and asked the count which of the two was his daughter. 

''Charmantc!” said he, kissing his finger tips. 

In the ballroom the guests were crowded together near the entrance, 
awaiting the coming of the sovereign. The countess took her place in 
the front row of this group. Natasha had had her cars open, and was 
conscious that several had asked who she was and had looked at her. 
She knew she was making a pleasant impression on those whose atten- 
tion she had attracted, and this fact somewhat calmed her agitation. 

“There are some just like ourselves, and some not so good,” she 
thought. 

Madame Peronski was pointing out to the countess the most notable 
personages in the ballroom. 

“There I that's the Dutch ambassador, see— that gray-haired man,” 
said she, directing the countess’ attention to a gentleman with abundant 
curly hair, silver-white. He was surrounded by ladies, whom he had 
just set to laughing by some remark. 
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“Ah I and there is the tsaritsa of Petersburg, Countess Bezukhof," 
she exclaimed, indicating Helene, who had just entered. “How hand- 
some she is I she does not stand second even to Marya Antonovna. Just 
see how young and old stare after her. She's both handsome and intel- 
ligent. They say a royal prince has gone daft about her. And see those 
two, there! They are not pretty at all, but what a following they have!" 

She indicated a lady and her extremely plain daughter who were 
just crossing the ballroom. 

“That girl is the heiress to millions," said Madame Peronski; “and 
there are her suitors. That’s Countess Bezukhof's brother, Anatol 
Kuragin," said she, calling attention to a handsome young cavalryman 
who was just then passing them, holding his head very high and not 
deigning to give the ladies any recognition. “How handsome he isl 
isn’t he? They say he’s going to marry this heiress; and your cousin, 
Drubetskoy, is also after her; they say she has millions. . . . Who? 
Oh! that is the French ambassador himself," she replied to the countess, 
wlio asked who Caulaincourt was. "Just see, he is like some tsar! And 
yet they are all so pleasant, so very pleasant, these French. Ah! and 
there she is! After all, there is no one who can be compared to our 
Marya Antonovna. And how simply she is dressed! Charming!— And 
the stout man over there, in spectacles, is the international Freemason," 
said she, pointing out Bezukhof. “Compare him with his wife! What 
a ridiculous creature!" 

Pierre walked along, his stout form swaying, and pushed through 
liic throng, bowing to the right and left carelessly and good-naturedly, 
as if he were making his way through the swarms of a market place, 
lie passed along, evidently in search of someone. 

Natasha was glad to see Pierre’s well-known face, even if he was “a 
iidiculous creature," to use the words of Madame Peronski; and she 
Iwuew it was her party, and herself in particular, that Pierre was looking 
for; Pierre had promised he would attend the ball and find partners 
lor her. 

But before he arrived where they stood, Pierre stopped near a short 
diid very handsome dark-featured cavalryman in a white uniform: it 
was Bolkonsky, who seemed to her to have grown younger, gayer, 
‘Uid handsomer. 

‘There’s another of our acquaintances— Bolkonsky— do you see him, 
mama?" asked Natasha, indicating Prince Andrei. “Do you remember? 
He spent a night with us at Otradnoye." 

“Ah, indeed! so you know him, then?" asked Madame Peronski. “I 
( annot endure him. He’s all the rage just now. There’s no end to his 
pride. He’s like his father. See how he treats the ladies! One just spoke 
to him, and he turned his back on her! I’d give him a lesson if he 
treated me as he did those ladies." 

Suddenly there was a general stir: a whisper ran through the throng, 
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which pressed forward and then divided again, making two rows. Bt- 
tween them came the sovereign, to the strains of the band, which just 
then began to play. He was followed by the host and hostess. The 
sovereign passed along, hastily bowing to the right and left, as if he 
were anxious to have done as soon as possible with these first formalities. 
The musicians played a polonaise then famous, on account of the words 
which had been set to it. These words began, “Alexander, Elizabeth, 
you enrapture us ... ” 

The sovereign entered the drawing-room. The throng pushed toward 
the doors; several persons with anxious faces rushed hither and thither 
in great haste. The throng again moved away from the drawing-room 
door, where the sovereign made his appearance, engaged in conver- 
sation with the hostess. A young man with an expression of annoyance 
on his face came along and begged the ladies to step back. Several 
ladies, with eager faces, showing absolute disregard of all the conven- 
tional rules of good breeding, pushed forward, to the imminent risk 
of their toilets. The gentlemen began to select their partners and get 
info position for the polonaise. 

Space was cleared; and the sovereign, with a smile, stepping out 
of time, passed into the ballroom, leading the lady of the house by 
the hand. They were followed by the host, with Marya Antonovna 
Narishkina; then ambassadors, ministers, and various generals, whom 
Madame Peionski indclatigably called by name. More than half the 
ladies had partners, and were already dancing or beginning to dance 
the polonaise. Natasha felt that she and Sonya, as well as her mother, 
were neglected, with that minority of ladies who lined the walls and 
were not invited to take j)art in the polonaise. She stood with her 
slender arms hanging by her sides; with her maidenly bosom, as yet 
scarcely defined, regularly rising and falling with long breaths; and 
she looked straight ahead with brilliant eyes full of alarm, indicating 
that she was leady for the greatest enjoyment or the greatest disap- 
j)ointmcnt. She was not interested now in the sovereign or in any ot 
those distinguished people whom Madame Peronski was calling to their 
attention; she had only one thought: “Isn't anyone coming to invite 
me? Can it be that 1 am not going to be taken out for the first dance? 
Won’t any of those men notice me?— of those men who now do not 
seem to sec me; or, if they see me, look at me as much as to say, ‘Oh, 
she's nothing— she's nothing to look atl* No, it cannot bel’’ said she 
to herself. “They must know that I am longing to dance, and how 
splendidly I dance, and how much they would enjoy it if they danced 
with me!" 

The strains of the polonaise, which had now lasted some little time, 
began to have a melancholy cadence in Natasha’s ears, as if connected 
with sad memories. She felt like having a good cry. Madame Peronski 
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had left them; the count was at the other end of the ballroom; she 
and Sonya and the countess were as much alone in this throng of 
strangers as if they were in the woods; no one took any interest in them, 
or looked out for them. Prince Andrei passed them with a lady on 
his arm, and evidently did not recollect them. The handsome Anatol, 
smiling, said something to the lady with whom he was promenading, 
and looked into Natasha’s face as one looks at a wall. Twice Boris 
passed them, and each time turned his head away. Berg and his wife, 
who were not dancing, joined them. 

Natasha felt mortified to death at this family gathering, there, at 
the ball; as if they had no other place for family confidences than in 
a ballroom. She did not look at Vera, or listen to what she had to say 
about her emerald-green dress. 

At last the sovereign sat down near his last partner— he had danced 
with three— and the music ceased. An officious aide bustled up to the 
Rostofs, begging them to move back a little more, and this although 
they almost touched the wall; and then Irom the gallery was heard 
the rhythmical, smooth, and enticing sound of the waltz. 

The sovereign, with a smile, glanced down the ballroom. A moment 
passed, and no one had as yet begun. The aide, who acted as master 
ol ceicmonics, approached Countess Bezukhof, and asked her to dance. 
She accepted with a smile, and then, without looking at him, laid her 
hand on his shoulder. The aide, who was a master of his business, 
calmly, deliberately, and with all self-confidence, placing his arm firmly 
about her waist, at first started off with her in the glissade around the 
edge of the circle; then, when they reached the end of the ballroom, 
he look her right hand with his left, turned her around, and, while 
the sounds of the waltz grew more and more rapid, the clicking of the 
aide's spurs could be heard as his agile and skilful feet beat the time 
of the rhythm; while on the third beat, at every turn, his partner’s 
velvet dress floated out and sSeemed to fly. Natasha gazed at them, and 
was ready to weep that it was not she herself who was leading this 
first waltz. 

Prince Andrei, in the white uniform of a colonel of cavalry, in silk 
stockings and shoe buckles, stood, lull of file and radiant with hap- 
piness, in the front row of the circle not far from the Rostofs. Baron 
l irhof was talking to him about the first meeting of the Imperial 
(Council, which had been appointed ior the next day. But Prince 
Andrei was not listening to what Firhof was saying, and looked now 
at the sovereign and now at the various gentlemen who were all ready 
to dance but had not the necessary courage to take the floor. 

Prince Andrei was observing these gentlemen who showed such 
timidity in the presence of their sovereign, and the ladies, whose hearts 
were sinking within them with desire to be invited. 



Pierre came up to Prince Andrei and took him by the arm. 

“You are always ready foi a dance. My prot^g^e, the little Rostof 
girl, is here; do invite hcr!“ said he. 

“Where?” asked Bolkonsky. “I beg your pardon,” he added, turning 
to the baron. “We will finish this conversation at another time; but at 
balls it is our duty to dance.” 

He went in the direction indicated by Pierre. Natasha's despairing, 
sad face attracted Prince Andrei's attention. He recognized her, and 
divined her feeling; and, realizing that she was just “coming out,” and 
remembering her conversation, he went with a beaming countenance 
up to Countess Rostof. 

“Allow me to make you acquainted with my daughter,” said the 
countess, blushing. 

“I have had the pleasure of meeting her before, but perhaps the 
countess does not remember me,” said Prince Andrei, with a low and 
respectful bow, entirely belying Madame Peronski’s spiteful observa- 
tion about his rudeness. Apf)roaching Natasha, he started to put his 
arm around her waist, even before he had actually invited her to 
dance with him. rhen he pioposcd that they should take a turn of the 
waltz. Natasha's lace, with its melancholy expression, ready to sink 
to despair or become radiant, was suddenly lighted up with a happy, 
childlike smile of gr'alitiidc. 

“1 had been waiting long for you,” this timid and radiant young 
girl seemed to say by this smile, flashing out from under tears that 
had been almost readv to start, as she put her hand on Prince Andrei's 
shoulder. They were the second couple that ventured out upon the 
floor. Prince Andrei was one of the best dancers of his time. Natasha 
danced ex(|uisiiely; her dainty little feet, shod in her satin slippers, 
performed their duty with perfect ease and agility, independently of 
her volition; and her lace beamed with triumjdiant delight. 

Her bare lu'ck and .nins wejc thin and far from pretty, compared 
with Helene's charms. 1 h r shoulders were slim, her figure undeveloped, 
hcT arms slender, but Helene seemed to be already covered with an 
enamel left by the thousand glances that had glided over her form, 
while Natasha seemed like a girl appearing for the first time in a 
low-necked gown, and who would feel very much mortified if she 
were not assured that it the proper thing. 

Prince Andrei liked to dance, and, as he wanted to escape as soon 
as possible from the political and intellectual remarks with which all 
approached him, ancl lo break up, as soon as possible, that tiresome 
circle of people abashed hy the presence of the sovereign, he w^as readv 
to dance; and he chose Nataslia because Pierre had suggested her, and 
because she happened to be (he first among all the pretty women who 
attracted his attention. But as soon as he clasped her slender, supple 
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form, and she began to move so close to him, and smiled up into his 
face, the wine of her fascination mounted to his head; he felt a renewed 
energy and fresh life when, having released her, he stopped and began 
to look at the other dancers. 


VII 

Following Prince Andrei’s example, Boris came and invited Natasha 
to dance with him; also the master of ceremonies, who had opened 
the ball, and several other young men; and Natasha, turning her 
superfluity of partners over to Sonya, flushed and happy, did not miss 
a single dance throughout the rest of the evening. 

She had eyes for nothing else, and she did not notice what had 
attracted the attention of everyone else at the ball. She did not once 
remark how the emperor had a long conversation with the French 
ambassador; or how he showed signal favor to a certain lady who 
was present; or how Prince So-and-So and So-and-So said and did this, 
that, and the other thing; or how Helene enjoyed a brilliant success 
and attracted the special attention of such-and-such a person: she 
did not even sec the sovereign, and only noticed that he had with- 
drawn by the fact that, after his departure, the ball became livelier than 
ever. 

Just before supper. Prince Andrei danced one of the liveliest cotil- 
lions with Natasha. He reminded her of their first meeting on the 
Otradnoye driveway, and how she could not go to sleep that moonlight 
night, and how he had involuntarily overheard what she said. Natasha 
blushed at this reminiscence, and tried to excuse herself, as if there 
were something of which she ought to be ashamed in the consciousness 
that Prince Andrei had accidentally overheard her. 

Prince Andrei, like all men who had grown up in society, liked to 
meet anyone who was free from the stereotyped imprint of fashionable 
high life; and such a person was Natasha, with her admiration, her 
enjoyment, and her modesty, and even her mistakes in speaking French. 
He treated her and spoke to her with a peculiar delicacy and affec- 
tionate courtesy. As he sat next to her, talking on the simplest and 
most insignificant topics, Prince Andrei admired the merry gleam in 
her eyes, and her smile, answering not to what was said to her so much 
as to her inward happiness. If, by chance, Natasha was invited to 
dance, and got up with a smile and went dancing across the room. 
Prince Andrei found especial delight in watching her fawnlike grace. 
In the midst of the cotillion, Natasha, having just danced out one 
figure, came back to her place, still panting. A new partner again 
invited her out. She was tired and out of breath, and evidently at first 
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inclined to refuse; but instantly placed her hand on the cavalier’s 
shoulder, and gave Prince Andrei a smile. 

“I should like very much to get my breath, and sit with you— I am 
tired— but you see how I am in demand; and that pleases me, and I 
am happy, and 1 love you all, and you and I understand it all”; this, 
and much more besides, this smile of hers seemed to say. When her 
partner released her, Natasha glided across the room to choose two 
ladies for tiie figure. 

”If she speaks to her cousin first, and then to the other lady, she 
will be my wife!” said Prince Andrei, unexpectedly even to himself, 
as he looked at Iier. She went to her cousin first! 

“What nonsense sometimes enters one’s head!” said Prince Andrei 
to himself. “Put it is (juitc evident that this gill is so sweet, and so 
unlike anybody else, that she won’t be kept dancing here for a month; 
she’ll be engaged or married. . . . There’s no one like her here!” he 
thought, as Natasha, smoothing out the crumpled petals of a rose in 
her corsage, came back and resumed her place next to him. 

At the end of the cotillion the old count, in his blue coat, came 
up to the dancers. He invited Prince Andrei to call and see them, and 
he asked his daughter if she had been having a good time. Natasha 
at first did not reply, except by a smile which had a sort of reproach 
in it, as much as to say, ”How can you ask such a (juestion?” 

“The loveliest time I ever had in my life,” said she; and Prince 
Andiei noticed how she made a quick motion to raise her slender 
arms, as if to embrace her father, and instantly dropped them again. 
Natasha was happier than she had ever been in her life before; she 
had reached that lofty height of bliss when a person becomes perfect 1) 
good and lovely, and cannot believe in the existence or the possibility 
of wickedness, unhappiness, and sorrow. 

At this ball, Pierre for the first time realized the humiliating position 
in which he was placed by the status occupied by his wife in ccuiri 
society. He was morose and absent-minded. A deep frown furrowed 
his brow; and, as he siockI by the window, he glared through his spec- 
tacles and yet saw nothing. 

Natasha, as she went down to supper, passed by him. 

His gloomy, unhappy face struck her. She paused in front of him; 
she felt a desire to help him, to share with him the superfluity of her 
own happiness. “How gay it is, count,” said she. “Isn’t it?” 

Pierre gave her a distracted smile, evidently not understanding what 
she said. “Yes, I am very glad,” he replied. 

“How can anyone be dissatisfied with anything?” wondered Natasha. 
“Especially such a good fellow as that Bezukhof.” 

In Natasha’s eyes, all who were at the ball W'crc alike good, sweet, 
lovely men, full of affection toward one another; hatred was out of the 
question, and therefore all ought to be happy. 



VIII 


Two DAYS LATER Princc Andrei went to make calls at several houses 
where he had not been as yet, among them the Rostofs*, whose ac- 
quaintance he had renewed at the ball. Not only was he required by 
the laws of politeness to call at the Rostofs’, but he also had a strong 
desire to see in her own home this unusual and lively young girl of 
whom he had such pleasant recollections. 

Natasha was the first who came down to see him. She wore a simple 
blue morning dress, and it seemed to Prince Andrei that it was even 
more becoming to her than the one she had worn at the ball. She and 
the rest of the family received Prince Andrei simply and hospitably, 
as an old friend. The whole family, which he had at first been inclined 
to criticize severely, now seemed to him charming, simple-hearted and 
cordial people. The old count showed such genuine and unbounded 
hospitality, and his good nature was so contagious, especially there in 
IVtersburg, that Prince Andrei could not with good grace refuse his 
invitation to dinner. 

“Yes, they are excellent people," said Bolkonsky to himself. “Of 
course they cannot appreciate what a treasure they possess in Natasha; 
but they are good, kindly people, and they make a most admirable 
liackground against which to bring out all the charm oi this wonder- 
lully poetical young girl, so brimful with vivacity." 

Prince Andrei sensed in Natasha a peculiar and unknown world, 
lull of unrealized delights— that unknown world of which he had 
caught the first glimpse as he drove through the Otradnoye avenue, 
and then again at the window that moonlight night, when he had been 
so stirred by it. 

Now this world no longer excited his curiosity, no longer was it a 
strange world; but, as he entered into it, he realized that new delight 
was awaiting him. 

After dinner, Natasha, at the count’s request, went to the clavichord 
and began to sing. Prince Andrei stood by the window and listened, 
occasionally exchanging words with the other ladies. In the middle of 
a sentence Prince Andrei stopped talking and, to his amazement, found 
that he was choked with tears, something he would not have believed 
possible for him. He looked at Natasha as she sang, and a new and 
joyous feeling arose in his heart. He was happy and at the same time 
sad. He had really nothing to weep about, but he was ready to burst 
into tears. For what? his former love? . . . For the little princess? . . . 
For his frustrated illusions? . . . For his hopes of the future? . . . Yes 
and no! The chief reason why he felt like weeping was the sudden 
awakening to that strange and vivid contradiction between the bound- 
lessly immense and infinite that existed in him, and the narrow and 
limited world to which he felt that he himself, and even she, be- 
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longed. This contrast tormented and enthralled him while she was 
singing. 

As soon as Natasha finished her song, she went to him and asked 
him frankly how he liked her voice. She asked the question, and was 
overwhelmed with confusion the moment she had spoken, realizing 
when it was too late that she ought not to have asked it. He smiled as 
he looked at her, and replied that he liked her singing just as he liked 
everything else she did. 

It was late that evening before Prince Andrei left the Rostofs’. He 
went to bed as usual, but soon found that he had a sleepless night be- 
fore him. Relighting his candle, he sat up in bed a little while; then 
he got up; then he lay down again; still, he was not in the least oppressed 
by this sleeplessness. His soul was so full of new and joyful sensations 
that it seemed to him as if he had just emerged from a stuffy room 
into God’s free world. Nor did it once occur to him that he was in love 
with the young Countess Rosiof; he did not think of her, he only 
imagined her; and the consequence of this was that his whole life 
j)rescnied itself to him in a new light. 

“Why am 1 struggling, why am 1 toiling and moiling in this narrow, 
petty environment, when life, all of life, with all its pleasures, is open 
before me?” he asked himself. 

And for the first time in many months he began to make cheerful 
plans for the future. He decided that it was his duty to undertake 
personally the education of his son, to find an instructor and put the 
child into his hands; then he would quit the service and travel abroad, 
and sec England, Switzerland, and Italy. 

“1 must make the most of my freedom, since I feel myself so over- 
flowing with strength and energy,” said he to himsell. “Pierre was right 
in saying that one ought to believe in the possibility of happiness, and 
now 1 believe it is so. I.et the dead bury their dead; but, while we are 
alive, let us live,” he thought. 


IX 

One morning Colonel Adolph Berg, with whom Pierre was acquainted, 
just as he was acquainted with everyone in Petersburg and Moscow, 
came to sec him. He was dressed in an immaculate and brand-new 
uniform, with little pomaded lovelocks curling over his temples, just 
as the sovereign wore them. 

“I have just come from calling on the countess, your wife, and I 
was so unfortunate in not being able to have my request grantedl I 
hope, count, that I shall be more successful with you,” said he, with 
a smile. 

“What would you like, colonel? I am at your service.” 





am now completely settled in my new apartment, count/* pursued 
Berg, evidently convinced in his own mind that this communication 
could not fail to be an agreeable piece of news. “And, consequently, 
I wanted to have a little reception for my friends and my wife*s.’* He 
smiled more effusively than ever. “I wanted to ask the countess and 
yourself to do me the honor to come and take a cup of tea with us* 
and— and have supper.** 

Only Countess Elena, who considered the society of such people as 
the Bergs beneath her, could have had the heart to refuse such an 
invitation. Berg explained so clearly why he desired to gather around 
him a small and select company, and why it would be pleasant to him^ 
and why he grudged money spent on cards and other disreputable 
occupations, but was willing to go to large outlay in entertaining good 
company, that Pierre could not think of refusing, and agreed to be 
present. 

“Only don’t come late, count, if 1 may be so bold as to beg of you; 
at ten minutes to eight, I beg of you. We will have cards; our general 
will come— he is very good to me. We will have a good supper, count. 
So please do me the favor.” 

Contrary to his usual habit of being late, Pierre that evening 
reached the Bergs' at a quarter to eight, five minutes before the ap- 
pointed time. 

The Bergs, having made every provision for the reception, were all 
ready and waiting for their guests to anive. 

Berg and his wife were sitting together in their library, all new 
and bright, and well provided with statuary and paintings and new 
furniture. Berg, in a nice new uniform, tightly buttoned up, was sitting 
near his wife explaining to her that it was always possible and proper 
to have acquaintances among people of high station, that being the 
only real advantage in having friends. “You can always find something 
to imitate, and can ask any sort of advice. You see, that’s the way I 
have done ever since 1 was first promoted.”— Berg did not reckon his 
life according to his years, but according to the various steps of pro- 
motion.— “My comrades are still of no account, but, at the first vacancy, 
J shall be made regimental commander; and then, I have the happiness 
of being your husband.” He got up and kissed Vera’s hand, but before 
he did so he straightened out the corner of a rug that was turned up. 
“And how have I accomplished all this? Principally by exercising a 
choice in my acquaintances. Of course, though, one has to be straight- 
forward and punctual.” 

Berg smiled with the consciousness of his superiority over a weak 
woman, and relapsed into silence, saying to himself that his wife, lovely 
as she was, was nevertheless a feeble woman, unable to appreciate the 
full significance of the dignity of being a man. Vera at the same time 
smiled with a similar consciousness of her superiority over her good, 
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worthy spouse; who nevertheless, like the rest of his sex, was quite 
mistaken, she thought, in his misunderstanding of the meaning of life. 
Berg, judging by his wife, considered that all women were weak and 
uniniellectuaJ. Vera, judging by her husband alone, and making wider 
generalizations, supposed that all men considered no one but them- 
selves wise, and at the same time had no real understanding and were 
haughty and egotistical. 

Berg got up, and, embracing his wife carefully— so as not to rumple 
her lace fichu, for which he had paid a high price— kissed her on the 
center of the lips. 

“There is one thing— we must not begin to have children too soon,” 
said he, by an unconscious correlation of ideas. 

“Yes,” replied Vera. “That's exactly what I do not want. We must 
live for society.” 

“Princess Yusupof has one exactly like this,” said Berg, laying his 
finger on the lace fichu, with his honest, happy smile. 

At this lime Count Bezukhof was announced. The young couple 
exchanged congratulatory glances, each appropriating the honor of 
this visit. 

“This is what comes of knowing how to make the right acquaint- 
ances,” said Berg, “'rhis comes of having tact!” 

“Now, I beg ol you, don't interrupt me when I am talking with 
guests,” said Vera. “Betause I know how to receive each one, and what 
to talk to them about.” 

Berg al-so smiled. “Of course; but sometimes, among men, there must 
be conversation for men,” said he. 

Pierre was shown into the new drawing-room, where one could not 
possibly take a seat without destroying the symmetry, neatness, and 
order that reigned there; and consequently, it was perfectly compre- 
hensible and not to be wondered at that it required much magnanimity 
of Berg to alhnv this symmetry of chair or sofa to be disturbed for his 
beloved guest ; or tliat, by reason of finding himself in a state of painful 
irresolution in regard to it, he should have allowed his guest to solve 
the problem in his own way. Pierre, accordingly, broke into the sym- 
metry by pusliing out a chair; and immediately alter, Berg and Vera 
began their recepti(.)n and began to talk, each interrupting the other, 
and trying to entcitain their guest. 

Vera, deciding in her own mind that Pierre would naturally be 
interestt'd in the French emba.s.sy, immediately began to talk about it. 
Berg, deciding that a more virile subject must be chosen, broke into 
his white’s discourse by raising a question in regard to the war w'ith 
Austria; and found himself involuntarily digressing from the abstract 
topic to various concrete proposals which had been laid before him 
in regard to taking part in the Austrian campaign, and the reasons 
which had led him to decline them. 
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Although the conversation was desultory, and Vera was indignant 
that this masculine element should have been introduced, both husband 
and wife had a feeling of satisfaction that, though as yet there was 
only one guest, still the evening had begun auspiciously, and that their 
reception was going to be like every other reception— with talk, tea, 
and brightly lighted candles— as like, in fact, as two drops of water. 

Shortly aher, Boris appeared, he having been Berg’s former comrade. 
He treated Berg and Vera with a shade of superiority and condescen- 
sion. Boris was followed by a colonel and his lady, then Berg’s own 
gcneial, then the Rostofs; and the reception by this time, without a 
shadow of a doubt, began to resemble all other receptions. Berg and 
Veia could not refrain from a blissful smile at the sight of this stir 
in the drawing-room, at the clatter of disconnected snatches of conver- 
sation, at the rustle of silken gowns, and the greetings. Everything 
was just as it would be everywhere else; especially so was the general, 
who could not find enough to say in praise of Berg’s apartment, and 
patted him on the shoulder, and with fatherly authority arranged the 
disposition of the tables for boston-whist. The general then sat down 
hy C>)unt Rostof, as being, next to himself, the guest of the greatest 
im])ortance. The old people gathered in groups by themselves, the 
)oung people by themselves; the hostess took her ])Iace at the tea table, 
which was laid out with exactly the same kind of macaroons in a silver 
cake basket as the Panins had had at their reception; in fact, every- 
thing was exactly the same as at all receptions. 


X 

PiKRRE, AS ONE of the most distinguished guests of the evening, naturally 
had to play boston in the set with Count Rostof, the general, and the 
colonel. It happened that his place at the table brought him opposite 
Natasha, and he could not help being struck by the strange change 
tJiat liad come over her since the evening ot the ball. She spoke scarcely 
a Word, and was not so pretty as she had been at the ball; indeed, she 
would have looked plain, it it had not been for her sweet expression 
of resignation. 

“What is the matter with her?” Pierre wondered, as he looked at 
her. She was sitting beside her sister at the tea table, and, with an air 
of utter indifference and without even looking at him, answered some 
remark that Boris had made to her. Having played out a whole suit 
and taken five tricks, greatly to his partner’s satisfaction, Pierre, as 
he gathered np his cards, was again led to look at her by hearing com- 
}>limentary greetings, and then the steps of someone entering the room. 

“What has happened to her?” he asked himself, with even more 
wonder than before. 
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Prince Andrei, with an expression of protecting affection, was now 
standing in front of her and saying something to her. She had lifted 
her head and was gazing at him with flushed cheeks, and apparently 
striving to restrain her rapid breathing. And the brilliant light of a 
strange inner fire, till then suppressed, again flashed up in her. She 
was wholly transfigured: instead of being plain, she was as radiantly 
beautiful as she had been at the ball. Prince Andrei came toward 
Pierre, and Pierre noticed a new and youthful expression in his friend’s 
face. 

Pierre changed his seat several times during the game, sometimes 
being in front of Natasha, and sometimes behind; but during all the 
time of the six rubbers, he kept watching her and his friend. 

’‘There is something very serious going on between them,” said 
Pierre to himself; and a feeling of mingled joy and sadness stirred him, 
and made him forget his own grief. 

After the sixth rubber the general got up, declaring that it was 
impossible to play in such a way, and Pierre regained his freedom. 
Natasha, on one side, was talking with Sonya and Boris; Vera, with a 
slight smile on her face, was talking to Prince Andrei about something 
or other. 

Pierre joined his friend and, asking what secret they were discussing 
together, took a seat near them. Vera, having noticed Prince Andrei's 
attention to Natasha, had decided that that evening, that very evening, 
it was absolutely necessary for her to drop some shrewxl insinuations 
in regard to the feelings; and so she took advantage of a moment when 
Prince Andrei was alone to begin to talk about sentiment in general, 
and about her sister in particular. With such a clever man as she knew 
I’rince Andiei to be, she knew she must here use her diplomatic arts. 

When Pierre joined them, he noticed that Vera was talking with 
great elociuencc and self-satisfaction, while Prince Andrei seemed rather 
confused, wdiich was a rate thing with him. 

“What is your oj^inion?” asked Vera, with her slight smile. ‘‘You 
liave such keen insight, prince, and are so quick to read people’s char- 
acters: what do you think of Natasha? Would she be likely to be con- 
stant in her att:ichmenisr Would she be like other w^omen”— Vera had 
herself in inind--‘‘and lo\’e a man once, and remain forever faithful 
to him? That is what 1 tall genuine love. What do you think, prince?” 

“I have too slight an actjuaintance wdth your sister,” replied Prince 
Andrei, with a satiiical smile under which he tried to hide his con- 
fuson, ‘‘to decide such a delicate question; and then, I have noticed 
that the less attractive a woman is, the more likely she is to be constant,” 
he added, and looked at Pierre, who had just at that instant joined 
them. 

‘‘Yes, that is true, prince: in our days,” pursued Vera— speaking of 
“our days” in a way affected by narrow-minded people who labor under 
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the delusion that they are the only ones to discover and appreciate the 
peculiarities of their time, and that human nature changes with 
the changing years— “young girls have so much freedom that the 
pleasure of being wooed often stifles their true feelings. And Natasha, 
it must be confessed, is very susceptible to it." 

This reference to Natasha again caused Prince Andrei to scowl dis- 
agreeably; he was about to rise, but Vera proceeded with a still more 
subtle smile: 

“I think no one has ever been more courted than she," said Vera. 
“But no one had ever really seriously succeeded in pleasing her until 
very recently. You must know, count," said she, addressing Pierre, "even 
our dear Cousin Boris has, between ourselves, gone very, very far into 
the land of sentiment." 

Prince Andrei, still scowling, said nothing. 

"You and Boris are friends, are you not?” asked Vera. 

"Yes, I know him." 

"I suppose he has told you about his boyish love for Natasha?" 

"Ahl so it was a boyish love, was it?" suddenly asked Prince Andrei, 
unexpectedly reddening. 

"Yes! You know sometimes this intimacy between cousins leads to 
love: cousinhood is a risky neighborhood! That's true, isn't it?" 

"Oh, yes, without doubt," said Prince Andrei; and suddenly, be- 
coming unnaturally excited, he began to warn Pierre on his duty to 
be on his guard against any intimacy with his hlty-year-old cousins 
in Moscow; and then, right in the midst of his jesting talk, he got up, 
and taking Pierre by the arm, drew him aside. 

"Well! what is it?" asked Pierre, amazed at his friend's strange 
excitement, and remarking the look which, as he got up, he threw in 
Natasha's direction. 

"I must, 1 really must, have a talk with you," said Prince Andrei. 
“You know the gloves"— he referred to the Masonic gloves, which a 
newly initiated brother was to present to the lady of his love. "I . . . 
but no ... I will talk with you about it by and by." And, with a 
strange light in his eyes and a restlessness in his motions. Prince 
Andrei crossed over to Natasha and sat down. Pierre saw how he asked 
her some question, and how she blushed as she answered him. 

But just at that moment Berg came up to Pierre and urged him to 
take part in a discussion between the general and the colonel on 
Spanish affairs. 

Berg was satisfied and happy. Not once did the smile of pleasure 
fade from his face. The reception had been a success, and exactly like 
other receptions he had attended. The similarity was complete. The 
nice little gossipy chats among the ladies; the cards, and the general 
raising his voice over the game; the samovar and the macaroons! One 
thing only was lacking, which he had always seen at receptions, and 
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which he wished to imitate: That was a loud conversation among the 
men, and a discussion over some grave and momentous question. The 
general had begun this conversation, and now Berg carried Pierre off 
to take part in it. 


XI 

Thi: ni XT DAY Prince Andrei went to the Rostofs’ to dinner and spent 
the whole evening there. 

All in the house had an inkling of the reason for Prince Andrei’s 
visits, and he made no secret of it, but tried to be in Natasha’s company 
all the time. 

Not only Natasha, in her heart of hearts frightened and yet blissful 
and full of enthusiasm, but all the household also, lelt a sort of awe 
in the anticipation of a great and solemn event. The countess, with 
sad and gravely wistful eyes, gazed at Prince Andrei as he talked with 
Natasha, and with a sort of timidity tried to introduce some indifferent 
topic as soon as he turned to her. Sonya was afraid to leave Natasha, 
and C(|ually afraid that she was in their way when she was with them. 
Natasha grew pale with fear and expectation if by chance she was left 
alone with him lor a moment. Prince Andrei’s timidity arna/ed her. 
She felt certain that he had something to say to her, but had not the 
courage to speak. 

In the evening, when Prince Andrei had gone, the countess went to 
Natasha. 

“Well?” said she, in a whisper. 

“Mama, for pity’s sake, don’t ask me any questions now. It is impos- 
sible to tell.” 

Nevertheless, that night Natasha, at one moment full of excitement, 
at the next full of trepidation, lay for a long time in her mother’s bed 
with eyes fixed on S})ace. Now she would tell her mother how he praised 
her, and how he said he was going abroad, and how he asked her where 
the Rostofs were going to spend the summer, and how he had asked 
her about Boris. 

“Well, it’s so strange, so strangel ... 1 never knew anything like 
it before,” said she. “But I have such a feeling of terror when he is 
here; I always feel afraid when I am with him; what does it mean? 
Does it mean that it is really and truly . . . ? Mama, are you asleep?” 

“No, my darling; I confess to the same feeling of terror,” replied 
the mother. “Go, nowl” 

“I won’t go to sleep, all the same. How silly it would be to go to 
sleep! Mama darling, nothing like it ever happened to me before,” 
said she, in amazement and awe at the feeling which she was now 
experiencing. “How could we possibly have imagined ...” 


292 



It seemed to Natasha that even as long ago as when Prince Andrei 
had come to Otradnoye she had fallen in love with him. She was 
terror-stricken, as it were, at that strange, unexpected happiness in 
meeting again with the very man whom she had— as she persuaded 
herself— chosen for her husband then, and feeling that he was not 
indifferent to her. 

“And it had to be that he should come to Petersburg just at the 
time when we were here; and it had to be that we should meet at that 
ball. It was our fate. It is evident that it was our fate, that it all led 
to this— all this. Even when I saw him first, I felt something peculiar.*' 

“What is it he has said to you? What were those verses? Repeat 
them to me," said the countess, trying to recall some verses Prince 
Andrei had written in Natasha's album. 

“Mama, there’s nothing to be ashamed of because he is a widower, 
is there?’’ 

“Don’t talk nonsense, Natasha. Pray to Godl Marriages are made 
in heavenl’’ 

“Sweetheartl mama darlingl how I love you, how good you arel" 
cried Natasha, shedding tears of bliss and emotion, and hugging her 
mother. 

At that same time. Prince Andrei was at Pierre’s, telling him about 
his love for Natasha, and his firm intention of marrying her. 

That same evening, the Countess Elena Be/ukhol had given a re- 
ception. The French ambassador had been there; the foreign prince 
who for some time had been a frequent visitor at the countess* had 
been present; and a throng of brilliant ladies and gentlemen. Pierre 
had come down and wandered through the rooms, attracting general 
tiotice among the guests by his concentrated, distracted and gloomy 
looks. 

Pierre, ever since the time of the ball, had been conscious that 
attacks of his old enemy, hypochondria, wTre imminent; and with the 
energy of despair, he had struggled to get the better of them. Since 
this prince had become the countess’ acknowledged admirer, I’ierre 
had unexpectedly been appointed one of the emperor’s chamberlains; 
and from that time forth he began to feel a great burden and loathing 
for society, and his former gloomy, pessimistic thoughts, about the 
falsity of all things human, began to come back to him more and more 
frequently. 

At this particular time his tendency to gloominess was accented by 
the discovery of the feeling existing between his little protegee Natasha 
and Prince Andrei, and by the contrast between his own position and 
his friend’s. He vainly struggled to banish his thoughts about his wife, 
and about Natasha and Prince Andrei. But everything began once more 
to seem insignificant in comparison with eternity, and again the ques- 
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tion arose, “To what end?"' Night and day he compelled himself to 
toil over his Masonic labors, hoping to exorcise the evil demon that 
hovered near him. 

At midnight, Pierre came from the countess' apartments to his own 
low-ceiJinged room which smelled of stale tobacco, and had just sat 
down at the table in his soiled dressing gown and started to finish 
copying some original documents from Scotland, when someone came 
into the room. 

It was Prince Andrei. 

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” said Pierre, in an abstracted and not overcordial 
manner. 

“Here I am at work, you see," said he, pointing to his copybook, 
and his face showed that he was trying to find in it salvation from his 
troubles. Unhappy people always look at their work with that expres- 
sion. Prince Andrei, his face radiant with enthusiasm and new life, 
came and sicjod in front of Pierre; and, not noticing his friend's un- 
happy lace, smiled down on him with the egotism of happiness. 

“Well, my dear fellow,” said he, “last evening I wanted to tell you 
something, and now I have come for that purpose. It is something 
wholly unpiecedented in my experience. I am in love, my friend.” 

Pierre suddenly drew a deep sigh and stretched his clumsy form out 
on the divan near Prince Andrei. 

“With Natasha Rostof, 1 suppose?” said he. 

“Yes, yes; who else could it be? I would never have believed it, but 
this feeling is stronger than I. Last evening I w^as tortured, I was 
miserable: but I would not exchange this agony for anything in the 
world. 1 have never lived till now. Only now do I live, and I cannot 
live without her. Ihu can she love me? . . I am too old for her. What 
do you say?” 

“I? I? What can I say?” suddenly exclaimed Pierre, springing up 
and beginning to pace the room. “I have always thought . . . This 
girl is such a treasure, such a . . . she is a rare person . . . my dear 
fellow: I beseech you, don’t reason about it, don’t let doubts arise, but 
marry her, marrv her, marrv her . . . and I am convinced that you 
will be the happiest man alivel” 

“But how about her?” 

“She loves you!” 

“Don’t talk nonsense ...” said Prince Andrei with a smile, and 
looking straight into Pierre’s eyes. 

“She loves you, I know she docs,” cried Pierre, bluntly. 

“Now listen!” said Prince Andrei, holding him b\ his arm. “Do you 
know what a position 1 am in? 1 must tell someone all about it!” 

“Well, well, go on, I am very glad,” said Pierre, and in reality his 
face had changed: the frown had smoothed itself out, and he listened 
to Prince Andrei with joyous sympathy. Prince Andrei seemed, and 
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really was, another and wholly new man. His melancholy, his contempt 
of life, all his disillusion had vanished. Pierre was the only man in 
whose presence he could speak with absolute frankness, and he poured 
out before him the fullness of his heart. Then fluently and boldly he 
made plans for the future, declaring that he could not think of sacri- 
ficing his happiness to his father’s caprices, and expressing his hope 
that his father would consent to their marriage, and would come to 
love Natasha; then he expressed his amazement at the strange and 
uncontrollable feeling that dominated him. 

“If anyone had predicted the possibility of my being so deeply in 
love, I wouldn’t have believed it,” said Prince Anclrei. “It is an entirely 
different sentiment from the one I had formerly. The whole world is 
divided for me into two portions: The one is where she is, and there 
all happiness and hope and light are found; the other is where she is 
not, and there everything is gloom and darkness.” 

“Darkness and gloom,” repeated Pierre. “Yes, yes, I appreciate thatl” 

“I cannot help loving light, and 1 am not to blame for it. And I 
am very happy. Do you understand me? I know you sympathize with 
my joy.” 

“Yes, indeed I do,” said Pierre, earnestly, gazing at his friend with 
tender, melancholy eyes. Prince Andrei’s fate seemed to him all the 
bi ighter from the vivid contrast with the darkness of his own. 


XII 

Prince Andrei needed his father’s sanction for his marriage, and the 
next day he set out for his home. 

The old prince received his son’s communication with external un- 
concern, but with wrath in his heart. As his own life was nearing its 
close, he could not understand how anyone could wish to make such 
a change in his life, to introduce into it such a new and unknown 
element. 

“If only they would let me live out my life in my own wayl then, 
when I am gone, they can do as they please,” said the old man to 
himself. With his son, however, he made use of the diplomacy he em- 
ployed in matters of serious imjjort. Assuming a tranquil tone, he 
summed the whole matter up: 

In the first place, the match was not brilliant as to the birth, fortune, 
or distinction of the bride’s family. In the second place, Prince Andrei 
was not as young as he had once been, and his health was feeble— the 
old prince laid especial stress on this— and she was very young. In the 
third place, he had a son whom it would be a shame to give over to 
the mercy of a young stepmother. 

“In the fourth place, finally,” said the father, giving his son an 
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ironical look. “I beg of you to postpone the affair lor a year, go abroad, 
go through a course of treatment, find a good German tutor for Prince 
Nikolai; and then, if your love, passion, stubbornness, whatever you 
call it, is as strong as ever— why, marry her. And this is my last word, 
remember; absolutely my last word,” concluded the old prince, in a 
tone that signified that nothing could ever change his mind. 

Prince Andrei clearly saw that the old prince hoped that either his 
sentiments or his prospective bride's might not withstand the test of 
a year, or else that he himself— since he was an old man— might die in 
the meantime; he accordingly determined to obey his father’s wishes, 
to offer himself, and then postpone the wedding for a year. 

Three weeks after his last call at the Rostofs’, Prince Andrei returned 
to Petersburg. 

The day following her confidential talk with her mother, Natasha 
waited anxiously for Bolkonsky; but he did not come. The second 
day and the third day it was precisely the same. Pierre, also, failed to 
come; and Natasha, not knowing that the prince had gone to see his 
father, could not explain his absence. 

Thus passed three weeks. Natasha had no desire to go anywhere, 
and she wandered like a languid and mournful shadow through the 
rooms; evenings, she hid herself away from the others and wept, and 
no longer came to her mother’s bedchamber. She fretjucntly fluslied, 
and her temper grew peevish. She had an impression that everybody 
knew about her disajrpointment, and was laughing at her and pitying 
her. This grief, born of pride, added to her misery, all tlie more from 
the fact that it was hidden grief. 

Once she went to the (ouiuess and tried to say something, but sud- 
denly burst into tears. Her tears were like those of a child who had 
been punished without knowing for what reason. The countess tried 
to calm her; but Natasha, though she at first began to listen, suddenly 
interrupted her. 

“Do stop, mama; I don't understand and 1 can’t understand. He 
came, and then he stopped coming ... he stopped coming ...” 

Her voice faltered, she almost w'ept; but she controlled herself and 
went on: 

“I haven’t any desire at all to be married; and I have been afraid 
of him all the time: I’m j^erfectly content now, perfectly content.” 

On the day following this conversation, Natasha put on an old gown 
for which she had an especially tender feeling, owing to the gay times 
she had enjoyed when wearing it in days past; and from that morning 
on, she resumed the occupations she had dropped since the time of 
the ball. After she had drunk her tea, she went into the ballroom, 
which she liked on account of its powerful resonance, and began to 
practice her solfeggios and other exercises. After she had finished her 
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lesson, she stood in the middle of the room and repeated a single 
musical phrase which pleased her more than others. She joyfully 
listened to the charming and apparently unexpected way in which 
these notes reverberated through the empty spaces of the ballroom 
and slowly died away; and suddenly her heart grew lighter. 

“What is the use of thinking so much about it all! It is good as it 
is,” said she to herself, and she began to pace up and down the room, 
not content with simply walking along the echoing inlaid floor, but at 
every step— she wore her favorite new slippers— setting her little heels 
down first, and then her toes, and finding as much enjoyment in the 
legiilar clapping of the heel and the creaking of the toe, as in the 
sounds of her voice. As she passed by a mirror, she glanced into it. 

“What a girl I am!” the expression of her face, as she caught sight of 
the reflection in the glass, seemed to say. “It’s all good! I need no one.” 

A lackey was on the point of coming in to make some arrangements 
in the ballroom; but she sent him away, closing the door alter him, and 
then continuing her walk. Now again, this morning, she resumed her 
former favorite habit of loving and admiring her c^wn sweet self. 

“How chajming this Natasha is!” she was saying, as if the words were 
spoken by some third j)erson, the man of her imagination. “Pretty, a 
good voice, young, and she docs not interfeie with anyone; only leave 
licr in peace!” 

Rut even if she had been left in peace, she could not have been calm; 
and of this she was immediately made aware. 

The front docjr into the vestibule was opened, and someone asked: 
“Are they at home?” and then a man’s stef)s were heard. Natasha was 
ga/ing into the mirror, but she did not see herself. She heard voices 
in the vestibule. When she looked in the mirror again her face was 
|Mle. 

It was he! She was sure of it, though she could barely distinguish the 
^ oices through the closed doors. 

Pale and frightened, Natasha ran into the drawing-room. 

“Mama, Bolkonsky has come,” she cried. “Mama! This is dreadful! 
d'his is unendurable! I will not be . . . tortured so! What shall I do?” . . . 

Before the countess had time to answer her, Prince Andrei was shown 
in, his face grave and anxious. As soon as he caught sight of Natasha a 
flash of joy lighted it. He kissed the countess’ hand, and Natasha’s, and 
look a scat near the divan. 

“It is a long time since we have had the pleasure ...” the countess 
began to say, but Prince Andrei interrupted her. He answered her 
implied question, and was evidently anxious to speak what was on his 
mind as soon as possible. 

“I have not been to see you all this time because I went to see my 
father; I had to confer with him regarding a very important matter. I 
returned only yesterday evening,” he said, glancing at Natasha. “I 
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should like to have a little conversation with you, countess,” he added, 
after a moment's silence. 

The countess, drawing a long sigh, dropped her eyes, 
am at your service,” she murmured. 

Natasha knew that it was her duty to leave the room, but she found 
it impossible to stir; something choked her, and she stared at Prince 
Andrei almost rudely, with wide eyes. 

”WhatI So soon? This very moment? . . . No, it cannot bel” she said 
to herself. 

He again looked at her, and this glance told her beyond doubt that 
she was not deceived. “Yes, her fate was to be decided instantly, that 
moment, then and therel” 

“Go, Natasha, I will send for you,” whispered the countess. 

Natasha, with startled, pleading eyes, looked at her mother, and at 
Prince Andrei, and left the room. 

“I have come, countess, to ask your daughter's hand,” said Prince 
Andrei. 

The countess’s face flushed, but she said nothing. 

“Your proposal ...” began the countess, gravely. Prince Andrei 
waited, and looked into her eyes. “Your proposal”— she grew confused— 
“is very pleasing to us, and . . . and 1 accept, accept your proposal, with 
pleasure. And my husband ... I hope . . . but it will depend upon 
herself.” 

“I will ask her as soon as 1 receive your permission. Will you grant it?” 
said Prince Andrei. 

“Yes,” said tire countess, and she offered liirn her hand; and, with a 
mixed feeling of alienation and affection, touched his brow with her 
lips as he bent over her hand. She was ready to love him as a son: but 
she was conscious that lie held her at a distance; and he filled her with 
a sort of terror. “1 am sure my husband will give his consent,” said the 
countess; “but your father ...” 

“My father, to whom I have confided my plans, has consented, on the 
express stipulation that the wedding should not take place within a 
year; and this was the very thing that 1 wished to tell you,” said Prince 
Andrei. 

“It is true that Natasha is still young, but a year is so long.” 

“This cannot be otherwise,” said Prince Andrei, with a sigh. 

“I will send her to you,” .said the countess, and she left the room. 

“Lord, have mercy upon us!” .she repeated over and over, as she went 
in search of her daughter. wSonya said that Natasha was in her room. 
She found her sitting on her bed, pale, with dry eyes, gazing at the holy 
pictures and swiftly crossing herself, and whispering to herself. When 
she saw her mother, she jumped up and rushed to her. 

“What? Mama? . . . What is it?” 
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“Go, go to him. He has proposed for your hand," said the countess, 
coldly, so it seemed to Natasha. “Go! . . . Go," repeated her mother, 
drawing a long sigh, and looking with sad, reproachful eyes after her 
daughter as she flew out of the room. 

Natasha could not remember how she found herself in the drawing- 
room. But, as she went into the room and caught sight of him, she 
stopped short. 

“Can it be that this stranger is now all in all to me?" she asked herself; 
and the reply came like a flash. “Vesl He alone is dearer to me than all in 
the world." 

Prince Andrei went to her with downcast eyes. “I have loved you 
from the first moment I saw you. May I dare to hope?" 

He looked at her, and the grave pas.sion expressed in his face filled her 
with wonder. 

Her eyes replied, “Why should you ask? Why should you doubt what 
you must surely know? Why should you speak, when it is impossible 
with words to express what you leel?" 

She drew near to him, and paused. He took her hand, and kissed it: 
“Do voii love me?" 

“Yes, yes," exclaimed Natasha, with something that seemed almost 
like vexation; and, catching her breath more and more frequently, she 
began to sob. 

“What is it? What is the matter?" 

“Oh, I am so happy," she replied, smiling through her tears, and 
coming closer to him; she hesitated for a moment, as if asking if it were 
permissible, and then kissed him. 

Prince Andrei held her hand and ga/ed into her eyes, and failed to 
find in his heart his former love for her. A sudden transformation seemed 
to have taken place in his soul: There was none of that former poetical 
and mysterious charm of longing; but there was a feeling akin to pity 
lor her w^eakness, as a woman, as a child; there was a shade of fear, in 
presence of her utter self-renunciation and her fearless honesty; a solemn 
and, at the same time, blissful consciousness of the obligation which 
forever bound him to her. The present feeling, though it was not so 
bright and poetical as the former, was more deep and powerful. 

“Has your mama told you that our marriage cannot be till a year 
has passed?" asked Prince Andrei, continuing to gaze into her eyes 

“Can it be that this is the little silly chit ol a girl, as they all say of 
me?" mused Natasha. “Can it be that from this time forth, I am the 
wife, the ecjual, of this stranger, this gentle, learned man, whom even my 
father regards with admiration? Can it be true, can it be true that now, 
henceforth, life has become serious? That now I am grown up? That 
now I shall be responsible for every wwd and deed? . . . Yes, but what 
was that he asked me? 
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“No/* she said aloud; but she did not know what he had asked her. 

‘‘Forgive me," said Prince Andrei. “But you are so young, and I have 
already had such long experience of life. I tremble for you. You do 
not know yoursclll'’ 

Natasha, with concentrated attention, listened to what he said, and 
did her best to take in the full meaning of his words; but it was im- 
possible. 

“How hard this year will be for me— deferring my happinessl" pur- 
sued Prince Andrei. “But during the time you will have made sure of 
your own heart. At the end ol the year 1 shall ask you to make me happy; 
luit you are In e. Our betrothal shall remain a secret, and if you should 
discover that you do not love me, if you should love ...” said Prince 
Andrei, with a forred and unnatural smile. 

“Why do you say that?" asked Natasha, interrupting him. “You 
know that troin that very first day you came to Otradnoye, I loved you," 
said she, firmly convinced that she was telling the truth. 

“in a year you will have Icarnc'd to know yourself." 

“A whole year!" suddenly exclaimed Natasha, it now suddenly, for 
the first time, dawning upon her that the wedding was to be postponed. 
“And why a year?— Why a year?" 

Prince Andrei began to explain the reasons for this postponement. 
Nataslia relused to listen to him. 

“And is there no other way?" she asked. Prince Andrei made no 
answer, but the expression ol his lace told her how unalterable his 
decision was. 

“ This is terriblel No, this is terrible, terriblel" suddenly exclaimed 
Natasha, and again she began to sob. “1 shall die il 1 have to wait a year; 
it cannot be, it is dreadful." 

She looked into her lover’s lace, and saw that it was full of sympathy 
and perplexity. 

“No, no, 1 will do everything you wish," she said, suddenly ceasing to 
sob. “1 am so hajrpy." 

Her father and mother came into the room and congratulated the 
affianced pair. 

From that day forth, Prince Andrei began to visit the Rostofs as 
Natasha's accepted husband. 


XIII 

There was no formal betrothal, and Bolkonsky’s engagement to 
Natasha w’as not made public. Prince yXndrei insisted on this point. He 
said that, as he was the cause of the postponement, he ought to bear the 
whole burden of it. He declared that he considered himself forever 
bound by his word; but he felt that he ought not to hold Natasha, and 



he granted her perfect freedom. If, within a half-year, she should dis- 
cover that she did not love him, she should have complete right to break 
the engagement. 

Of course, neither the parents nor Natasha would hear of this, but 
Prince Andrei pressed the matter. Prince Andrei was at the Rostofs* 
every day, but he did not treat Natasha with the familiarity of the 
betrothed: he always addressed her by the formal “you," and kissed only 
her hand. 

Between Prince Andrei and Natasha, after the day of their betrothal, 
there came to be an entirely different relationship from before: one 
closer and more simj)le. At first the family lelt a certain awkwardness in 
their relations toward Prince Andrei: he seemed like a man from an- 
other world, and it took Natasha a long time to train the others to feel 
at ease with him; and she felt a pride in assuring them all that it was 
only in appearance that Prince Andrei was so different, and that he was 
really like everyone else, and that she was not afraid of him, and that no 
one had any reason to fear him. 

After some days the family became accustomed to him, and felt no 
awkwardness in going on in his presence with the ordinary routine of 
life, in which he also had a share. 

That poetical melancholy and silence which always mark the pres- 
ence of an engaged couple reigned in the house. Often when all were 
together no word would be said. Sometimes the rest would get up and 
leave the room, and even then the two young people, though by them- 
selves, would sit in perfect silence, as before. They rarely spoke about 
their future; Prince Andrei avoided it from dread as well as from con- 
sfieiuious motives. Natasha shared his feelings, as, indeed, she shared 
all his feelings, which she was alw'ays tpiick to read. 

Once Natasha began to ask him about his little boy; Prince Andrei 
flushed, as he was apt to do at that time~and Natasha particularly liked 
it in him— and replied that his son would not live with them. 

"Why not?" asked Natasha, in alarm. 

"I could not take him away from his grandfather; and, besides ...” 

"How 1 would love him!” exclaimed Natasha, instantly divining his 
thought. "But I understand; you arc anxious to avoid any excuse for 
misunderstandings between us.” 

The old count sometimes came to Prince Andrei, kissed him, and 
asked him his advice in regard to Petya's education, or Nikolai's ad- 
vancement in the army. The old countess would sigh as she looked at 
them. Sonya was always afraid she was in the way, and tried to invent 
excuses for leaving them alone, even when it was not necessary. When 
Prince Andrei talked— and he was very admirable in conversation— 
Natasha would listen to him with pride; when she herself spoke, she 
noticed, with fear and joy, that he listened to her with a tension and 
scrutinized her keenly. She would ask herself in perplexity: 
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"What is he searching for in me? What are his eyes trying to discover? 
Supposing he were not to find in me what he seeks to find?" 

Occasionally she was attacked by one of those absurd fits of mirth 
peculiar to her, and then it was a delight for her to see and hear him 
laugh. He rarely laughed aloud, but when he did indulge in merriment 
he gave himself up entirely to it; and always after sucli an experience* 
she felt she had grown nearer to him. Natasha w^ould have been per- 
fectly happy if the thought of their parting, which was now near at hand, 
had not filled her with vague alarm— so much so that she grew pale and 
chill at the mere thought of it. 

On the evening before his departure from Petersburg, Prince Andrei 
brought Pierre, who had not once called at the Rostofs’ since the evening 
of the ball. Pierre seemed confused and out of spirits. He engaged in 
conversation with the countess. Natasha was sitting with Sonya at the 
checker table and asked Prince Andrei to join them. He did so. 

"You have known Bezukhof for a long time, have you not?" he asked. 
"Do you like him?" 

"Yes, he is a splendid man, but very absurd." 

And, as was usually the case when speaking of Pierre, she began to 
relate anecdotes of his heedlcssness, many of which had been invented 
about him. 

"You know, I have told him our secret," said Prince Andrei. "I have 
known him since we were boys. His heart is true gold. I beg you, 
Natasha," said he, growing suddenly grave. "I am going away. God 
knows what may happen: you may cease to lo— . . . well, I know I ought 
not to speak of this. One thing, though: In case anything should happen, 
after I am gone ..." 

"What could happen?" 

"If there should be any mislortune," pursued Prince Andrei, "I beg 
you, Mademoiselle Sonya, il anything should happen, go to him for 
help and counsel. He may be a most heedless and absurd man, but his 
heart is the truest gold." 

Not Natasha’s lather, or mother, or Sonya, or Prince Andrei himself, 
could have foreseen what an effect parting fiom her lover would have 
upon Natasha. Flushed and excited, with burning eyes, she wandered 
all day long up and down the house, busying herself with the most 
insignificant things, as if she had no idea of what was going to happen. 
She did not shed a tear, even at the moment when he kissed her hand 
for the last time, and bade her farewell. 

"Don't leave me," was all that she said; but these words were spoken 
in a voice that caused him to pause and consider whether it was really 
necessary for him to go away; and he remembered it long afterwards. 

Even after he had gone, she did not weep; but she stayed in her room 
for many days, not shedding a tear, and she took no interest in anything, 
and only said from time to time: 
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“Oh, why did he go?" 

But a fortnight after his departure, most unexpectedly to the house- 
hold, she woke up out of this spiritual illness, and began to seem the 
same as formerly; except that her whole moral nature was changed, just 
as the faces of children change during protracted illness. 

In the middle of the summer Princess Maria received a letter from 
her brother, from Switzerland, in which he confided the strange and 
surprising news of his engagement to Natasha. His whole letter breathed 
enthusiastic devotion for his "bride," and affectionate and trusting love 
for his sister. He wrote that he had never before loved as he loved now, 
and that only now did he realize and understand the meaning of life; 
he besought his sister to pardon him for not having said anything to 
her about this at his visit to Lisiya Gori, although he had confided his 
intention to his father. He had not told her because Princess Maria 
would have tried to persuade their father to grant his request; and if 
he had failed, it would have irritated her father and the whole weight 
of his displeasure would have come upon her. 

Moreover [he wrote], the matter was not so definitely settled as 
it is now. Then, my father had set a term of probation— a year; 
and now, already, six months have slipped away, half of the desig- 
nated term, and I remain firmer than ever fixed in my determina- 
tion. If the doctors had not detained me here at the springs, I would 
have been back before this, but now 1 must postpone my return 
for three months longer. You know me, and how I am situated with 
respect to my father; I really need nothing from him; I have been, 
and will always be, independent of him; but to act contrary to his 
wishes, to incur his anger, when perhaps he has so short a time to 
remain among us, would destroy half my happiness. I have just 
been writing him a letter about this, and I beg you, if you can find a 
favorable moment, give him this letter and inform me how he re- 
ceives it, and whether there is any hope tliat he will consent to 
shorten the term by three months. 

After a long period of indecision, doubting, and prayer, the princess 
handed the letter to her father. The day following, the old prince said 
to her, without any show of excitement: 

“Write to your brother to wait till I’m dead. It won’t be long. . . . 
He’ll soon be free.” 

rhe princess tried to make some reply; but her father would not 
hear it, and his voice began to rise higher and higher. 

"Marry, marry, my little dovel . . . Fine family! . . . Clever people, ha? 

. . . Rich? ha! Yes, a fine stepmother for the little Nikolusha she’ll make. 
Write him that he may marry her tomorrow if he wishes. She’ll make a 
fine stepmother for Nikolusha, and I’ll marry Bourienne. Hal hal ha! 
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So that he may have a stepmother tool There’s one thing, though: 
There’s no room for any more women here; let him marry, and go and 
live by himself. Perhaps you’d like to go and live with him?” said he, 
turning to Princess Maria. “Go, then, in God’s name; through ice and 
snow, ice and snow— ice and snow!” 

After this explosion, the old prince said nothing more on that score, 
but his restrained vexation at his son’s weakness was expressed in his 
treatment of his daughter. And he now had new themes for his sarcasm, 
in addition to his old ones; namely, stepmothers, and his admiration for 
Mile. Bourienne. 

”Why shouldn't I marry her?” he asked his daughter. “She would 
make a splendid princessl” 

And Princess Maria began to notice, with perplexity and amazement, 
that her father more and more tried to have the Frenchwoman about 
him as much as possible. Princess Maria wrote Prince Andrei how their 
father had received the letter, but she tried to comfort her brother, 
giving him to hope that their father might be dissuaded from this 
notion. 
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1810-1811 



Napoleon k at the height of his power, liy his marriage to Marie Louise 
of Austria in iSio he has allied himself to the Hapsburg dynasty. The 
.greatest king maker of all time, he has set his brothers and brothers-in- 
(liC on half-a-dozen European thrones. But the peace is not complete, 
for Britain continues to fight on the Iberian peninsula and the British 
fleet still rules the seas, presenting a return to normal trade conditions 
t fioughout Europe. In i8ir Russia, at peace with France, goes to war 
ogninst Turkey to expand the empire of the Tsar; hut it is a limited 
umr, compared to the xntal struggles with Napoleon: it engages few of 
Russia s forces and has little effect on the Uses of the Russian nobility. 




N ikolai Rostof continued to serve in the Pavlograd regiment; he 
was now commander ol tlie scjtiadron of which Denisof had 
been deprived. Rostof had grown into a rather rough but kindly 
young teJIow, whom his Moscow accpiaintances would have found cpiite 
unconventional but who was loved and respected by his comrades, his 
subordinates as well as his superiors; and he was well satisfied with his 
existence. Lately, in 1809. in letters from home he had found more and 
more frecpient complaints from his mother that their affairs were going 
from bad to worse, and that it would be a good idea for him to come 
home and give his old parents some joy and consolation. 

In reading over these letters, Nikolai felt a sensation of alarm at the 
thought of being torn from a condition of life where he found himself 
so cpiict and tranquil, far removed from the busy turmoil of society. 
He had a presentiment that sooner or later he would be dragged again 
into that whirlpool ol lile, with its wasteful expenditure and rearrange- 
ment of affaiis: with its accounts to verify; with its quarrels, intrigues, 
obligaticms; with the demands of society, and with Sonya's love, and 
the necessity of an explanation. All this was terribly difficult and con- 
fused; and he answered his mother's letters with cold formality, begin- 
ning "Dear Mama," and concluding with "Your obedient son"; and 
studiously refrained from setting any time for his return home. 

In 1810 he received a letter from his parents, who informed him of 
the engagement between Natasha and Bolkonsky, and that the wedding 
was put off for a year because the old prince had refused his sanction. 
This news grieved and disgusted Nikolai. In the first place he was 
pained at the thought of losing Natasha from the household, for he 
was fonder of her than of the other members of the family; in the 
second place, he was annoyed, from his point of view as a hussar, that 
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he had not been on hand to make this Bolkonsky understand that this 
alliance was not a very great honor, and that if he loved Natasha, he 
might have married her, even without his scatterbrained father's con- 
sent. For a moment he almost made up his mind to ask for leave of 
absence, so as to see Natasha before she was married; but just then 
came the army maneuvers, he remembered Sonya and the various en- 
tanglements, and once more he postponed it. 

But in the spring of that same year he received a letter from his 
mother, who wrote without the count's knowledge, and this letter 
prompted him to go. She wrote that if he did not come, and did not 
assume the management of their affairs, their whole property would 
have to be sold by auction, and they would all be thrown on the world. 
The count was so weak, he had such confidence in Mitenka, he was so 
good-natured and so easily cheated by everyone, that everything was 
going from bad to worse. “For God's sake, I beg of you, come im- 
mediately, unless you wish to make me and all the family unhappy,'' 
wrote the countess. 

Tins letter had its effect upon Nikolai. He was possessed of the sound 
common sense of mediocrity, and it told him that this was his duty. 

Now it was requisite that he should go either on leave of absence or 
on the retired list. He could not have explained why he had to go, but, 
after his siesta, he commanded his roan stallion Mars to be saddled— 
it had not been out lor a long time, and was at any time a terribly 
fiery steed; and, when he brought it home all in a lather, he explained 
to havrushka— Denisof’s man had stayed on with Rostof— and to his 
comrades who dropped in that afternoon, that he had obtained leave 
of absence and was going home. 

How hard it was for him to realize that he was going to absent himself 
from army life— the only thing that especially interested him— and fail 
to find whether he had been promoted or granted the Order of St. 
George for the last maneuvers! How strange it was to think that he 
VMS going away before lie had sold his three roans to the Polish Count 
Holuchowski, who had been negotiating for the horses, which Rostof 
had wagered would bring two thousand rubles! How impossible to 
realize that he would miss the ball which the hussars were going to give 
to the Pani Pscazdecska, in order to pique the Uhlans, who had given 
a ball to their Pani Bor/jozowskal He knew that he must leave, go 
away from all this bright, pleasant existence, and go where everything 
was trouble and turmoil. 

At the end of a week he was granted his leave of absence. His com- 
rades of the hussars, not only of his regiment but of the whole brigade, 
gave him a dinner which cost them fifteen rubles a head; they had two 
hands to play and two choruses to sing for them. Rostof danced the 
trepak with Major Basof; the tipsy officers tossed him, embraced him, 
and deposited him on the ground again; the soldiers of the third 
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squadron once more tossed him and cried hurrah. Then they carried 
him to his sleigh and escorted him as far as the first station. 

As is usually the case, Rostofs thoughts during the first half of his 
journey, from Kremenchug to Kiev, were retrospective and connected 
with the affairs of his squadron; but, after he had gone halfway, he 
began to forget about the three roans and his quartermaster Dozhoiveik, 
and anxious questions began to arise in his mind as to what he would 
find at Otradnoye. The nearer he came to his home, the more power- 
iully lie was affected by his forebodings. At the Otradnoye station he 
gave the driver three rubles for vodka, and, all out of breath, rushed like 
a schoolboy up the slejjs of the old home. 

Alter the hist enthusiastic greetings, and after that strange sense of 
vague disappointment at the reality tailing short of expectation— 
‘‘Everything is just the same: why, then, have I hastened so?"— Nikolai 
began to become aecustomed to the old home lile again. His father and 
mother were llic same, except that they had grown a trifle older. He 
detected a peculiar restlessness about them, and sometimes a slight cold- 
ness between lliem, which was a new thing, and wJiicIi Nikolai, as soon 
as he discovered it, attiibuted to the unfortunate condition of their 
affairs. 

Sonya was now about twenty years old. She had reached the zenith 
of her beauty, and gave no promise that she would ever surpass what 
she already was; even thus, slie was pretty enough. She simply breathed 
happiness and love from the moment that Nikolai came home, and this 
girl’s faithful, unfaltering love for him had a delightful effect on him. 

Nikolai was more than all suiqrrised at Petya and Natasha. Petya had 
grown into a tall, h.indsome, frolicsome, intelligent lad of thirteen, 
whose voice was already beginning to break. It was long belore Nikolai 
ccjuld get over his ama/ement at Natasha, and he said, laughing, as he 
gazed at her: 

"You’re not at all the .same!’’ 

"What I Have 1 changed (or the worse?" 

"Quite the contrary; but what dignity, princess!" said he in a whisper. 

"Yes, yes, yes," exclaimed Natasha, gleefully. 

Natasha told him of her rcnnance with Prince Andrei, and about his 
visit to Otradnoye, and showed him her last letter from him. 

"Tell me. aren’t you glad for me?" she asked. "I am so calm, so 
happy now." 

"Yes, very glad," replied Nikolai. "He is a splendid man. And are 
you very much in love with him?" 

"How can I tell you?” replied Natasha. "I was in love with Boris, 
and with my teacher, and with Denisof, and— but this is not at all the 
same. My mind is serene and decided. I know that there is not a better 
man to be found, and so I feel perfectly calm and happy. It is entirely 
different frenn what it used to be . . . before ..." 
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Nikolai expressed to Natasha his dissatisfaction that the wedding was 
to be postponed a year; but Natasha, with some show of exasperation, 
contended that it could not have been otherwise, that it would have 
been disgraceful to force her way into his family against his father’s 
will, and that she herself had wished it. 

“You don’t in the least, in the least, understand,” she said. 

Nikolai said no more, and acquiesced. He often marveled as he looked 
at her. She was absolutely unlike a girl deeply in love and separated 
from her betrothed. Her temper was calm and even, and she was as 
merry as in days gone by. This was a surprise to Nikolai, and even made 
him look with some incredulity at her engagement to Bolkonsky. He 
could not make up his mind that her fate was as yet fully decided, the 
more so from the fact that he had not seen Prince Andrei with her. It 
seemed to him all the time that something was not as it should be in this 
proposed marriage. 

“Why this postponement? Why are they not formally betrothed?” 
he asked himself. Once, when speaking with his mother about his 
sister, he found to his surprise, and to a certain degree his satisfaction, 
that his mother also did not in the depths of her heart feel any great 
confidence in the engagement. 

“I'his is what he writes,” said she, showing her son a letter she had 
received from Prince Andiei, with that secret feeling of discontent 
which a mother always has toward her daughter’s future married happi- 
ness. “He writes that he will not be back before December. What do 
you suppose can detain him so? It must be he is ill. His health is very 
delicate. Don’t say anything to Natasha. Don’t be surprised that she is 
happy; these are the last days of her girlhood, and I know how it 
affects her whenever we get a letter from him. However, it is all in God’s 
hands, and all will be well,” she concluded; adding, as usual, ”He is a 
splendid man.” 


II 

The first days after Nikolai’s return he was grave and even depressed. 
He was tormented by the present necessity of making an investigation 
into the stupid details of the household economy, for which his mother 
had begged him to come home. On the third day after his return, in 
order to get this burden from his shoulders as soon as possible, he went, 
with contracted brows, sternly, and not giving himself time to decide 
what he was going to do, to the wing where Mitenka lived, and de- 
manded of him the “accounts of everything.” What he meant by the 
“accounts of everything,” he had even less of an idea than Mitenka, 
who, nevertheless, was thrown into alarm and perplexity. 

Mitenka’s explanations about his accounts were soon finished. The 
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manager of the estate, and the elder of the village, who were waiting 
in the anteroom, listened with terror and satisfaction at first, as the 
young count’s voice began to grow fiercer and louder, while they could 
distinguish terrible words of abuse, following one upon another. 

“You brigand, you ungrateful wretchl . . . I’ll whip you like a dogi 
. . . You’re not dealing with my old father now,’’ and words of like 
import. 

Then these men, with no less satisfaction and terror, saw the young 
count, all flushed, and with bloodshot eyes, dragging Mitenka by the 
collar, and rcintorcing his efforts with very dexterous applications of 
his knees and feet whenever the pauses between his words gave him a 
convenient chance; while he cried at the top of his voice: 

“Get out of here, you villain! Don’t you ever show your face here 
again!’’ 

Mitenka flew down the six steps head first, and landed in a bed of 
shrubbery. This shrubbery was a famous place of refuge for delinquents 
at Otradnoye. Mitenka himself, when he returned tipsy from town, used 
to hide in it; and many of the inhabitants of Otradnoye, trying to get 
out of Mitenka’s way, knew the advantages of this place as a refuge. 

Mitenka’s wife and her sister, wdth terror-stricken faces, peered out 
of the door of a room where a polished samovar was bubbling, and 
where the high-post bedstead popular with overseers could be seen, 
covered with a patchwork quilt. 

The young count, all out of breath, and giving them no attention, 
strode by them with resolute steps and went into the house. 

The countess, who had heard from the maids all that had taken place 
in the wing, was in one sense delighted at the direction their affairs were 
now evidently going to take; and in another she was disquieted at the 
way in which her son had taken hold of the matter. She went several 
times on tiptoe to his door, and listened while he smoked one pipe after 
another. 

The next day the old count called Nikolai to one side, and with a 
timid smile said: 

“But do you know, my dear, you wasted your fire! Mitenka has told 
me all about it.’’ 

“I knew,’’ thought Nikolai, “that I would never accomplish anything 
here, in this idiotic world.’’ 

“You were angry with him because he did not reckon in those seven 
hundred rubles. But, do you know, they were carried over, and you 
did not look on the other page.’’ 

“Dear papa, he is a scoundrel and a thief; I know he is! And what I 
have done, I have done. But if you don’t wish it, I won’t say anything 
more to him about it.’’ 

“No, my dear.’’ The count was also confused. He was conscious that 
he himself had been a bad administrator of his wife's estate, and that 
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he was to blame toward his children; but he did not know how to set 
tilings right. “No, I beg of you, take charge of our affairs; I am old, 
1 . . . " 

“No, papa, forgive me if I have done anything disagreeable to you; I 
am less able to attend to it than you are. . . . The devil take tliese 
peasants, and accounts, and carryings over," he said to himself. “I used 
to know well enough what quarter-stakes on a six at faro meant; but 
tliis carrying over to the next page, I don’t know anything about it at 
all," said he to himself; and from tliat time iortli he gave no more 
attention to their financial affairs. Once, however, the countess called 
'ler son to her and told him that she had a note of hand given her by 
Vnna Mikhailovna for two thousand rubles, and she asked Nikolai’s 
advice as to what ought to be done about it. 

“This is what I think,’’ replied Nikolai. “You have told me that I was 
to decide the question. Well, I don’t like Anna Mikhailovna, and I 
ilon’t like Boris; but they have been Iriencls of ours, and they are poor. 
I his is what we will do, then I" and he took the note and tore it in two; 
and this action made the old countess actually sob with delight. 

Alter this, the young Rostof entirely toi swore interlerence with their 
business matters, and entered wdtli })assionate enthusiasm into the de- 
lights ot hunting with the hounds, for which the old count set him an 
t \aniple on a large scale. 


Ill 

C^oiTNT RosroF had resigned his position as marshal of the district 
nobility because this office entailed too much expense. But still his 
finances showed no ini]novement. Often Natasha and Nikolai found 
ilieir parents engaged in secret, anxious consultation; and they heard 
1 uniors about the sale of the magnifuent ancestral home of the Rostols, 
lid their estate near Moscow. Now that the count was relieved from 
IS office, it was not necessary for them to entertain so extensively, and 
lie at Otradnoye went on more quietly than in former years; but the 
uge mansion and the wings were just as full of servants as ever, and 
more than twenty persons habitually sat down at table. And all these 
'w re the regular household who lived there, practically members of the 
'.iriiily; or those who were obliged, for some reason or other, to live at 
the count’s expense. Such, for instance, were Dimrnler, the music master, 
‘ind his wife; Vogel, the dancing master, and his whole family; then, an 
elderly lady of quality, named Bielova, who had her home there; and 
many others of the same sort: Petya's tutors, the young ladies’ former 
governesses, and men and women who simply found it better, or more 
to their advantage, to live at the count’s than at home. 

riiey had not quite as much company as formerly; but the scale of 



living was practically the same, for the count and the countess found 
it impossible to adapt themselves to any other way of life. The hunting 
establishment was the same, it had even been increased by Nikolai: 
There were still fifty horses and fifteen coachmen in the stables; rich 
gifts on saint's-days were still given, and formal dinners to which all 
the neighborhood was invited; the count still had his whist and boston 
parties, from which, as he held his cards spread out so that everyone 
could see them, his neighbors were enabled to go away enriched to the 
extent of several hundred rubles every day, having come to regard it 
as their special prerogative to make up a table at which Count Rostof 
should serve as their chief source of income. 

The count marched along through the monstrous tangle of his affairs, 
striving not to believe he was so involved, and at every step involving 
himself more and more, and feeling conscious that he had not the 
strength to rend the bonds that held him, or the zeal and patience 
required to unravel them. 

The countess, with her loving heart, was conscious that their fortunes 
were going to rack and ruin; but she felt that the count was blameless; 
that he could not help being what he was; that he himself was suffering 
—though he tried to conceal it— from the consciousness of the ruin that 
faced him and his family, and was striving to devise means of rescue. 
From her woman’s point of view, the only means that presented itself 
was to get Nikolai married to a wealthy heiress. She felt that this was 
their last hope; and that if Nikolai refused a certain match which she 
proj)osed to arrange for him, it would be necessary to bid a final farewell 
to every hope of restoring their fortunes. This match was with Julie 
Karagina, the daughter of most worthy and virtuous parents; a 
girl whom the Rostofs had known since she was a child, and who 
had lately come into a large fortune by the death of the last of her 
brothers. 

The countess had written directly to Madame Karagina in Moscow, 
proposing a marriage between daughter and son; and she had received 
a most favorable response. Madame Karagina replied that she, for hei 
part, was agreed, but that everything depended on her daughter’s in- 
clinations. Madame Karagina invited Nikolai to come to Moscow. 

Several times the countess, with tears in her eyes, told her son that 
now, since both of her daughters were provided for, her sole desire 
was to see him married. She declared that she would go to her grave 
contented if this might be. Then she said that she happened to know 
of a very lovely young girl, and she w^anted to know his ideas upon the 
subject. On other occasions, she openly praised Julie and advised 
Nikolai to go to Moscow^ and have a good time during the Christmas 
liolidays. Nikolai was sharp enough to understand his mother’s covert 
hints; and, during one of their talks, he managed to draw her out 
completely. 
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She told him that their sole hope of setting their affairs in order lay 
in his marriage to Julie Karagina. 

“But what if I loved a girl who was poor, mama, would you insist 
upon my sacrificing my feelings and honor, for money?*' he asked, not 
realizing the harshness of his question, and simply desiring to show 
his noble feelings. 

“No, you don’t understand me,” said his mother, not knowing how 
to set herself straight. “You misunderstood me entirely, Nikolai dear. 
All I desire is your happiness,” she added; and she had the consciousness 
that she had not spoken the truth, that she was getting beyond her 
depth. She burst into tears. 

“Mama dearl don’t cry; simply tell me that this is your real wish, 
and you know I would give my whole life— everything I have— to make 
you happy,” said Nikolai. “I would sacrifice everything for you, even 
my dearest wishes.” 

But the countess had no desire to create a dilemma; she had no wish 
to demand a sacrifice from her son; she would have preferred herself 
to be the one to make the sacrifice. 

“No, no, you did not understand me; we won’t say anything more 
about it,” said she, wiping away her tears. 

“Yes, perhaps it is true that I am in love with a penniless girl,” said 
Nikolai to himself. “Why should I sacrifice my sentiments and my 
honor, for the sake of wcaltli? I am amazed that mama should say such 
a thing to mel Is there any reason, because Sonya is poor, that I should 
not return her true, generous love? And, most certainly, I would be 
miicli happier with her than with such a doll as JulicI I can always 
sacrifice rriy feelings for my parents’ good,” said he to himself. “But 
to command my feelings is beyond my power. If I love Sonya, then my 
Iteling is more powerful and above everything for me.” 

Nikolai did not go to Moscow. The countess did not renew her con- 
versation with him about his marriage; but she saw with pain, and 
even with indignation, tlie signs of a constantly growing intimacy be- 
tween her son and the dowcrless Sonya. She reproached herself, but 
she found it impossible to resist heaping tasks upon Sonya, and finding 
fault with her; often unreasonably stopping her short, and addressing 
her with the formal “you” instead of by the usual tenderer epithets. 
What annoyed the worthy countess most of all was that this poor, dark- 
eyed niece of hers was so sweet, so gentle, so humbly grateful for all 
her kindnesses; and so genuinely, unchangeably, and self-sacrificingly 
in love with Nikolai, that it was impossible to find anything really to 
blame her for. 

Nikolai stayed at home, waiting till his leave of absence expired. 

A letter was received about this time from Natasha's lover. Prince 
Andrei, dated at Rome; it was his fourth. In it he wrote that he would 
long ago have been on the way home to Russia, had it not been that 



the warmth of the cJimate had unexpectedly caused his wound to re- 
open, which obliged him to postpone his journey till the beginning 
of the next year. 

Natasha was deeply in love with her “bridegroom.” Her character 
had been greatly modified by this love; at the same time, her nature 
was thoroughly open to all the joys of life; but toward the end of the 
fourth monih of their separation, she began to suffer from attacks of 
melancholy which she found it impossible to resist. She was sick to 
death of herself; she grieved because all this time was slipping away 
so uselessly, while she felt that she was only too ready to love and to 
be loved. Life was far from cheerful at the Rostofs’. 


IV 

The Christmas holidays had come, and except for the High Mass, 
the formal and perfunctory congratulations of the neighbors and the 
household seivants, and the new gowns that everyone had on, there 
was nothing that especially distinguished the season; though the per- 
fectly still atmosphere, with the thermometer at thirteen degrees below 
zero, the sun shining dazzlingly all day long, and at night the wintry 
sky gliticiing with myriads of stars, seemed to imply that nature at 
least gave special distinction to the Christmastide. 

After dinner on the third day of the holidays all the househeld had 
scattered to their respective rooms. It was the most tedious time of the 
day. Nikolai, who had been out in the morning making calls on the 
neighbors, was asleep in the sitting room. The old count was resting 
in the library. Sonya was silting at the center table in the drawing- 
rocmi copying some designs. The countess was laying out her game of 
patience. 

Natasha came into the room and went directly up to Sonya, looked 
at what she was doing, then stepped across to her mother and stood 
by her withenu saying a word. 

“Why are you wandering abcnit like a homeless spirit?” asked her 
mother. “What do you want?” 

“I want hijti . . . in-siantly! this very minutel I want him*' said 
Natasha, wdth gleaming ey{‘s, but without a trace of a smile. 

The countess raised her head and gave her daughter a steady look. 

“Don't loc^k at me! Don’t look at me, mama: 1 shall cry if you dol” 

“Sit down, sit dowm with me here,” said the countess. 

“Mama, I must have him. Why am I perishing so, mama?” 

Her voice broke; the tears started to her eyes, and in order to hide 
tliem she quickly turned away and left the room. 

She went into the sitting room, stood there a moment lost in thought, 
and went to the maids’ sitting room. There an elderly chambermaid 



was scolding a young girl who had just come in from out of doors all 
out of breath. 

“You might play some other time,” the old servant was saying. 
“There is a time for all things.” 

“Let her be, Kondratyevna,” said Natasha. “Run, Mavrusha, run.” 

And having rescued Mavrusha, Natasha went through the ballroom 
into the anteroom. An old man and two young lackeys were playing 
cards. They stopped their game, and respectfully stood up as their 
young mistress came in. 

“What shall I have them do?” wondered Natasha. “Yes, Nikita, please 
go . . . where shall I send him? oh, yes ... go into the barnyard 
and get me a cock; yes, and you, Misha, bring me some oats.” 

“Do you wish a few oats?” asked Misha, with joyous readiness. 

“Go, go, make haste,” said the old man, imperiously. 

“And you, Feodor, get me a piece of chalk.” 

As she went past the butler's pantry, she ordered the samovar to be 
got ready, although it was not anywhere near the time for it. 

Foka, the butler, was the most morose man of all the household. 
Natasha took it into her head to try her power over him. He suspected 
that she was not in earnest, and began to ask her if she meant it. 

“Oh, what a young lady she is!” said Foka, pretending to be very 
Cl OSS at Natasha. 

No one in the house set so many feet flying, and no one gave the 
servants so much to do as Natasha. She could not have any peace of 
mind if she saw servants unless she sent them on some errand. It 
seemed as if she were making experiments whether she would not meet 
witli angry answers or with grumbling on the part of some of them, 
l)ut the servants obeyed no one so willingly as Natasha. 

“Now, what shall I do? Where shall I go?” pondered the young 
countess, as she slowly passed along the corridor. 

“My God! my God! it’s this everlasting sameness! What shall I do 
witli myself? Where can I find something to do?” and swiftly kicking 
licr heels together, she ran upstairs to the quarters occupied by Vogel 
nul his wife. Two governesses were sitting in the Vogels' room; on 
(able stood plates with raisins, walnuts, and almonds. The gov- 
< » nesses were discussing wliether it was cheaper to live in Moscow or 
( )(1( ssa. 

Natasha sat down, listened to their conversation with a grave, 
thoughtful face, and then stood up. 

“The Island of Madagascar!” she exclaimed. '‘Ma-da-ga.s-car,'' she 
repeated, laying a special emphasis on each syllable; and then, without 
replying to Madame Schoss, who asked her what she had said, she 
hastened from the room. 

Petya, her brother, was also upstairs; he and his tutor were arranging 
for some fireworks they were going to set off that night. 
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'Tetyal Petyal’' she cried to him. "Carry me downstairs!” 

Petya ran to her and bent his back. She jumped on and threw her 
arms around his neck, and he, with a hop, skip, and jump, started to 
run down with her. 

"No, thank you! that will do! The Island of Madagascar!” she re- 
peated, and jumping off, she ftcw downstairs. 

Having made the tour of her dominions, as it were, having made 
trial of her power of command, and discovered that all were sufficiently 
obedient, but that everything was nevertheless utterly stupid, Natasha 
went into the ballroom, took the guitar, sat down in a dark corner 
behind a cabinet, and began to thrum the bass strings, practicing a 
theme she remembered from an opera she had heard at Petersburg 
with Prince Andrei. To those who were outside listening to her as she 
strummed on the guitar there seemed to be no sense to what she was 
playing, but in her imagination these sounds recalled from the dead 
past a whole series of memories. As she sat in the shadow of the cabinet, 
with her eyes fixed on the pencil of light that streamed from the door 
of the butler’s pantry, she listened to herself and indulged in daydreams. 
She was in the mood for daydreaming. 

Sonya, with a wineglass in her hand, passed through the ballroom 
on her way to the butler’s pantry. Natasha looked at her, at the bright 
chink in the door; and it seemed to her that on some occasion, long 
before, she had seen the light streaming through the chink in the pantry 
door and Sonya crossing the room with a glass. 

"Yes, and it was exactly the samel’’ said Natasha to herself. "What 
is this tunc, Sonya?’’ she cried, moving her fingers over the bass 
strings. 

"Ah! Arc you here?’’ cried Sonya, startled at first, and then stopping 
to listen. "I don’t know. Isn’t it ‘The Storm’?’’ she suggested timidly, 
for fear she was mistaken. 

"Now, there! she gave a start in exactly the same way, she came up 
to me in exactly the same way, and her face wore the same timid smile 
when that took place,” thought Natasha. "And in just the same way 
I felt that there was something lacking in her.— No! that is the chorus 
from ‘The Water Carrier.’ You ought to know!” 

And Natasha hummed tiie air over to recall it to Sonya’s memory. 

"Where were you going?” asked Natasha. 

"To change the water in this glass. I am just copying a sketch.” 

"You are always busy; and here am I, not good for anything,” said 
Natasha. "Where is Nikola;"'” 

"Asleep, I think!” 

"Sonya, do go and wake him up,” urged Natasha. "Tell him I want 
him to sing.” 

She remained sitting there, and wondering why it was that this had 
happened so; but, as it did not disturb her very much that she could 
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not solve this question, she once more relapsed into her recollections 
of the time when she was with him and he looked at her with loving eyes. 

*‘Oh, I wish he would cornel I am so afraid he won't cornel But, 
worst of all, I'm growing old! that's a facti Soon I shall not be what 
I am even nowl But maybe he will come today. Maybe he is here now. 
Maybe he has come, and even now is sitting in the drawing-room. 
Maybe he came yesterday, and I have forgotten about it." 

She got up, laid down the guitar, and went into the drawing-room. 
All the household— tutors, governesses and guests— were already gath- 
ered near the tea table. The men were standing around the table; but 
Prince Andrei was not among them, and everything was as usual. 

“Ahl there she is," said Count Rostof, as he saw Natasha. "Come 
here and sit by me." 

But Natasha remained standing near her mother, looking around 
as if she were in search of someone. 

"Mama I" she murmured. "Give him back to me, mama, quick, 
quick!" and again she found it hard to keep from sobbing. 

She sat down by the table and listened to the conversation of her 
ciders and of Nikolai, who had also come to the table. 

"My God! my God! the same faces, the same small talk! Even papa 
holds his cup and cools it with his breath just as he always does!" said 
Natasha, to her horror feeling a dislike rising in her against all the 
household because they were always the same. 

After tea, Nikolai, Sonya and Natasha went into the sitting room, 
to their favorite corner, where they always held their most confidential 
conversations. 


V 

"Has it ever happened to you," asked Natasha of her brother, when 
they were comfortably settled in the silling room, "has it ever hap- 
pened to you chat it seemed as if there were nothing, just nothing at 
all, left in the future for you? that all that was best was past, and tliat 
you were not so much bored as disgusted?" 

"Hasn’t it, indeed! Many a time, when everything was going well, 
and all were gay, it would come into my head that all was vanity and 
vexation of spirit, and that all of us would have to die." 

"I know what you mean! I know! I know!" interrupted Natasha. 
"When I was a tiny bit of a girl it used to be that way with me. Do 
you remember I was punished once, on account of those cherries, and 
you were all dancing, while I had to sit alone in the classroom, and 
sobbed? I’ll never forget how sad I felt, and how vexed with you all 
and with myself! Oh, yes, vexed with you all! all of you! And the 
worst of it was, I was not to blame," said Natasha; "do you remember?" 
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“I remember/' replied Nikolai; "and I remember that I went to 
you and wanted to comfort you; and, do you know, I was ashamed to 
do it! We were terribly absurd! I had at that time a kind of toy, like 
a manikin, and I wanted to give it to you! Do you remember?" 

"And do you remember," asked Natasha, with a thoughtful smile, 
"how once, a long, long time ago, when we were little tots, uncle look 
us into the library— that was in the old house and it was dark— and 
when we went in, suddenly there stood before us ... " 

"A Negro!" said Nikolai, taking the word from her mouth, and 
laughing merrily. "Of course I remember it! And now I can’t tell for 
the life ot me whether it was a Negro, or whether we saw it in a dream, 
or whether it was something that we were told!" 

"He had gray hair, you remember, and white teeth, and he stood 
and stared at us ... " 

"Do you remember it, Sonya?" asked Nikolai. 

"Yes, 1 have a dim recollection of something about it," timidly 
replied Sonya. 

"I have asked both papa and mama about that Negro,” said Natasha. 
"They declare that no Negro was ever here. Rut you see you remember 
about it!” 

"Certainly I do! And now I recall his teeth very distinctly." 

"How strange! Just as il it were in a dream! 1 like that!" 

"And do you remember how we were rolling eggs in the dining room, 
and suddenly two little old women appeared and began to whirl around 
on the carpet? That was so, wasn’t it? Do you remember how fine 
il was?" 

"Yes; and do you remember how papa, in a blue coat, used to fire 
off his musket from the doorsteps?" 

Thus, smiling witli delight, they took turns in calling up, not the 
reminiscences of a gloomy old age, but the recollections of the sweet 
days of youih; impressions from the most distant past, dreams fused 
and confused with reality; and these happy recollections sometimes 
made them fpiicily laugh. 

While they were still engaged in talking, Dimmler came into the 
sitting room and went to ihc harp which stood in one corner. As he 
took off the covering, the harp gave forth a discordant sound. 

"Monsieur Dimmler, please play my favorite nocturne— that one by 
Monsieur Field,” cried tlie old countess from the drawing-room. 

Dimmler struck a chord, and turning to Natasha, Nikolai, and Sonya, 
said, "How quiet you young people are!" 

"Yes, we arc talking philosophy." said Natasha, looking up for an 
instant, and then pursuing the conversation. It now turned upon 
dreams. 

Dimmler began to play. Natasha noiselessly went on tiptoe to the 
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table, took the candle, and carried it out; then she came back and sat 
down quietly in her place. 

In the room, especially that part where the divan was on which they 
were sitting, it was dark, but through the lofty windows the silver light 
of the full moon fell across the floor. 

“Natashal Now it is your turn. Sing me somethingl” said the countess' 
voice. “Why are you all sitting there like conspirators?" 

“Mamal I don't feel like it," said Natasha; but nevertheless, she 
got up. 

She had said she did not feel like singing; but it was long since she 
had sung as she sang that evening, and long before she sang so well 
again. Count Rostof listened to it from his library, where he was 
closeted with Mitenka; and, like a schoolboy in haste to go out to 
play as soon as his lessons are done, he stumbled over his words as 
he gave his instructions to his overseer, and finally stopped speaking; 
while Mitenka, also listening, stood silently in front of the count. 
Nikolai did not take his eyes from his sister, and even breathed when* 
she did. Sonya, as she listened, thought what a wide gulf there was 
between her and her friend, and how impossible it would be to find 
anyone in the world so bewitchingly charming as her cousin. The old 
countess, with a smile of melancholy pleasure, and with tears in her 
eyes, sat occasionally shaking her head. She was thinking of Natasha, 
and of her own youthful days; and of that unnatural and terrible 
element that seemed to enter into this engagement of her daughter 
and Prince Andrei. 

Dimmler, taking his seat next to the count( ss, and covering his eyes, 
listened. 

“No, countess," said he, finally, “this talent of hers is European; she 
has nothing to learn; such smoothness, tenderness, power ..." 

“How I tremble for her, how worried I ami" said the countess, not 
realizing to whom she was speaking. Her maternal instinct told her 
that Natasha had more in her than ordinary girls, and that this would 
result in unhappiness for her. 

Natasha had not quite finished her singing when fourteen-year-old 
Petya, all excitement, came running into the room with the news that 
oome masqueraders had come. 

Natasha abruptly stopped. 

“Idiotl" she cried to her brother, and, running to a chair, flung 
herself into it and sobbed so that it was long before she could recover 
herself. 

“It’s nothing, mama; truly it’s nothing; it was only that Petya startled 
she said, striving to smile; but her tears still flowed, and her throat 
was choked by her repressed sobs. 

The house servants, who had dressed themselves up as bears, Turks. 
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tavern keepers, fine ladies, monsters, old ogres, bringing in with them 
the outside cold and hilarity, at first shyly clustered together in the 
anteroom; but gradually, hiding one behind the other, they ventured 
into the ballroom; and at first timidly, but afterwards with ever- 
increasing fervor and zeal, began to perform songs, dances, and other 
Christmas games. 

The countess, after she had recognized them and indulged in a 
hearty laugh at their antics, retired into the drawing-room. Count 
Rostof, with a radiant smile, took his seat in the ballroom, with ap- 
proving glances at the masqueraders. Meantime, all the young people 
had mysteriously disappeared. 

Within half an hour, the other masqueraders in the ballroom were 
joined by an elderly lady in a farthingale, and this was Nikolai; by 
a Turkish woman, and this was Petya; by a clown, Dimmler; by a 
hussar, Natasha; by a Circassian youth, Sonya. Both the girls had 
dark eyebrows and mustaches, contrived with the help of burnt cork. 

Alter well-feigned surprise and pretended lack of recognition, as 
well as praise, from those who were not mumming, the young people 
decided that their costumes were too good to be wasted, and that they 
should go and exhibit them elsewhere. 

Nikolai, who had a strong desire for a troika ride, the roads being 
in splendid condition, proposed that they should take with them the 
ten house serfs who were disguised, and that all should go and visit 
the “little uncle.” 

“No, you will disturb him,” .said the countess. “If you must go some- 
where, then go lo the Melyukofs.” 

Madame Melvukof was a widow who, with a host of children of 
various ages, and with lutors and governesses, lived about three miles 
from the Rostofs. 

“There, my dear, a good ideal” cried the old count, becoming greatly 
excited. “Wait till I can get into a costume and I will go with you.” 

But the countess was not at all inclined to let the old count go, 
since for several days his leg had been troubling him. It was therefore 
decided that if Madame Schoss would act as chaperon, then the young 
ladies might also go to the Melyukofs. 

Sonya, though generally very timid and shy, now was more urgent 
than all the others in her entreaties to Madame vSehoss not to disap- 
point them. 

Sonya’s costume was the best of all. Her mustache and dark brows 
were extremely becoming to her. All assured her that she was very 
handsome, and she was keyed up to a state of energy and excitement 
quite out of her usual manner. Some inner voice told her that now 
or never her fate was to be decided; and now, in her masculine garb, 
site seemed like another person. Madame Schoss consented; and in 
less than half an hour four troikas, with jingling bells on the harness. 
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swept, creaking and crunching over the frosty snow, up to the front 
steps. 

Natasha was the first to catch the tone of Christmas festivity, and 
this jollity was infectious, growing more and more noisy, and reaching 
the highest pitch as they all came out into the frosty air, and with 
shouting and calling, and laughing and screaming, took their places 
in the sleighs. 

Nikolai, in his old maid's costume, over which he threw his hussar's 
riding cloak, fastened with a belt, took his place in the middle of his 
sleigh and gathered up the reins. It was so light that he could see the 
metal of the harness plates shining in the moonbeams, and the horses' 
eyes, as they turned them anxiously toward the merry group gathered 
under the darkness of the porte-cochere. 

In Nikolai's sleigh were packed Natasha, Sonya, Madame Schoss, 
and two of the maidservants; in the old count’s went Dimmler with 
his wife and Petya; in the others, the rest of the household serfs were 
disposed. 

“You lead the way, Zakharl'' cried Nikolai, to his father's coachman; 
he wished to have a chance to beat him on the road. 

The old count’s troika, with Dimmler and the other masqueraders, 
creaked as if its runners were frozen to the snow; and, with a jingling 
of its deep-toned bell, started forward. The side horses twitched at the 
shafts and kicked up the sugarlike gleaming crystals of the snow. 

Nikolai followed Zakhar; behind them, with a creaking and crunch- 
ing, came the others. At first they went rather gingerly along the narrow 
driveway. As they passed the park the shadows cast by the bare trees 
lay across the road and checkered the moonlight; but as soon as they 
got beyond the park enclosure, the snowy expanse— gleaming like 
diamonds with a deep blue phosphorescence, all drenched in moon- 
light, and motionless— opened out before them in every direction. 

All at once, the foremost sleigh dipped into a cradle hole; in exactly 
the same way the one behind it went down and came up again, and 
then the next behind; and then, boldly breaking the iron-bound 
silence, the sleighs began to speed along the road one after the other. 

“There’s a hare track I Ever so many of theml’’ rang Natasha’s voice 
through the frost-bound air. 

“How light it is, Nikolail’’ said Sonya’s voice. 

Nikolai glanced round, and bent over so as to get a closer look into 
her face. The pretty face, with an odd and entirely new expression 
caused by the black brows and mustache, glanced up at him from 
under the sables. 

“That used to be Sonya,'' said Nikolai to himself. He gave her a 
closer look, and smiled. 

“What is the matter, Nikolai?'' 

“Nothing," said he, and he again gave his attention to the horses. 
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Only by the increase of the wind that blew in their faces and by 
the straining of tlie side horses, which kept springing and galloping 
faster and more furiously, could it be told at what a pace the troika 
was hving. Nikolai glanced back. With shouts and whistling, with 
cracking of whips and encouraging words to the horses, the other 
troikas followed at a flying pace. Nikolai overtook the first troika. 
They glided down a little slope and came out upon a road wide enough 
for several teams to drive abreast, stretching along by the riverside. 

Nikolai gave his horses rein; Zakhar, reaching out his arms, clucked 
his tongue, and also gave his horses free rein. 

‘*Now, steady there, sirl*’ cried he. 

Still swiltci flew the two troikas, side by side; and swiftly the leg? 
of the horses interwove as onward they sped. 

Nikolai began gradually to torge ahead. Zakhar, not changing the 
position of his outstretched arms, kept the hand that held the reins a 
little higher. 

“Vou can’t make it, sirl” he cried to Nikolai. Nikolai urged all three 
of his horses to gallop, and sped past Zakhar. The horses kicked the 
fine dry snow into the faces of the party; the bells jingled together 
as they flew on, side by side; and the swiftly moving legs of the horses 
mingled together, while the shadows crossed and interlaced on the 
snow. The runners whizzed along the road, and the shouts and cries 
of the women were heard in each of the sleighs. 

Once more reining in his horses, Nikolai glanced around him. 
Everywhere was the sSame magical expanse, flooded deep with the 
moonbeams, and with millions of stars scattered over it. 

“Oh, see therel his mustache and eyelashes are all white,” said one 
of the handsome young strangers, with delicate mustaches and eye- 
brows, who sat in the sledge. 

“That, I think, must have been Natasha,” said Nikolai to himself, 
“and that other is Madame Schoss; and, perhaps I am wrong, but 
that Circa.ssian with the mustache I never saw before, but I love her 
all the samel” 


VI 

Madame Melyukof, a very stout and energetic woman in spectacles, 
and wearing a loose-flowing dress, was sitting in the drawing-room 
surrounded by her daughters, whom she was doing her best to enter- 
tain. They were quietly molding wax, and looking at the shadows 
cast by passers-by, when the steps and voices of the visitors began to 
echo through the anteroom. 

Hussars, high-born ladies, witches, clowns, bears, coughing and 
wiping their frost-bound faces, came into the ballroom, where the 
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candclabras were hastily lighted. The clown (Dimmler), with the 
lady (Nikolai), opened the dance. Surrounded by gleefully shouting 
children, the masqueraders, hiding their faces and disguising their 
\oiccs, made low bows before the mistress of the mansion and then 
scattered through the room. 

“Oh, dearl it’s impossible to tell! Ah, that’s Natasha! Just see whom 
she looks like! Truly she reminds me of someone! And there’s Monsieur 
Dimmler! How elegant! I wouldn’t have known you. How elegantly 
he dances! And who is that Circassian? Indeed, it reminds me of Sonya! 
And who is that? Well, well! this is a kindness! Move out the tables, 
Nikita, Vanya. And we have been sitting here so solemnly.” 

“Ha! ha! ha!” . . . “What a hussar! What a hussar!” . . . “Just like 
a boy, and what legs!” ... “I can’t see!” . . . such were the remarks 
on every side. 

After the Russian national dances, Madame Melyukof had all the 
serfs and the others together form into a great circle; a ring, a rope» 
and a ruble were brought, and they began to play various games. 

By the end of an hour the costumes began to show signs of wear and 
tear. The charcoal mustaches and eyebrows began to disappear from 
the perspiring, heated, merry faces. Madame Melyukof began to rec- 
ognize the masqueraders, and congratulate them on the skill with 
wltich they had made up their costumes, and tell them how very 
becoming they were to the young ladies, and she thanked them all 
lor having entertained her so well. The guests were invited into the 
drawing-room, and refreshments were provided in the ballroom for 
the serfs. 

“No, but what a terrible thing to read your fortune in a barn!” 
exclaimed an old maid, who lived with the Melyukofs. 

“Why so?” asked the oldest daughter of the family. 

They were now sitting down at supper. 

“No, don’t think of doing such a thing, it requires so much courage.” 

“I would just as lief,” said Sonya. 

“Now, what is the good of frightening them so!” protested Madame 
Melyukof. 

“Mama, you yourself have had your fortune told that way,” ex- 
claimed one of the daughrers. 

“How is it fortunes arc told in a granary?” asked Sonya. 

“Well, this is the way of it: You go into the granary and listen. It 
depends on what you hear: If there is any knocking or tapping, it’s a 
bad sign; but if the wheat drops, then it’s for good, and it \yill come 
out all right.” 

“Mama, tell us what happened to you when you went to the granary.” 

Madame Melyukof smiled. 

“Oh, what’s the use! and I have forgotten ...” said she. “Besides, 
you wouldn't go, would you?” 


323 



“Yes, I would go, too; Madame Melyukof, do let me; I certainly 
will go,“ said Sonya. 

“Very well, then, if you are not afraid." 

While they were playing the games with the ring, the ruble, and 
the rope, and now, while they were talking, Nikolai had not left Sonya's 
side, and looked at her with wholly new eyes. It seemed to him that 
this evening, thanks to that charcoal mustache, he saw her for the first 
time as she really was. In reality, Sonya, that evening, was merrier, 
livelier, and prettier than Nikolai had ever seen her before. 

“What a girl she is, and what an idiot I have beeni" he said to himself, 
as he gazed into her gleaming eyes and saw her radiantly happy and 
enthusiastic smile dimpling her checks under her mustache, and that 
look which he had never seen before. 

“I am not afraid of anything," said Sonya. “May I start now?" 

She got up. She was told where the granary was, and how she must 
stand and listen, and make no noise. The servant brought her fur 
cloak. She flung it over her head, and glanced at Nikolai. 

“How charming that girl isl" said he to himself. “And what have 
I been thinking about all this time?" 

Sonya sici)j)cd out into the corridor on her way to the granary. 
Nikolai, making the excuse that he was too warm, hurried to the front 
steps. In fad, the trowd did make the air in the rooms close. Out of 
doors it was as cold and still as ever; the same moon was shining, only 
it was brighter than before. The brightness was so intense, and there 
were so many stars in the snow, that one had no desire to look at the 
sky; the real stars were insignificant. In the sky it was almost black 
and melancholy; on the earth it was gay. 

“What an idiot I have been I what an idiotl Why have I waited so 
long?” mused Nikolai, and he sprang down the steps and turned the 
corner of the house by the path that led back to the rear entrance. 
He knew that Sonya would come that way. Halfway along the path 
stood a great woodpile covered with snow, and casting a shadow; 
across it and beyond it fell the shadows of the lindens, bare and old, 
weaving patterns on the snow and the path. The path led to the 
granary. The timber walls of the granary and its roofs covered with 
snow shone in the moonlight like a palace made of precious stones. 
In the garden a tree creaked, and then everything became absolutely 
still again. It seemed to Nikolai that his lungs breathed in not common 
air, but the elixir of eternal youth and joy. 

Feet were heard stamping on the steps of the servants' entrance. 
Someone was scraping tlie snow away from the lower step on which 
it had drifted, and then the voice of an old maid said: 

“Straight aheadi straight ahead! right along this path, miss. Only 
you must not look round." 



“rm not afraid/* replied Sonya’s voice; and then toward Nikolai 
came Sonya’s dainty feet, sliding and squeaking in her thin slippers. 

Sonya came along, all muffled up in her cloak, and it was not till 
she was within two paces of him that she saw him. It seemed to her 
also that he was different from the Nikolai she had known before, 
and that he had nothing of what always made her a bit afraid of him. 
He was in his woman’s dress, with clustering locks, and wearing a 
blissful smile such as Sonya had never seen before. She hurried swiftly 
to him. 

“She’s entirely different; not at all the same,” thought Nikolai as 
he looked into her face, all kindled by the moonlight. He put his arms 
under her cloak, which encircled her head, strained her to his heart 
and kissed her lips, which still showed traces of the mustache, and had 
a faint odor of burnt cork. Sonya returned his kiss full on the lips, 
and putting up her slender hands laid them on his cheeks. 

“Sonyal” 

“Nikolai!” 

That was all they said. They ran to the granary, and then went back 
into the house by the doors through which they had come. 


VII 

Shortly after Twelfth-night Nikolai announced to his mother his 
love for Sonya and his firm determination to make her his wife. The 
countess, who had long noticed what was going on between them and 
had been expecting this announcement, listened in silence, and then 
coldly informed him that he might marry anyone he pleased, but that 
neither she nor his father would countenance such a marriage. For the 
first time, Nikolai felt that his mother was offended with him; that, 
notwithstanding all her love for him, she would not yield to him in 
this matter. Coldly, not even looking at her son, she sent for her hus- 
band; and when he came, she tried in Nikolai's presence to tell him in 
a few chilling words what her son proposed to do. But she had not the 
necessary self-control; tears of vexation sprang to her eyes and she was 
compelled to leave the room. 

The old count tried feebly to reason with Nikolai, and begged him 
to give up his intention. Nikolai replied that he could not go back on 
his word; and the father, sighing, and evidently all upset, hastily 
ended his discourse and went to the countess. 

In all his encounters with his son the count always was conscious 
of his own guilt toward him for having squandered his fortune; ac- 
cordingly, he could not show his anger against his son for refusing to 
wed a rich wife, and for choosing the penniless Sonya. In all this affair. 
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he remembered with keen sorrow that if only his estates had not been 
so ruined, it would be impossible for Nikolai to find a better wife; 
and that the only persons responsible for the wasting of this estate 
were himself and his Mitenka and their incorrigible habits. 

The father and mother had nothing more to say to Nikolai about 
the matter; but a few days later the countess summoned Sonya, and 
with a bitterness which no one in the world would have expected of 
her, reproached her niece with having decoyed her son, and accused 
her of ingratitude. Sonya, in silence and with downcast eyes, listened 
to the countess’ bitter words, and was at a loss to know what was re- 
quired of her. She was ready for any sacrifice for all of them in return 
for their benefits. The thought of sell-sacrifice was a delight to her; 
but in this affair she could not comprehend what she was required to 
sacrifice, or for whom. She could not help loving the countess and all 
the Rostof family; nor could she help loving Nikolai, or knowing that 
his happiness dej^ended on her love for him. She therefore stood silent 
and sad, and had nothing to reply. 

It seemed to Nikolai that he could no longer endure this state of 
things, and he went to his mother to have a final explanation. He first 
begged her to be reconciled with him and Sonya and consent to their 
marriage; then he threatened that, if they persecuted Sonya, he would 
instantly marry her secretly. 

The countess, with a coldness her son had never experienced before, 
replied that he was of age, that Prince Andrei was going to marry 
without his father’s sanction, and that he might do the same; but that 
she would never receive this schemer as her daughter. 

Angry at her use of the term schemer, Nikolai raised his voice, 
and told his mother that he had never thought she would oblige him 
fo sacrifice his noblest feelings; and that if this were so, then he would 
never . . . 

Rut he did not finish uttering this rash vow, which his mother, 
judging by the expression of his face, awaited with horror, and which 
might have forever raised a cruel barrier betwec'n them. He did not 
utter it because Naiasha, with a pale and solemn face, came into the 
room; she had been listening at the door. 

“Nikolai, you don’t know what you are saying; hush! hush! I tell 
you, husli!’’ she almost screamed, so as to drown his words. “Mama, 
darling, iliere’s no sense in this at all, dear heart,’’ said she, turning 
still paler and going to her mother, who felt that she was on the very 
edge of an abyss, and looked with horror at her son; and yet because 
of her stubbornness and the impulse of the quarrel, she would not, and 
could not, give in. “Nikolai, I beg you, go away; and you, sweetheart- 
mama, listen. ’’ Natasha entreated, turning again to her mother. Her 
words were incoherent; but they brought about the wished-for result. 

The countess, deeply flushed, buried her face in her daughter’s 
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bosom; and Nikolai got up and, clasping his head between his hands, 
rushed out of the room. 

Natasha acted the part of peacemaker so well that Nikolai received 
a promise from his mother that Sonya would not be annoyed; and 
he himself swore that he would never do anything without the 
knowledge of his parents. 

With the firm intention to retire from the service as soon as he 
could wind up his connection with his regiment, and return and marry 
Sonya, Nikolai, sorrowful and grave, still in strained relations with 
his parents, but, as it seemed to him, passionately in love, rejoined 
his regiment early in January. 

After his departure, life grew sadder than ever in the house of the 
Rostofs. The countess, owing to her mental tribulations, became seri- 
ously ill. Sonya was depressed because of her separation from Nikolai, 
and still more so on account of the unfriendly manner in which the 
countess, in spite of herself, treated her. The count was more than 
ever occupied by the wretched state of his affairs, which demanded of 
him the most heroic measures. It was absolutely necessary to dispose 
of their mansion in Moscow and their estate near Moscow; and in 
order to effect this sale it was essential to go to Moscow. But the 
countess’ health caused him to postpone his departure from day to day. 

Natasha, who had easily, and even cheerfully, borne the first weeks 
of separation from her lover, now every day grew more nervous and 
impatient. Hie thought (onstantly tortured her that she was wasting 
the best time of her life, when she might be spending it in loving 
sacrifice for him. His letters generally merely served to annoy her. It 
revolted her to think that when she was living only in the thought 
of him, he was living in the great world of action, seeing new places 
and new people who were fidl of interest to him. The more fascinating 
his letters were, the more they annoyed her. 

Her letters to him gave her no consolation; they were nothing but 
tedious and hypocritical exercises. She was not able to write freely, 
because she felt that she could not express in a letter even the thou- 
sandth part of what she expressed with her voice, her smile, and her 
glance. She wrote him perfunctory and monotonous letters, the stupidity 
of which she herself acknowledged; while her mother corrected in the 
rough draft the mistakes she made in spelling. 

The countess’ health was still feeble; but it was now no longer 
possible to put off the return to Moscow. It was necessary to arrange 
for the marriage seitlement, it was necessary to sell the mansion; more- 
over, Prince Andrei was now expected in Moscow, where his father 
was spending the winter; indeed, Natasha was certain that he had 
already arrived. 

The countess remained in the country; but the count, taking Sonya 
-and Natasha with him, went to Moscow toward the end of January. 


327 



8 



Jn j8ii there are murmurs against Napoleon m the European courts. 
His prohibition of trade with England is costly to everyone, including 
Russia, and the Tsar countenances the reception of British merchaiit- 
men at his ports. Napoleon is on the offensive in Spam, but cannot 
dislodge the British; he is harassed by Spanish and Portuguese 
guerillas; the expense of the war is weakening him, and as he loses in 
strength, the European nations gain courage to oppose him. Russia is 
apprehensive of Napoleon's continuing encroachments, particularly op- 
posing French annexation of the Duchy of Oldenburg, domain of the 
Tsar's uncle. Napoleon is resentful of Russia s trade with Britain^ 






AFTER the engagement of Prince Andrei and Natasha, Pierre sud' 
denly, without any apparent reason, began to find it impossible 
X V. to pursue his former mode of life. Firmly as he was convinced 
ol the truths revealed by his benefactor, delightful as had been the 
first period of enthusiasm for the inward labor of self-improvement 
to which he had given himself with such zeal— all the charm of this 
former existence suddenly vanished after the betrothal of his friends 
and the death of Ossip Alekseyevitch Bazdeyef, news of which he re- 
ceived at about the same time. Nothing but the empty shell of life 
remained to him: his mansion, with his brilliant wife who was still 
enjoying the attentions of an influential personage; his acquaintance 
with all Petersburg; and his duties at court with all their tedious 
formalities. And this life .suddenly began to fill Pierre with unex- 
pected loathing; he ceased to write in his diary; he shunned the society 
of the brethren; he began once moie to frequent the club and to drink 
heavily; he became intimate with the gay young bachelor set; and his 
behavior became such that Countess Elena found it necessary to give 
him a stern admonition. 

Pierre felt that she was right; and in order not to compromise her, 
he decided to go to Moscow. 

In Moscow, as soon as he set foot in his enormous house, with the 
dried-up and withered princesses and the swarm of metiials; as soon 
as he went out into town and saw the Iverskaya Chapel with its in- 
numerable tapers burning before the golden shrines, and the Square 
of the Kremlin with its wide expanse of snow, the sleigh drivers, and 
the hovels of the Sivtsef Vrazhek; when he saw the old men of Moscow, 
who, with never a desire or a quickening of the blood, lived out their 
days; the old ladies, the Muscovite girls, the Muscovite dances, the 
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Muscovite ballrooms, and the Muscovite English Club— he felt himself 
at home in a refuge of quiet. Life in Moscow gave him a sensation 
of cornlort and warmth and coziness, such as one has in a soiled old 
dressing gown. 

Pierre was welcomed by all Moscow society, young and old, as a 
long-expected guest, whose place was always ready for him and never 
given to another. In the eyes of Moscow society, Pierre was most kindly, 
good-natured, intelligent, and benevolent, though eccentric; absent- 
minded, but cordial; a thoroughgoing Russian gentleman of the old 
brand. His purse was always empty because it was opened to all. 
Benefits, wretched pictures, statuary, benevolent societies, gypsies, 
schools, subscription dinners, drinking bouts, the Masons, churches, 
books— no one and nothing ever met with a refusal from him; and if 
it had not been for two friends of his, who had borrowed large sums 
of him and now took him under their guardianship, he would have 
had absolutely nothing left. At the club, no dinner or reception was 
complete without him. As soon as he took his place on the sofa after 
a couple of bottles of Margaux, the members would gather around 
him and vie with one another in all sorts of gossip, discussions, and 
(lever stories. II discussions degenerated into quarrels, he would restore 
peace by his kindly smile alone, or by a clever jest. The Masonic meet- 
ings were tedious and dull if he was absent. 

Olten after dining with his bachelor friends he would yield with a 
genial and amiable smile to their entreaties, go with them where they 
went, and help the hilarious young fellows wake the echoes with their 
wild enthusiastic shouts. At the balls he would never refuse to dance if 
pariners were scarce. Young matrons and young girls liked him because 
he was atteniive, es]:)ecially after dinner, to all alike, without making 
invidious distinctions. It was a common saying of him: “He is charming; 
he has no sex." 

Pierre had become simply a retired court chamberlain, good- 
naturedly vegetating in Moscow like so many hundreds of others. 

How horrified he would have been if, seven years before, when he 
was just back from abroad, someone had told him tliat it was idle for 
him to seek out or find a career; that the ruts in which he would move 
were long ago made for him, determined before the foundation of the 
world; and that in spite of all his struggles, he would be what everyone 
in his position was doomed to be. He could not have believed it. 

Had he not with all his heart wished at one time that a republic 
might be established in Russia? then, that he might be a Napoleon? 
then, a philosopher? then, a general, the conejueror of Napoleon? Had 
he not seen the possibility, and passionately desired to take part in 
the mighty task, of regenerating depraved humanity, and of bringing 
himself to the highest degree of improvement? Had he not established 
schools and infirmaries, and emancipated his peasantry? 
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But instead of what he had dreamed, lol here he was, the rich hus- 
band of an unfaithful wife; a court chamberlain retired; a gourmand 
and winebibber, and easily inclined to criticize the government; a 
member of the Moscow English Club; and a flattered member of 
Moscow society I It was long before he could reconcile himself to the 
thought that he himself was a court chamberlain living in Moscow, 
the very type he had so deeply despised seven years before. 

Sometimes he comforted himself with the thought that this mode 
of life was only temporary; but then he would be terrified by another 
thought of how many people just like himself, with all their hair and 
their teeth still good, had entered temporarily into this mode of life 
and into this club, and were now passing from it, bald and toothless. 

In moments of pride, when he thought over his position, it seemed 
to him that he was of an entirely different nature, distinct from these 
retired chamberlains whom he used to despise; that they were insipid 
and stupid, contented and satisfied with their position: “While I, on 
the contrary, am utterly dissatisfied; my sole desire is to do something 
for humanity,” he would say to himself, in such moments of pride. 

“But perhaps all these colleagues of mine arc just like myself, and 
have been struggling and seeking to find some new and original path 
through life; and, like myself, have by sheer force of circumstances, 
by the conditions of society and birth— that elemental force against 
which man is powerless— been brought to the same condition as myself.” 
This he would say to himself in moments of humility; and after he 
had lived in Moscow for some time he ceased to despise his colleagues, 
the retired courtiers, and began to like them, and to esteem them, and 
to pity them, as he did himsSelf. 

Pierre no longer suffered, as formerly, from moments of despair, 
hypochondria, and disgust of life; but the same disease, which formerly 
had been made manifest by occasional attacks, had struck inward, and 
not for a moment ceased its insidious working. 

“For what end? Why? For what purpose were we created in the 
world?” he would ask himself in perplexity many times every day, 
in spite of himself beginning to reason out some explanation of life; 
but as he knew by experience that such questions as these must remain 
unanswerable, he would strive in all haste to put them out of his mind 
—taking up a book, or going over to the club, or calling on Apollon 
Nikolayevitch to talk over the gossip of the town. 

“Helene, whom no one ever cared for except for her body’s sake, 
and who is one of the stupidest women in the world,” said Pierre to 
himself, “makes people believe that she is a woman of superior wit 
and refinement, and they bow down before her. Napole^on Bonaparte 
was despised by everyone until he became great; but since he has become 
a miserable comedian, the Emperor Franz is trying to make him take 
his daughter illegally for his wife. The Spaniards, through the Roman 
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Catholic clergy, offered up prayers o£ thanksgiving to God for granting 
'them a victory over the French on the twenty-sixth of June; while 
the French, through the medium of the same Catholic priesthood, 
offer up thanksgivings to the same God for having beaten the Spaniards 
on the twenty-sixth of Junel My brethren, the Masons, solemnly swear 
tliat they will be ready to sacrifice all they possess for their neighbor; 
but when the box is passed around they do not contribute a single 
ruble for the poor. All of us profess the Christian law of forgiveness 
of injuries, and of love for our neighbor— a law in obedience to which 
we have erected, here in Moscow, our forty times forty churches; while 
yesterday a deserter was flogged with the knout, and the priest, the 
servant of this same law of love and forgiveness, presented the crucifix 
for the soldier to kiss before he received his punishment." 

Thus mused Pierre; and this whole universal falsehood, acknowl- 
edged by everyone, ania/ed him every time he thought of it, just as if 
he were not used to it, as if it were some new thing. 

“I understand this falsehood and confusion," he thought. "But how 
can I convince them of what I understand? I have made the experiment 
and have always found that they, in the depths of their hearts, under- 
stand it just as 1 do; but they strive not to see it. Of course, it must 
be so. But for me," Pierre asked himself, "what ought I to do?" 

He was undergoing the unhappy experience of many people, espe- 
cially Russians, who have not only the faculty of seeing and realizing 
the possibility of goodness and right, but of seeing too clearly the falsity 
and deception ol lilc to feel able to take any serious part in it. 

Every dej^artment ol activity was, in his eyes, complicated with false- 
hood and decc})tion. Whatever he had tried to be, whatever he had 
tried to accomplish, he always found himsell impeded by this knavery 
and falsehood, with his path of activity completly blocked. But mean- 
while it was necessary for him to live, to find occupation. It was too 
terrible for him to be crushed by the weight of these unsolvable 
problems of life; and so he gave himself up to the first temptation in 
order to forget them. He frequented the society of all sorts and con- 
ditions of men, he drank heavily, he purchased paintings, he built 
houses, and above all, he read. 

He read, and read everything that came into his hands; he was such 
an omnivorous reader that even when, on his return home, his valet 
came in to undress him, he continued his reading, and, after reading 
till he was exhausted, he would fall asleep; and the next morning he 
would go to the club, or call on acquaintances and talk gossip, and 
from there go to some wanton carousal where wine and women served 
to occupy his mind; and thus, around the circle again, from orgy to 
reading, and then his idle gossip and his wine. 

Strong drink was becoming for him constantly a greater and greater 
physical, and even spiritual, necessity. Although the doctors warned 
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him that wine was dangerous to him because of his corpulency, he 
continued to drink heavily. He felt perfectly happy only when, without 
knowing or caring how, he had poured down his capacious throat 
several glasses of wine, and begun to experience the pleasant warmth 
spreading through his frame, and good will toward all the human 
race, and a mental readiness to touch superficially upon any question 
without pretending to penetrate deeply into its inner significance. 
Only after he had drunk a bottle or two of wine would he vaguely 
feel that this complicated, terrible coil of life, which had formerly 
appalled him, was now not so appalling as it had seemed. With a 
roaring in his ears, as he idly chatted, or listened to stories, or read 
his books after dinner or supper, he saw this tangle of doubts con- 
stantly besetting him on every side. But it was only under the influence 
of wine that he could say to himself, “This is nothing; I will put it 
away for the present, for I have an explanation all ready. But now is 
no time; I will think it all out by and by.“ 

This “by and by“ never came. 

When his stomach was empty, the next morning, all the former 
questions arose, just as unsolvable and terrible; and Pierre hastened 
to seize his book and was delighted when anyone came to call on him. 

Sometimes he remembered what he had heard of soldiers at war: 
that when they are lying idle under fire, they eagerly strive to invent 
some diversion, to forget more easily the threatening danger. And it 
seemed to Pierre that all men were similar soldiers, distracting them- 
selves from life: some by ambition, some by cards, some by codifying 
laws, some by women, some by gambling, some by horses, some by 
politics, some by hunting, some by wine, some by statecraft. 

“There is nothing insignificant, there is nothing of great importance; 
all is the same in the end; only how can I save myself from it?“ thought 
Pierre. “Only by not seeing it, this terrible it” 


II 

Early in the winter Prince Nikolai Andreyitch Bolkonsky and his 
daughter took up their residence in Moscow. The fame of his past life, 
the keenness of his intellect, and his bold originality, immediately caused 
him to be regarded by the Muscovites with special admiration and 
respect; and, as the popular enthusiasm for the Emperenr Alexander's 
management of affairs had notoriously cooled off and an anti-French 
and patriotic tendency was now the vogue in Moscow, he had become 
the center of the opposition to the government. 

The prince had aged very considerably during the year past. He now 
began to manifest some of the acute symptoms of old age: unexpected 
naps, forgetfulness of recent events and vivid remembrance of those 
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long past, and the childish vanity with which he accepted the role of 
chief of the Muscovite opposition. Nevertheless, when the old prince 
came down to evening tea, in his fur cloak and powdered wig, and at 
anyone's instigation began to tell his pithy anecdotes about the days 
gone by, or deliver his still pithier and harsher judgments on the present, 
he inspired in all his guests a unanimous feeling of sincere respect. 

In the eyes of visitors, the old-fashioned house with its huge pier 
glasses, its anterevolutionary furniture and its powdered lackeys, pre- 
sided over by this severe and intelligent old man of a past generation, 
with his gentle daughter, and the pretty Frenchwoman who treated 
him with such deference, presented an impressive but agreeable spec- 
tacle. But these visitors did not realize that, over and above the two or 
three hours when they saw the household, there were twenty-two more 
each day during which the inner life of the house went on unseen. 

This inner life had recently, especially during their stay in Moscow, 
become exceedingly trying for Princess Maria. She did not go into 
society: everybody knew that her father would not allow her to go 
without him, and his health was too precarious to permit him to go out; 
consequently, she received no invitations to dinner parties or balls. She 
had renounced all hope of ever being married. She had too often wit- 
nessed the coldness and irritability with which her father received and 
dismissed young men who occasionally came to their house and who 
might have been her suitors. 

Princess Maria had no friends: since her arrival in Moscow, her 
eyes had been opened in regard to the two who had been more intimate 
with her than all the rest. Mile. Bourienne, in whom even in times 
past she could not feel perfect confidence, had now become positively 
disagreeable to her; and for several reasons she felt obliged to keep her 
at a distance. Julie, with whom she had kept up an uninterrupted 
correspondence for five years, was in Moscow, but she seemed like a 
stranger wlien they met again face to face. Julie was completely absorbed 
in the pleasures of fashionable society. Princess Maria, with a melan- 
choly smile, remembered as each Thursday came around that now she 
had no one to write to, since Julie, whose presence gave her no delight, 
was in town and she could sec her every week. 

Princess Maria experienced a new and additional trial at this time in 
the lessons she gave her six-year-old nephew. In her treatment of little 
Nikolusha she recognized with dismay that she was liable to fits of 
irritability similar to her father’s. No matter how many times she re- 
proached herself for losing her temper during his lesson hours, almost 
every time, from her very desire to help him along as rapidly as possible, 
to make his tasks easy and to give the little fellow all the benefit of her 
own knowledge, the slightest inattention on his part would make her 
tremble with indignation, lose her patience, grow angry and raise her 
voice, and sometimes even seize him by the arm and stand him in the 
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corner. After she had stood him in the corner, she would begin to shed 
tears over her hasty temper, her ugly nature; and the little boy, sobbing 
out of sympathy, would leave his corner without permission, run to 
her, pull her tear-wet hands from her face, and try to comfort her. 

But by far the greatest trial of all was caused the princess by her 
father's irritability, which was always vented upon his daughter, and 
which had lately become even cruelty. If he had compelled her to do 
penance all night long with prayers and genuflections, if he had struck 
her, if he had compelled her to chop wood and carry water, it would 
never have occurred to her that her position was hard; but this loving 
tyrant, all the more terrible from the very fact that he loved her, and 
therefore tormented both himself and her, took especial pains not only 
to insult and humiliate her, but to make her feel that she was always 
and lorever in the wrong. And lately he had discovered a new whim 
that tormented Princess Maria more than all else put together. 7'his 
was his constantly increasing intimacy with Mile. Bourienne. 

In Moscow, on one occasion when Princess Maria was present— it 
seemed to her that her father chose that time on purpose— the old 
prince kissed Mile. Bourienne's hand, and, drawing her to him, em- 
braced and fondled her. Princess Maria flushed with anger and left the 
room. After a few minutes Mile. Bourienne rejoined her, smiling, and 
began to tell some entertaining story in her agreeable voice. Princess 
Maria hastily wiped away her tears, went with decided steps straight 
to Mile. Bourienne, and, evidently not knowing what she was doing, 
began to shout at the Frenchwoman in furious haste and with explosive 
accents: “It is shameful, contemptible, beastly, to take advantage of a 
man’s weakness ...” She did not conclude her sentence. “Leave my 
room,” she fairly screamed, and then hurst into tears again. 

7’he following day the prince said not a word to his daughter; but 
she observed that at dinner he ordered Mile. Bourienne to be served in 
precedence of all others. At the end of the dinner when the butler, 
according to his usual custom, handed the coflee round, serving the 
princess first, the old prince suddenly flew into a passion, flung his cane 
at Filipp, and instantly gave orders that he should be sent off to the army. 

“You didn't obey mel Twice I told you! You didn't obey mel . . . She's 
the first person in this house; she is my best friend,'' screamed the prince. 
"And if you," he added, in a perfect fury, for the first time addressing 
his daughter, “if you permit yourself, if you dare, another time, as you 
did this evening, to forget your duty before her, then I Will show you 
who is master in this house. Away with youl Out of my sight! Here! 
Beg her pardon!" 

Princess Maria begged Amelie Bourienne's pardon, and then inter- 
ceded with her father for the butler Filipp. 

At such moments there arose in Princess Maria's soul a feeling like 
the pride of an immolated martyr. 
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Ill 


Boris had not succeeded in making a match with any of the rich 
Petersburg heiresses, and he had gone to Moscow with the same object 
in view. There he found himself undecided between two of the 
wealthiest girls in town, Julie and Princess Maria. 

Although Princess Maria, in spite of her plain features, seemed to him 
more attractive than Julie Karagina, still there were difficulties in the 
way of paying court to Bolkonsky’s daughter. Julie, on the other hand, 
received his attentions only too gladly, though in a way peculiar to 
herself alone. 

Julie was twenty-seven. After the death of her brothers she had 
become very rich. She was now far from being a beauty; but she had 
conceived the idea that she was not only still pretty, but far more cap- 
tivating than she ever had been before. In this illusion she was sustained 
by the fact that, in the first place, she had become a very rich heiress, 
and, in the second place, as she grew older and older, men found her 
less dangerous and were able to gather round her with more freedom, 
since they felt that they were not incurring any obligations. Men who 
ten years before would have thought a second time about going every 
day to a house where there was a young girl of seventeen, lest they 
should compromise her and get entangled themselves, now unhesitat- 
ingly appeared there daily, and treated her not as a marriageable damsel 
but as an acquaintance irrespective of sex. 

The Karaginas’ house that winter was the gayest and most hospitable 
in Moscow. Besides the formal receptions and state dinners, they en- 
tertained every day a numerous society, especially of men, who ate 
supper at midnight and departed only at three o’clock in the morning. 
Nor was Julie willing to miss a ball, an entertainment, or a new play 
at the theater. Her clothes were always in the height of the fashion. 
But nevertheless, Julie pretended to be disenchanted with lile; she told 
everybody that she had no faith in friendship or in love, or in any of the 
pleasures of this world, and hoped for peace only “yonder.” She affected 
the tone of a girl who has endured great disappointment— of one, for 
instance, who has been disappointed in the man she loved, or cruelly 
deceived in him. Although nothing of the sort had ever happened to 
her, it began to be thought that such was the case, and she herself came 
to believe that her sidferings in life had been grievous. This melan- 
cholia did not stand in the way of her enjoying herself, or prevent the 
young men who came to her house from having a delightful time there. 

Julie played on her harp, for Boris, her most sentimental nocturnes. 
Boris read aloud to her “Poor Liza,” and more than once had to pause 
in his reading because of the emotion that overmastered him. When 
they met in society, Julie and Boris exchanged glances to signify that 
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they were the only people in the world capable of understanding and 
appreciating each other. 

Anna Mikhailovna, who was a frequent visitor at the Karaginas', and 
always managed to be a partner with Julie’s mother, took especial pains 
to procure all possible information in regard to Julie’s fortune— which 
consisted of two estates in the vicinity of Penza, and forest lands near 
Nizhni-Novgorod. Anna Mikhailovna, with humble dependence on the 
will of Providence and with deep emotion, looked on the etherealized 
melancholy that served as a bond between her son and the wealthy Julie. 

“Always charming and pensive, this dear Julie,” she would say to 
the daughter. 

“Boris says that here in your house he finds rest for his soul. He has 
suffered the loss of so many illusions, and he is so sensitive,” she would 
say to the mother. 

“Ah I My dear, I cannot tell you how devoted I have become to Julie,” 
she would say to her son. “And who could help loving her? She is such 
a celestial creaturel Ah! Boris! Boris!” She was silent for a minute. 
“And how sorry I am for her mama!” she went on to say. “Today she 
was showing me her accounts and letters from Penza, where they have 
colossal estates; and it is so trying lor her to have no one to help her; 
they cheat her so!” 

Boris’ face wore an almost imperceptible smile as he listened to his 
mother’s words. He was quietly amused at her transparent shrewdness; 
but he listened to her, and sometimes asked her questions in regard to 
these Pen/a and Nizh properties. 

Julie had for some time been looking for a proposal from her mel- 
ancholy-souled adorer, and she was ready to accept him. But some 
secret antipathy toward her, a distaste for her evident desire to get 
married, and of her affectations, and a feeling of horror at thus practi- 
cally repudiating the bliss of true love, still kept Boris at a distance. His 
leave of absence was now drawing to a close. He spent long hours, and 
every Sunday, at the Karaginas’; and every day, when he came to think 
the matter over, he would decide that his proposal should take place 
on the morrow. But when he was in Julie’s company, and saw her red 
face and chin, almost always dusted with powder, her moist eyes, and 
the expression of her face, which seemed ready at a moment’s notice to 
fly from melancholy to the equally unnatural enthusiasm and rapture 
ot wedded bliss, Boris could not bring himself to utter the decisive 
words; although in his imagination he had for some time regarded him- 
self as the prospective master of the Karagina estates, and had many 
times overspent the income arising therefrom. 

Julie noticed Boris’ indecision, and it sometimes occurred to her that 
he had an antipathy for her; but her feminine vanity quickly restored 
her confidence, and she would assure herself that it was merely his love 
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that made him so bashful. Her melancholia, however, was beginning to 
change into vexation; and shortly before the time of Boris* departure 
she was tliinking of adopting some decisive plan. 

Just before Boris’ leave of absence drew to a close, Anatol Kuragin 
made his a])pearance in Moscow and, as a matter of course, in the 
Karaginas* drawing-room; and Julie, abruptly aroused from her depres- 
sion, became very cheerful and manifested great friendliness toward 
Kuragin. 

‘*My dear,** said Anna Mikhailovna to her son, “I know on good 
authority that Prince Vasili has sent his son to Moscow to make a match 
with Julie. I am so fond of Julie that I should be very sorry for her. 
What do you think about it, my dear?** asked Anna Mikhailovna. 

Boris was thoroughly humiliated at the thought of being left out in 
the cold and of having wasted this whole month in arduous, vaporous 
service to Julie, and of seeing another man— especially such an idiot as 
Anatol— having control of that income from the Penza estates, which 
he was already in his imagination enjoying and profiting by. He went to 
the Karaginas’ with full determination to offer himself. Julie met him 
with a gay and careless mien, gave him a merry account of what a good 
time she had enjoyed at the ball the evening before, and asked him when 
he was going back. 

In spite of the fact that Boris had come with the intention of con- 
fessing his love, and had, therefore, decided to be tenderly sentimental, 
he immediately began in a tone of irritation to complain of woman's 
inconstancy; pointing out how easy it was for women to shift from 
gloom to glee, and that their moods depended wholly on the one who 
happened to be dancing attendance upon them. Julie took offense at 
this, and declared that he was right; that women needed variety, and 
nothing was more annoying to anyone than to endure perpetual 
sameness. 

“Then, I advise you . , . ’* began Boris, with the intention of winging 
a sharp retort; but at that instant came the humiliating thought that 
he was on the point of leaving Moscow without attaining his wished-for 
end, and at the cost of wasted labor— a thing to which he w'as unac- 
customed. He paused in the middle of his sentence, dropped his eyes to 
avoid seeing the look of disagreeable annoyance and indecision on her 
face, and said: 

“However, it was not at all for the purpose of quarreling with you 
that I came here. On the contrary . . . *’ He looked at her to see whether 
she would encourage him to proceed. All expression of annoyance had 
suddenly vanished, and her restless, imploring eyes were fixed on him 
with greedy exjX'c tation. “I can always manage to keep out of her way,*' 
thought Boris. “Here 1 am in for it; might as well finish.** 

He flushed crimson, raised his eyes to hers, and said: 

“You know my sentiments toward you . . . ** 
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There was no need of saying more; Julie’s face had become radiant 
with triumph and satisfaction; but she compelled Boris to tell her all 
that it is customary to say in such circumstances, to tell her that he loved 
her, and that he had never loved anyone else so passionately. She knew 
that in exchange for her Penza estates and Nizh forests she had a right 
to exact this; and she obtained what she wished. 

The young couple laid their plans for the future establishment of a 
magnificent home in Petersburg, made calls, and got everything ready 
for a brilliant wedding. 


IV 

Count Rostof, together with Natasha and Sonya, arrived in Moscow 
toward the end of January. The countess was still ailing and was unable 
to travel, but it was out of the question to wait lor her recovery. Prince 
Andrei was expected in Moscow every day; besides, it was important 
to purchase Natasha’s wedding outfit; it was necessary to sell the 
Moscow estate; and it was necessary to take advantage ot the old prince’s 
presence in Moscow to acquaint him with his future daughter-in-law. 

The Rostofs’ Moscow house had not been heated. Besides, they were 
to be in town for only a short time and the countess was not with them; 
accordingly, the count decided to accept the hospitality of Marya 
Dmitrievna Akhrosimova, who had long ago urged them to come to her. 

Late one evening the four coaches on runners conveying the Ros- 
tofs drove into Marya Dmitrievna’s courtyard on Old Konyushennaya 
Street. 

Marya Dmitrievna lived alone. Her daughter was married. All her 
sons were in the government service. She was just as erect as ever; her 
words were as much to the point; she always expressed her opinion to 
everyone in a loud and decided voice, and her whole personality seemed 
to be a living reproach against all weaknesses, passions, and impulses, 
the necessity of which she utterly denied. From early morning, fully 
dressed, she gave personal attention to the domestic arrangements, and 
then went out for a drive; if it were a holy day, to Mass; and thence to 
the prisons and jails, where she had business that she never mentioned 
to anyone. 

On ordinary days, on finishing her toilet, she received applicants of 
every rank and condition who chanced to come to her door./ Her charities 
having been dispensed, she dined; and this abundant and well-ordered 
meal was always shared by three or four guests; after dinner she made 
up a table for boston. Late in the evening she had newspapers or some 
new book read aloud to her while she sat with her knitting. She rarely 
accepted invitations, and if she ever made any exceptions it was only in 
favor of the most important personages of the city. 
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She had not yet retired when the Rostofs arrived; as the door into the 
hall creaked on its hinges and admitted the travelers and their retinue 
of servants, together with a rush of cold air, Marya Dmitrievna, with 
her spectacles sitting on tlie end of her nose, came and stood in the 
doorway, her head erect, and gazed at the visitors with a stern and 
solemn face. One might have thought that she was really angry, and 
was about to turn the intruders out, if she had not been heard at that 
very instant giving the most urgent orders in regard to the disposition 
of her guests and their luggage. 

When they had taken off their wraps and put themselves to rights 
after their journey, they gathered around the tea table, and Marya 
Dmitrievna kissed them all in turn. 

“1 am very glad you have come, and that you will stay at my house,” 
said she. “It’s high time,’’ she went on, giving Natasha a significant look. 
“The old man is here, and his son is expected from day to day. You 
must, you certainly must, make his acquaintance. Well, we’ll talk about 
all this by and by,’’ she added looking at Sonya as much as to say that she 
did not care to talk about this in her presence. “Now, listen!’’ said she, 
addressing the count. “What are your plans for tomorrow? Whom will 
you send for? Shinshin?’’ She doubled over one finger. “Then, that 
sniveling Anna Mikhailovna—Two. She and her son are here. Son’s to 
be married. Then, Bezukhof, I suppose? He and his wife are here. He 
ran away from her, but she came traipsing after him. He dined with 
me on Wednesday. Well, then, and these?’’ she indicated the young 
ladies. “I will take them tomorrow to the Iverskaya chapel, and then to 
Aubcrt-Chalme’s. Of course, everything will have to be got new for 
them. Don’t judge by me! Such sleeves they wear these days! Recently 
the young Princess Irena Vasilyevna came to call on me; she was a 
marvel to sec; she had sleeves like two barrels on her arms. You sec, 
there’s some new fashion every day. And what business have you on 
hand?’’ she asked, turning sternly on the count. 

“Everything in rlie quickest possible time,’’ replied the count. “To 
buy the girls clothes, and to find a purchaser for my Moscow estate and 
town house. And so, if you will allow me, I will tear myself away for a 
little while and slip off to the estate for a day, and leave my girls with 
you.’’ 

“Very good, very good; they’ll I)e safe with me. They couldn’t be safer 
with the Orphans’ Aid Society. I’ll take them wherever they need to 
go, and scold them, and spoil them wdth flattery,’’ said Marya Dmi- 
trievna, stroking with her big hand the cheek of her favorite god- 
daughter, Natasha. 

The following morning they went to pray before the Iverskaya 
Virgin, and to sec Mademoiselle Aubcrt-Chalme, who stood in such awe 
of Marya Dmitrievna that, in order to get rid of her as soon as possible, 
she would always sell her goods at a positive loss. Marya Dmitrievna 
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ordered there the larger part of the trousseau. On their return, she drove 
everybody else out of the room and called Natasha to her armchair. 

‘‘Now then, let us have a talk. I congratulate you on your choice. You 
have caught a fine young man. I am glad for you. I have known him ever 
since he was so high.” She put her hand about thirty inches from the 
floor. Natasha colored with pleasure. ‘‘I am fond of him and of all his 
family. Now, listenl You know very well that the old Prince Nikolai is 
very averse to having his son marry. A whimsical old man I However, 
Prince Andrei is not a child, and his permission is not necessary; still, it 
is not pleasant to enter a family against their will. We must act quietly 
and with tact. You are clever; we will manage to bring him round where 
he ought to be. You must accomplish it by your sweetness and clever- 
ness. That’s all it requires, and it will come out all right.” 

Natasha made no reply— from shyness, Marya Dmitrievna supposed, 
but in reality because it was annoying to Natasha that anyone should 
meddle with her love affair with Prince Andrei; for it seemed to her 
so entirely above and beyond all ordinary human concerns that no one 
else, in her opinion, could understand it. She loved and admired Prince 
Andrei alone; he loved her, and was coming in a few days, and would 
make her his. That was all-sufficient. 

‘‘You see, I have known him for a long time, and Marie, also, your 
future sister-in-law. I am fond of her, in spite of the proverb about 
husband’s sisters. She wouldn’t hurt a fly. She asked me to introduce 
her to you. You and your father must go there tomorrow. Be sure to 
be very sweet to her, for you are younger than she is. Before your friend 
comes you will have already become acquainted with his sister and his 
father, and they will have grown fond of you. Am I not right? Isn’t 
that best?” 

“Yes,” replied Natasha, without enthusiasm. 

On the following day, on Marya Dmitrievna’s advice. Count Rostof 
and Natasha went to call at Prince Bolkonsky’s. The count made ready 
for this call in anything but a happy frame of mind; in fact, he felt 
terrible about it. He remembered too well his last encounter with the 
old prince at the time of the mobilizing of the militia, when, in answer 
to his invitation to a dinner party, he had received an angry reprimand 
for not having furnished his full cjuota of men. 

Natasha, however, having put on her best gown, was in the most 
radiant spirits. ‘‘They cannot help being fond of me,” she said to her- 
self. ‘‘Everyone likes me, and I am so willing to do for them all they 
could wish I I am so willing to love him because he is his father, and to 
love her because she is his sister, that they cannot fail to love me.” 

They drove up to the gloomy old house on Vozdvizhenka Street, and 
went into the vestibule. 

“Well, God have mercy on usi” exclaimed the count, half in jest, half 
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in earnest; but Natasha observed that her father was very much agitated 
as he hastened into the anteroom and asked in a timid, faltering voice if 
the prince and the princess were at home. After their names had been 
sent in, the prince’s servanis seemed to be thrown into great perplexity. 
The footman, who had hurried off to announce them, was stopped by 
another footman at the diawing-room door, and the two began to 
whisper together. A chambermaid came hurrying into the hall, and 
she also had something to say to them in reference to the princess. 
Finally, a sterndaced, elderly footman approached the Rostofs and 
announced that the old prince was unable to receive them but the 
princess would be glad to see them. 

Mile. Bourienne first came to receive the visitors. She met them with 
more than ordinary politeness, and conducted them to the princess. The 
princess, agitated and nervous, her face covered with crimson patches, 
hastened forward, stepping heavily and vainly endeavoring to appear 
calm and dignified. 

At first sight Natasha did not please her. It seemed to her that she was 
too fashionably dressed, too frivolous, flighty, and conceited. Princess 
Maria did not realize that even before seeing her future sister-in-law 
she was prejudiced against her through an involuntary envy of her 
beauty, youth, and happiness, and jealousy of her brother's love for her. 
Over and above these obscure feelings of antipathy, Princess Maria was 
still more agitated from the fact that when the Rostofs were announced 
the prince liad shouted at the top of his voice that he would not have 
anything to do with them; that Princess Maria might receive them if 
she so desired, but that they should not come into his presence. The 
princess detennined to receive them, but she was afraid lest at any 
minute the |)rincc might perfor m some act of rudeness, since he seemed 
greatly slii u’d up by the* Rostofs’ arrival. 

have brought my little songstress, my dear princess,” said the count, 
with a bow and a scrape, and looking round anxiously as if he were 
afraid the old prince might appear on the scene. “I am very anxious 
for you to become actjuaiiUed. ... I am sorry, very sorry, that the prince 
is ill.” And after making a few commonplace remarks, he got up, saying, 
“If you will excuse me, princess, I will leave my Natasha with you for 
a brief quarter of an hour while I slip out and call on Anna Semyonovna, 
who lives only a couple of steps Irom here. I will come back for her.” 

The count, as he afterwards told his daughter, conceived this master 
stroke of subtle diplomacy in order to give the future sisters-in-law a 
chance to get better acquainted; but he had another reason besides, 
which was that he might escape meeting the prince. This reason he did 
not confess to his daughter, but Natasha perceived this timidity and 
anxiety of her father’s, and felt abused. She blushed for him, and was 
still more annoyed with herself for having blushed; and she looked 
straight at the princess with a defiant, challenging expression which 
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seemed to imply that there was nothing she was afraid of. The princess 
told the count that he was excused, and only hoped that he would make 
liis stay at Anna Semyonovna’s as long as possible. Accordingly, he took 
his departure. 

Mile. Bourienne, in spite of the anxious, beseeching glances given 
her by Princess Maria, who was anxious to have a confidential talk 
with Natasha, did not see fit to leave the room and kept up a steady 
stream of chatter about the delights of Moscow and the theaters. Natasha 
was piqued by the confusion that had occurred in the reception room, 
by her father's cowardice, and by the unnatural tone affected by the 
princess, who, it seemed to her, felt that it was an act of condescension 
to receive her: consequently, everything gave her a disagreeable impres- 
sion. Princess Maria displeased her; she thought the princess was very 
plain, stubborn, and unsympathetic. Natasha suddenly underwent a 
moral shrinking, as it were, and in spite of herself assumed such a reck- 
less tone that Princess Maria was still further alienated from her. 

After five minutes of a labored and artificial conversation, slippered 
feet were heard rapidly approaching. Into Princess Maria’s face came 
a sudden look of dismay. The door opened, and the old prince came 
in, dressed in a white nightcap and dressing gown. 

“Oh, countessi” he exclaimed; “countess— Countess Rostof, if I am 
not mistaken— I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon.— I did not know, 
’fore God I did not know that you were honoring us with your presence. 
1 was coming to see my daugliter, which explains this costume. I beg 
you to pardon it— ’fore God I did not know,’’ he said for the second 
lime, in such an unnatural tone, laying such a special stress on the 
“God," and speaking so disagreeably that Princess Maria got up and 
dropped her eyes, not daring to look eithei at her father or at Natasha. 
Natasha got up and then sat down again, and likewise did not know 
what to do. Only Mile. Bourienne wore a pleasant smile. 

“I beg your pardon. I beg your pardon. ’Fore God I did not know,” 
grumbled the old prince, and after staring at Natasha from head to 
loot he left the room. Mile. Bourienne was the first to recover self 
possession after this apparition, and she began to talk about the 
prince’s failing health. Natasha and the princess looked at each other 
without speaking, and the longer they looked at each other without 
expressing what they ought to have said, the more they were confirmed 
in their mutual dislike. 

When the count returned, Nata.sha made an ill-mannered display 
of relief and immediately prepared to take her deparuire. At this 
moment she almost hated this dried-up old princess, 'vho by her silence 
had put her in such an awkward position, and ’vho, in half an hour’s 
talk with her, had not once mentioned P’-ince Andrei. “Of course 1 
can’t be the first to speak of him in the presence of that Frenchwoman,” 
said Natasha to herself. 
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Princess Maria, at the same time, was tormented by a similar com- 
punction. She knew it was her duty to say something to Natasha; but 
she found it impossible, both because Mile. Bourienne's presence em- 
barrassed her, and because she herself did not know what made it so 
difficult to speak about the coming marriage. After the count had left 
the room. Princess Maria went to Natasha with hurried steps, seized 
her hand, and with a deep sigh said, “Wait a moment, I must ..." 
Natasha gave her a satirical glance, though she could not have told what 
made her do so, and listened. “My dear Natasha," said Princess Maria, 
“you must know 1 am delighted my brother has found happiness ...” 

She paused with a consciousness that she was not telling the truth. 
Natasha noticed this pause, and suspected the cause of it. 

“I think, princess, that it is not a propitious time to speak of this," 
said Natasha, with an appearance of outward dignity and hauteur, 
while the tears almost choked her. 

“What have 1 said? what have I said?" she wondered, as soon as she 
left the room. 

That day they waited for Natasha a long time at dinner. She was 
silling in her room, sobbing like a child, blowing her nose, and then 
beginning to sob again. Sonya stood beside her, and kissed her on the 
hair. 

“Natasha, what is there to cry about?" she asked. “Why should you 
care about them? It will all pass, Natasha." 

“No; if you only knew how humiliating it was! I just ..." 

“Don’t speak of it, Naiaslia. Of course you were not to blame, then 
why should you let it trouble you? Kiss me," said Sonya. 

Natasha lilted her head and kissed her friend on the lips, laying 
her tear-wet face against Sonya’s. 

“I can’t tell you; I don’t know. No one is to blame," said Natasha. 
“If anyone is, I am. But all this is terribly painful. Oh, why doesn’t 
he come?" 

She went down to dinner with reddened eyes. Marya Dmitrievna, 
who had learned how the Rostofs had been received at the prince’s, 
pretended to pay no atieiition to Natasha’s disconsolate expression, 
and jested in loud and sj)irited tones with the count and her other 
guests. 


That evening the Rostofs went to the opera, Marya Dmitrievna 
having obtained tickets for them. Natasha felt no desire to go, but 
it was impossible for her to refuse this kindness of her hostess, designed 
expressly for her pleasure. WHien, after she was dressed and had gone 
into the parlor to wait for her fatlier, she surveyed herself in the great 
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pier glass and saw how pretty, how very pretty, she was, she felt even 
more sorrowful than before, but her melancholy was mingled with a 
feeling of sweet and passionate love. 

“Dear God! if he were only here I would not be so stupidly shy 
with him as I was before. I would throw my arms around him and 
cling close to him, and make him look at me with those deep, pene- 
trating eyes of his, with which he has so often looked at me; and then 
1 would make him laugh, as he laughed then, and his eyes . . . how 
plainly I can see his eyes even now," said Natasha to herself. “And 
what do I care for his father and his sister? I love him. I love him, 
him alone, with his dear face and eyes, with his smile, like that of a 
man and like that of a child too. . . . No, it is better not to think 
about it, to forget him, and to forget that time, too, absolutely. I cannot 
endure this suspense; I shall cry again“ . . . and she turned away from 
the mirror, exercising all her self-control not to burst into tears. “And 
how can Sonya be so calm and unconcerned in her love for Nikolai, 
and wait so long and patiently?" she wondered, as she saw her cousin 
coming toward her, also in full dress, and with her fan in her hand. 
“No, she is entirely different from me. I can’t behave as she docs." 

Natasha at that moment felt herself so full of passion and tenderness 
that it was not enough to love and to know that she was loved. What 
she wanted now, at this instant, was to throw her arms around her 
lover’s neck, and speak to him, and hear him speak those words of 
love that filled her heart. 

As she rode along in the carriage, sitting next to her father and 
dreamily looking at the lamplights that flashed through the frost- 
covered windows, she felt still deeper in love, and still more melan- 
choly than ever, and she (juite forgot with whom and where she was 
going. 

Their carriage fell into the long line, and the wheels slowly creaked 
over the snow as they drew up to the entrance of the theater. The two 
girls gathered up their skirts and (juickly jumped out; the count clam- 
bered down, supported by the footmen, and, making their way through 
the throng of ladies and gentlemen and program venders, the three 
w^nt into the corridor that led to their box. Already the sounds of 
music were audible through the closed doors. 

“Natasha, your hair," whispered Sonya in French. The usher, hasten- 
ing past the ladies, politely opened the door of their box. The music 
sounded louder; the brightly lighted rows of boxes occupied by ladies 
with bared shoulders and arms, and the orchestra scats filled with 
brilliant uniforms, dazzled their eyes. A lady who entered the adjoining 
box shot a glance of feminine envy at Natasha. The curtain was still 
down, and the orchestra was playing the overture. 

Natasha, shaking out the train of her dress, went forw^ard with Sonya 
and took her seat, glancing at the brightly lighted boxes on the opposite 
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side of the house. The sensation, which she had not experienced for a 
long time, of having hundreds of eyes staring at her bare arms and 
neck, suddenly affected her both pleasantly and unpleasantly, and 
called up a whole swarm of recollections, desires, and emotions asso- 
ciated with (hat sensation. 

Natasha and Sonya, both remarkably pretty girls, and Count Rostof, 
who had not been seen for a long time in Moscow, naturally at- 
tracted general attention. Moreover, everyone had a general notion 
that Natasha was engaged to marry Prince Andrei, and everybody knew 
that ever since the engagement the Rostofs had been living at their 
country estate; thcrelore they looked with much curiosity at the “bride” 
of one of the most desirable men in Russia. 

Natasha's beauty, as everybody told her, had improved during their 
stay in the country, and that evening, owing to her excited state of 
mind, she was extraordinarily beautiful. No one could fail to be struck 
by her exuberance of life and beauty and her complete indifference 
to everything going on around her. Her dark eyes wandered over tlie 
throng, not seeking lor anyone in particular, and her slender arm, 
bare above the elbow, leaned on the velvet rim of the box while, with 
evident unconsciousness of what she was doing, she crumpled her pro- 
gram, folding and unfolding it in time with the orchestra. 

“Look, there’s Alenina,” said Sonya, “with lier mother, I think.” 

“Saint si Mikhail Kirilitch has grown fat, though,” exclaimed the 
old count. 

“See, there’s our Anna Mikhailovna. What kind of headdress does 
she have on?” 

“'Fhere arc the Karaginas, and Boris with them. Obviously an en- 
gaged couple. . . . Drubetskoy must have proposed.” 

“Whatl didn’t you know it? It was announced today,” said Shinshin, 
coming into their box. 

Natasha looked in the same direction her father was, and saw Julie, 
who, with a string of pearls around her fat red neck— covered with 
powder, as Natasha well knew— sat beside her mother with a radiantly 
happy face. Behind them could be seen Boris’ handsome head, with 
deekly brushed hair. He was leaning over so that his ear was clovSe to 
Julie’s mouth, and as he looked askance at the Rostofs he was saying 
something to his “bride.” 

“They are talking about us— about me,” thought Natasha, “and she’s 
probably jealous of me, and he is trying to calm her. They needn’t 
wc^rry about it. If they only knew how little I care about them!” 

Behind Julie and Boris sat Anna Mikhailovna, festive and blissful, 
and wearing her habitual expression of meek resignation to God’s will. 
Their box was redolent of that atmosphere characteristic of a newly 
engaged couple, which Natasha knew and loved so well. She turned 
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away, and suddenly all the humiliating circumstances of her morning 
visit recurred to her memory. 

“What right has the old man to refuse to receive me as a relative? 
Oh, rd better not think about it, at least not till he comes back,” she 
said to herself, and she began to scan tlie faces of strangers or acquaint- 
ances in the orchestra scats. 

In the front row, in the very middle of the house, leaning back 
against the railing, stood Dolokhof in Persian costume, with his curly 
hair combed back into a strange and enormous ridge. He was standing 
in full view of the whole theater, knowing that he was attracting the 
attention of everyone in the house, yet looking as unconcerned as if 
lie were in the privacy of his own room. Around him were gathered 
a tlirong of the gilded youth of Moscow, and it was evident that he 
was their leader. 

Count Rost of, with a smile, nudged the blushing Sonya, and called 
her attention to her former suitor. 

“Did you recognize him? and where did he come from?” asked the 
count of Shinshin. “He had disappeared entirely, hadn’t he?” 

“Yes, completely,” replied Shinshin. “While he was in the Caucasus 
he deserted, and they say he became minister to some reigning prince 
in Persia. After that he killed the Shah’s brother, and now all the young 
ladies of Moscow have lost their wits over him. Now no one can do 
anything without Dolokhof. They swear by him. He appears at every 
party as if he were a sturgeon,” said Shinshin. “Dolokhof and Anatol 
Kuragin have turned the heads of all our young ladies.” 

Just then a tall, handsome lady with a tremendous braid of hair 
entered the adjoining box. She displayed a great expanse of plump 
white shoulders and neck, around which she wore a double string of 
large pearls. She was a long time in settling herself, with much rustling 
of her stiff silk dress. Natasha found herself involuntarily gazing at 
that neck, those shoulders and pearls, and that headdress, and she 
was amazed at their beauty. Just as Natasha was taking a second 
look at her, the lady glanced round and, fixing her eyes on (k)unt 
Rostof, nodded her head and smiled. It was Cenintess Bezukhof, Pierre’s 
wife. 

Count Rostof, who knew everyone in society, leaned over and spoke 
with her. 

“Have you been here long, counte.ss?” he inquired. “I'm coming in, 
I’m coming in soon to kiss your hand. I’m in town on business, and 
have got my girls with me. They say Semyonova plays her part su- 
perbly,” said the count. “I hope Count Bezukhof has not entirely 
forgotten us. Is he here?” 

“Yes, he said he would come,” said Helene, and she gave Natasha 
a scrutinizing look. 
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Count Rostof again sat back in his place. “Isn’t she pretty, though?” 
asked he of Natasha. 

”A perfect marvel,” replied the latter. “I could understand falling 
in love with her.” 

By this time the last notes of the overture were heard, and the baton 
of the conductor rapped upon the stand. Those gentlemen who were 
late slipped down to their places, and the curtain rose. 

As soon as the curtain went up silence reigned in the orchestra seats 
and the boxes, and all the gentlemen, young and old, whether in 
uniform or in civilian dress, and all the ladies, with precious stones 
glittering on their bare bosoms, turned their attention with eager 
expectation to the stage. 

Natasha also did her best to look at the stage. 

At one time, when tliere was perfect silence on the stage just before 
the beginning of an aria, a door that led to the orchestra seats creaked 
on its hinges, and a man wlio came in late was heard passing down to 
his scat. Countess BezAikhof turned her head and smiled at the new- 
comer. Natasha followed the direction of Countess Bezukhof's eyes, and 
saw an extraordinarily handsome aide, who, with an air of extreme self- 
confidence, but at the same time of good breeding, was just passing by 
their box. 

This was Anaiol Kuragin, whom she had seen and noticed some 
time before at a ball in Petersburg. He now wore his aide’s uniform, 
with epaulet and shoulder knot. He advanced with a supreme air of 
youthful gallantry, which would have been ludicrous had he not been 
so good-looking, and had his handsome face not worn such an expres- 
sion of cordial good humor and gaiety. 

Although it was during the act, he sauntered along the carpeted 
corridor, slightly jingling his spurs, and holding his perfumed, graceful 
head high with easy grace. Glancing at Natasha, he joined his sister, 
laid his exquisitely gloved hand on the edge of her box, nodded to her, 
and bent over to ask some question in reference to Natasha. 

“How charming!” said he, evidently referring to her. She understood 
less from hearing his words than from the motion of his lips. 

During the second act every time Natasha looked down into the 
orchestra seats, she saw Anatol Kuragin, with his arm carelessly thrown 
across the back of his seat, gazing at her. It was pleasant for her to 
feel that she had so captivated him, and it never entered her head 
that in all this there was anything improper. 

When the second act was over, Countess Bezukhof stood up, leaned 
over to the Rostofs’ box— thereby exposing her whole bosom— and with 
her gloved finger beckoned the old count to come to her; and then, 
paying no heed to those who came to her box to pay her their homage, 
she began a smiling, confidential conversation with him. 

“Now, my dear count, you must allow me to see something of your 
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daughter. Though I don't expect to be here very long— you don't either, 
1 believe— I will try to give them a good time. . . ." Then she proposed 
that, in order to become better acquainted, one of the young ladies 
should come over into her box for the rest of the performance, and 
Natasha went. 


VI 

During the entr’acte a draft of cold air blew into Helene's box, the 
door was opened, and Anatol came in, bowing and trying not to disturb 
anyone. 

“Allow me to present my brother,” said Helene, uneasily glancing 
from Natasha to Anatol. 

Natasha turned her pretty, graceful head toward the handsome 
young man, and smiled at him over her shoulder. Anatol, who was 
as good-looking near at hand as he was at a distance, sat down by her 
and said that he had long wished for the pleasure of her acquaintance 
—ever since the Narishkins' ball, where he had seen her, and never 
since forgotten her. 

Kuragin was far cleverer and less affected with women than he was 
in the society of men. He spoke fluently and simply, and Natasha had 
a strange and agreeable feeling of ease in the company of this man 
about whom so many rumors were current. Not only was he not terrible, 
but his face even wore an innocent, gay and good-natured smile. 

Kuragin asked her how she enjoyed the opera, and told her how 
Semyonova, at the last performance, had fallen while on the stage. 

“Do you know, countess,” said he, suddenly addressing her as if 
she were an old acquaintance, “we have been arranging a fancy-dress 
|):irty. You ought to take part in it. It will be very gay. We are all to 
meet at the Karaginas’. Please come, won't you?” he insisted. 

In saying this he did not once take his smiling eyes from her face, 
her neck, her naked arms. Natasha was left in no doubt of the fact 
diat he admired her. This was agreeable, but somehow she felt con- 
stiained and troubled by his presence. When she was not looking at 
him, she was conscious that he was staring at her shoulders, and she 
involuntarily tried to catch his eyes, so that he might rather fix them 
on her face. But while she thus looked him in the eyes, she had a terrified 
consciousness that that barrier of modesty which she bad always felt 
before, kept other men at a distance, was down between him and her. 
Without being in the least able to explain it, she was conscious within 
five minutes that she was on a dangerously intimate footing with this 
man. When she looked away from him, she feared he might put his 
hand on her bare arm, or kiss her on the neck. They talked about the 
'simplest matters, and yet she felt that they were more intimate than 
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she had ever been with any p®er man. She looked at Helene and at 
her father, as if asking them^^hat all this meant; but Helene was 
busily engaged in conversation with some general, and paid no heed 
to her imploring look, and her father’s said nothing more to her than 
what it always said: “Happy? Well. I am glad of it.” 

During one of those moments of constraint, while Anatol’s promi- 
nent eyes were calmly and boldly surveying her, Natasha, in order to 
break the silence, asked him how he liked Moscow. Natasha asked the 
question, and blushed. It seemed to her all the time that she was doing 
something unbecoming in talking with him. Anatol smiled, as if to 
encourage her. 

“At first I was not particularly charmed with Moscow, because what 
a city ought to 1/ave, to be agreeable, is pretty women; isn’t that so? 
Well, now I like it very much,” said he, giving her a significant look. 
“Will you come to our party, countess? Please do,” said he; and, 
stretching out his hand toward her bouquet, and lowering his voice, 
he added in French, “You will be the prettiest. Come, my dear countess, 
and, as a pledge, give me that flower.” 

Natasha did not realize what he was saying any more than he did, 
but she had a consciousness that in his incomprehensible words there 
was an improper meaning. She did not know what reply to make, and 
turned away, pretending not to have heard him. But the instant she 
turned away, the thought came to her that he was there behind her, 
and so near. 

“What is he doing now? Is he ashamed of himself? Is he angry? Is 
it my business to make amends?” she asked herself. She could not refrain 
from glancing round. 

She looked siraiglu into his eves, and his nearness and self-possession, 
and the good-natiued waimih of his smile, overcame her. 

She gave him an answering smile and gazed straight into his eyes, 
and once more she realized, with a .sensation of horror, that there was 
no barrier between them. 

The curtain again went up. Anatol left the box, calm and serene. 
Natasha rejoined her father in her own box, but already she was under 
the dominion of this woild into which she had entered. Everything 
that passc'd before her eyes now sccmc*d to her perfectly natural, while 
all her former thoughts concerning her lover, and Princess Maria, and 
her life in the country, vanished from her mind as if all that had taken 
place long, long ago. 

In the lourth act theie was a strange kind of devil, who sang and 
gesticulated until a trap beneath him was opened, and he disappeared. 
This was all that Natasha noticed during the fourth act. Something 
agitated and disturbed her, and the cause of this vexation was Kuragin, 
at whom she could not help looking. 

When they left the theater Anatol joined them, summoned their 
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(arriage, and helped them to get seated. As he was assisting Natasha, 
he squeezed her arm above the elbo^ Startled and blushing, she 
looked at him. His brilliant eyes returned her gaze, and he gave her a 
tender smile. 

Not until she reached home was Natasha able clearly to realize all 
that had taken place, and when she suddenly remembered Prince 
Andrei she was horrified; and as they all sat drinking tea she groaned 
aloud and, flushing scarlet, ran from the room. 

“My GodI I am lost,” she said to herself. “How could I have let it 
•ro so far?” she wondered. For a long time she sat hiding her flushed 
lace in her hands, striving to give herself a clear account of what had 
Iiappcned to her, and she could not do so, nor could she explain her 
emotions. Everything seemed to her dark, obscure, and terrible. 

There in that huge, brilliant auditorium where Duport, with his 
bare legs and his spangled jacket, capered about on the dampened 
boards to the sounds of music, and the girls and the old men and 
Helene very decollete, with her calm and haughty smile, were all ap- 
plauding and enthusiastically shouting bravo— there, under the pro- 
tection of this same Helene, everything was perfectly clear and simple; 
but now, alone by herself, it became incomprehensible. 

“What docs it mean? What is this fear that I experience in his 
pi'csence? What mean these stings of conscience that I experience now?” 
she asked hersell. 

If only her mother had been there, Natasha would have confessed 
all her thoughts before going to bed that night. She knew that Sonya, 
with her strict and wholesome views, would either entirely fail to under- 
stand, or would be horrified by her confession. Natasha therefore tried, 
f)y her own unaided efforts, to settle the question that tormented her. 

“Have I really forfeited Prince Andrei’s love, or not?” she asked 
herself, and then, with a reassuring smile, she replied to her c;wn 
question: 

“What a fool I am to ask thisl What has happened to me? Nothing. 
I have done nothing. I was not to blame for this. No one will know 
about it, and I shall not see him any more,” said she to herself. “Of 
course it is evident no harm has been done; there's nothing to repent 
of, and no reason why Prince Andrei should not love me just as I am. 
but what do I mean by just as I am? Oh, my GodI my God! why is he 
not here?” 

Natasha grew calm for an instant, but then some instinct tedd her 
that, even though nothing had happened and no harm had been done, 
still the first purity of her love lor Prince Andrei was destroyed. 

And once more she let her imagination wander to her entire conver- 
s.ition with Kuragin, and she recalled his lace and his gestures, and 
the tender smile that this handsome, impel tinent man had given her 
while he was squeezing her arm. 
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VII 


^NATOL Kuragin was living in Moscow because his father had sent him 
tnerc from Petersburg, where he had been spending more than twenty 
thousand rubles a year, and had accumulated heavy debts as well, 
which his creditors were trying to force his father to pay. 

His father explained to him that he would, for the last time, pay 
one-half ot ms debts, but only on condition that Anatol would go to 
Moscow as aide to the governor-general of the city, an appointment 
which he obtained for him, and would at last try to win the hand of 
some rich heiress. He suggested Princess Maria or Julie Karagina. 

Anatol consented and went to Moscow, where he took up his resi- 
dence at Pierre’s. At first Pierre received him with scant welcome, but 
at length became accustomed to him, and occasionally accompanied 
him on his jaunts, and, under the pretense of a loan, gave him 
money. 

Anatol, as Shinshin correctly stated the case, had instantly turned 
the heads of all the young ladies in Moscow, and particularly because 
he neglected them, and openly neglected them, for gypsy girls and 
French actresses. 1 lie leading light of these. Mile. Georges, was said 
to be on terms of close intimacy with Anatol. He never failed to be 
present at a single drinking bout given by Danilof or the other gay 
blades of Moscow; he could drink steadily from night till morning, 
emtdrinking everyone else; moreover, he was always present at all the 
balls and receptions in the upper circles of society. Rumors were rife 
of various intrigues of his with married ladies in Moscow, and at the 
balls he always paid particular court to several. 

But from young ladies, particularly those who were rich and in the 
marriage market— most of whom were excessively plain— Anatol kept 
at a respectful distance, and this arose from the fact, known only to 
a very few of his most intimate friends, that he had been married two 
years before. Two years before, while his regiment had been stationed 
in Poland, a Polish proprietor of a small estate had forced Anatol to 
marry his daughter. 

Anatol had soon after abandoned his wife, and, after promising to 
send money periodically, he persuaded his father-in-law to let him still 
pass as a bachelor. 

Anatol was always satisfied with his situation, with himself, and 
with other people. He was instinctively, by his whole nature, convinced 
that it was entirely impossible for him to live otherwise than as he 
was living, and that he had never in his life done anything wrong. 
He was unable to ponder on the effect that his behavior might have 
on others, or what might be the result of his behaving in this, that, 
or the other way. He was persuaded that, just as the duck was so created 
as always to be in the water, in the same way he was created by God 
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for the purpose of living with an income of thirty thousand rubles a 
vear, and of occupying the highest pinnacle of society. He was so firmly 
convinced of this that other people also, when they saw him, shared 
in his conviction, and never thought of refusing him either the fore- 
most place in society, or the money which he took of anyone he met, 
without ever thinking of repaying it. 

He was no gambler; at least, he never showed sordid love for gain. 
He was not ostentatious. It was a matter of complete indifference to 
him what men thought of him. Still less was he open to the charge of 
ambition. Many times he had annoyed his father by injuring his own 
prospects, and he always made sport of dignities. He was not stingy, 
and he never refused anyone who asked a favor of him. All that he 
cared for was “a good time*' and women, and as, according to his 
opinion, there was nothing ignoble in these tastes, and he could not 
calculate the consequence for other people of the gratification of these 
tastes of his, he considered himself irreproachable, sincerely scorned 
ordinary scoundrels and base men, and held his head high with a 
tranquil conscience. 

Debauchees, those male Magdalens, have a secret feeling of blame- 
lessness, such as is peculiar to the frail sisterhood; and it is based on 
the same hope of forgiveness. “She shall be forgiven much, for she 
hath loved much; and he shall be forgiven much, because he hath 
enjoyed much." 

Dolokhof, back again in Moscow, after his exile and his adventures 
in Persia, and once more leading a dissipated and luxurious life and 
playing high, naturally became intimate with his old Petersburg com- 
panion, Kuragiii, and made use of him for his own ends. 

Anatol really liked Dolokhof for his wit, intelligence, and audacity. 
Dolokhof, who found the name, the position and the connections of 
Anatol Kuragin an admirable decoy for attracting rich young fellows 
into his clutches, made use of him and got enjoyment out of him 
without letting him suspect it. Resides the financial purpose for which 
Anatol served him, the act itself of controlling the will of another was 
enjoyment, a habit and a necessity for Dolokhof. 

Natasha had made a deep impression on Kuragin. At supper after 
the opera, with all the enthusiasm of a connoisseur, he praised to 
Dolokhof her arms, her shoulders, her ankles, and her hair, and he 
expressed his intention of making love to her. The possible consc*- 
quences of such love-making Anatol did not stop to^ consider; nor 
was it in him to foresee them any more than in any other of his 
escapades. 

“Yes, she's pretty, my dear fellow; but she's not for us," said Dolokhof. 

“I am going to tell my sister to invite her to dinner. How's that?" 
suggested Anatol. 

“You'd better wait till she's married.” 
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“You know.” said Anatol, ”I adore young girls; you can turn their 
heads so quickly." 

"You have already fallen into the hands of one young girl,” said 
Dolokhof, who knew about Anatol's marriage. "See?” 

"Well, I can’t get caught a second time— hey?” replied Anatol, good- 
naturedly laughing. 


VIII 

Thi-: nkxt day the Rostofs stayed at home, and no one came to see 
them. Marya Dmitrievna had a confidential conversation with Rostof, 
taking pains to keep it a secret from Natasha. Nevertheless Natasha 
susf)ected that they weie discussing the old prince and concocting some 
scheme. It disquieted and humiliated her. She was every moment expect- 
ing Prince Andrei to come, and twice that day she sent the door man 
to the I’iolkonskys’ to learn il he had arrived. But he had not yet come. 

She was having a more difficult time now than during the first days 
ol his absence. Her impatience and melancholy thoughts about him 
were intensified by an unpleasant recollection of her interview with 
Princt'ss Maria and the scene with the old prince, as well as by a vague 
and uiKlefinablc fear and uneasiness. She had a notion that either he 
would not come at all, or that before he came something would happen. 
She louticl it impossible, as before, to have calm and collected thoughrs 
about him when alone by herself. As soon as her thoughts turnc^d to 
him her recolk'ciions of him were confused by recollections of the old 
{M'ince, of Ihincess Maria, of the operatic performance, and of Kuragin 
Again the question arose whether she was to blame, whether her troth 
j)lighled to Prince Andrei was not already broken; and again she would 
picture to hersell, even to the most trifling details, every word, every 
gesture, every slightest shadow in the play of expression on the face ol 
that man who had succeeded in arousing in her such a terrible and 
inexplicable sensation. 

In the eyes of the home circle, Natasha seemed livelier than usual, 
but she was far from being as calm and happy as she had been before. 

On Sunday morning Marya Dmitrievna proposed to her guests to 
attend Mass at the parish chapel of Uspenie Mohiltsakh. 

"I don’t like these fashionable churches,” said she, evidently priding 
herself on her independence. "God is everywhere One. We have an 
excellent priest, and deacon as well, and the service is well conducted. 
What kind of worship is it to have concerts given in the choir? I don’t 
like it. It’s dangerous nonsense.” 

Marya Dmitrievna liked vSundays, and insisted that they be observed 
as high festivals. Her house was thoroughly scrubbed and cleaned on 
Saturday; neither she nor the people within her gates did any work— 
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they wore their best clothes, and all went to Mass. On Sunday she had 
an extra fine dinner prepared, and her servants were provided with 
vodka and a roasted goose or a suckling pig. But nothing in the w^hole 
house gave more decided evidence of its being a holiday than Marya 
Dmitrievna’s broad, stern face, which on this occasion wore an un- 
changeable expression of solemn festivity. 

After Mass, while they were drinking their coffee in the drawing- 
room, where the furniture covers had been removed, a servant an- 
nounced to Marya Dmitrievna that the carriage was at the door. She 
drew a long face, and, putting on her best shawl, in which she always 
paid visits, she got up and announced that she was going to see Prince 
Nikolai Andreyevitch Bolkonsky, to have an understanding with him 
in regard to Natasha. 

After Marya Dmitrievna had taken her departure, a modiste from 
Madame Chalmc’s came, and Natasha, retiring to the next room and 
shutting the door, occupied herself with trying on her new gowns and 
was very glad of the diversion. 

Just as she had put on a hastily basted and still sleeveless waist, and 
was standing in front of the mirror, bending her head around to see 
how the back filled, she heard in the drawing-room the lively tones of 
hei father’s voice, mingled with those of a woman, and it made her 
blush. It was Helene’s voice. 

Natasha had not time to take off the experimental waist before the 
door opened, and into the room came Countess Bezukhof, beaming 
with a good-natured and flattering smile, and wearing a dark purple 
velvet dress with a high collar. 

“Ah, my delightful onel’’ she exclaimed to the blushing Natasha. 
“Charming 1 No, she is quite unlike anyone else, my dear count,” said 
she, turning to the count, who followed her in. “The idea of living in 
Moscow and not going anywhcrel No, I won’t let you off. This evening 
Mile. Georges is going to recite for me, and we will have a crowd, and 
if you don’t bring your beauties, who are far better than Mile. Georges, 

1 will never forgive you. My husband is away, he has gone to Tver; 
oilierwise 1 would have sent him to persuade you. Don’t fail to come. 
Don’t fail— at ten o’clock.” 

She nodded to the dressmaker, whom she knew, and received a most 
res]:>ectful curtsy, and then sat down in an armchair near the mirror, 
picturesc]uely disposing the folds of her velvet dress. She did not cease 
to chatter with good-natured and merry volubility, constantly saying 
pleasant, flattering things about Natasha’s beauty. She examined her 
dresses and praised them, and also managed to say a good word for a 
new dress of her own, in metallic gauze, which she had just received 
from Paris, and advised Nataslia to get one like it. 

“Besides, it would be extremely becoming to you, my charmer,” said 
she. 
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The smile of pleasure did not leave Natasha's face. She felt happy 
and exhilarated by the praise of this gracious Countess Bezukhof, who 
had heretofore seemed to her such an inaccessible, grand lady, and was 
now so cordial to her. Natasha's spirits rose, and she felt almost in love 
with this woman, who was so beautiful and so good-natured. 

Helene, on her part, was sincerely enchanted by Natasha, and wanted 
her to have a good time. Anatol had urged her to foster his acquaintance 
with her, and it was for this purpose that she called on the Rostofs. The 
idea of helping her brother in such a flirtation was amusing to her. 
Although that winter in Petersburg she had felt a grudge against 
Natasha for alienating Boris from her, it had now entirely passed from 
her mind; and with all her heart she felt kindly disposed toward 
Natasha. As she was taking her departure, she called her protdg^e aside: 

“Last evening my brother dined with me— we almost died of laughing 
—he eats just nothing at all, and can only sigh for you, my charmer I He 
is in love, madly in love with you, my dear." 

Natasha flushed crimson on hearing those words. 

“How she blushesl How she blushes, my delightful one," pursued 
Helene. “Don’t fail to come. Even if you are in love, that is no reason 
for making a nun of yourself. Even if you are engaged, I am sure that 
your future husband would prefer to have you go into society, rather 
than die of tedium in his absence." 

“Of course she knows that I am engaged; of course she and her 
husband, she and Pierre, that good, honest Pierre, have talked and 
laughed about this. And why shouldn’t I have a good time?" said 
Natasha to herself, looking at Helene with wide eyes full of surprise. 

Marya Dmitrievna returned in time for dinner, silent and solemn, 
having evidently suffered a rebuff at the old prince’s. She was still 
laboring under too much excitement from her encounter to be able to 
give a calm account of it. To the count's question, she replied that 
everything would be all right, and she would tell him about it the 
next day. 

When she was informed of Countess Bezukhof's visit, and the invita- 
tion for the evening, she said: 

“I don't like the idea of your going to Bezukhof’s and I would advise 
you not to; however, if you have already promised, go; perhaps you will 
have some fun," she added, addressing Natasha 

Count Rostof took his young ladies to Countess Bezukhof’s. 

7'he reception was fairly well attended, but most of the company 
were strangers to Natasha. Count Rostof saw with dissatisfaction that 
the large majority of those present consisted of men and women noted 
for their free and easy behavior. 

Mile. Georges stood in one corner of the drawing-room surrounded 
by young men. Count Rostof decided not to take a hand at the ca^ 



table, or to leave the girls, but to take his departure as soon as Mile. 
Georges had finished her recitation. 

Anatol was at the door, evidently on the lookout for the Rostofs. 
As soon as he had exchanged greetings with the count, he joined 
Natasha, and followed her into the room. The moment she saw him she 
was assailed, just as she had been at the theater, by a mixed sense of 
gratified vanity that she pleased him and of fear because of the absence 
of moral barriers between her and him. 

Helene received Natasha effusively, and was loud in praise of her 
beauty and her dress. 

Soon after their arrival. Mile. Georges retired from the room to 
change her costume. In the meantime, chairs were arranged in the 
drawing-room, and the guests began to take their seals. Anatol procured 
a chair for Natasha, and was just going to sit beside her; but the count, 
keeping a sharp eye on his daughter, took the seat next to her. Anatol 
sat behind. 

Mile. Georges, with plump and dimpled arms all bare, and with a 
red shawl flung across one shoulder, came out into the space around 
which the chairs were ranged, and assumed an unnatural pose. A 
murmur of admiration was heard. 

Mile. Georges threw a stern and gloomy glance around, and began to 
recite certain lines in French, in which the guilty love of a mother for 
her son is delineated. In places she raised her voice; then, again, she 
spoke in a whisper, triumphantly tossing her head; and in other places 
slie broke off, or spoke in deep, hoarse tones, rolling her eyes. 

“Adorable!” . . . “Divine!” . . . “Delightful!” were the encomiums 
Iieaid on all sides. 

Natasha’s eyes were fastened on the stout actress, but she heard 
nothing, saw nothing, understood nothing, of what was going on before 
her; she felt that she was irrevocably drawn again into that strange, mad 
world, so far removed from the past world, where it was impossible to 
know what was right and what was wrong, what was reasonable and 
what was foolish. Behind her sat Anatol, and she was conscious of his 
nearness, and with terror awaited what might happen. 

After the first monologue, the whole company arose and crowded 
around Mile. Georges, expressing their enthusiasm. 

“How beautiful she is!” said Natasha to her father, who had got up 
with the rest, and was starting to push his way through the throng 
toward the actress. 

“I cannot think so when I look at you,” said Anatol, sitting down 
beside Natasha. He spoke so that she only could hear what he said. “You 
are charming. . . . Since the first moment that I saw you, I have not 
ceased ...” 

“Come, let us go, Natasha,” interrupted the count, returning to his 
daughter. “How pretty she is!” 
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Natasha, making no reply, followed her father, but gave Anatol a 
look of bewildered surprise. 

After several more recitations. Mile. Georges took her departure, and 
Countess Bezukhof invited her guests into the ballroom. 

The count wanted to go home, but Helene begged him not to spoil 
her impromptu party. The Rostols remained. Anatol took Natasha 
out for a waltz; and while they were on the floor, and he clasped her 
waist and hand, he told her that she was ravishing, and that he loved her. 

During the ecossaise, which she danced with Kuragin also, Anatol 
said notliing to her while they were by themselves, but merely gazed at 
her. Natasha was in doubt whether she had not dreamed what he said 
to her during the waltz. 

At the end of the first figure he again pressed her hand. Natasha lifted 
startled eyes to his; but his look and his smile had such an expression 
ol self-confidence and flattering tenderness that she found it impossible 
to look at him and say to him what was on her tongue to say. She 
dropped her eyes. 

“Do not say such things to me; I am betrothed— 1 love another," she 
huiriedly whispered. 

She glan( ed at him. Anatol was not in the least confused or chagrined 
at what she said. 

“Don’t speak to me about that. What diflerence does it make to me?" 
he asked. “I tell you 1 am madly, madly in love with you. Am I to blame 
because you are bewitching? . . . It’s our turn to lead." 

Natasha, excited and anxious, looked around with wide, frightened 
eyes, and gave the impression of being gayer than usual. She remem- 
bered almost nothing ot what took place that evening. While they were 
dancing the ccossaise and tlu* grossxfater, her father came and urged her 
to go home with him, but .she begged to stay a little longer. 

Wherever she was, whoever engaged her in conversation, she was 
conscious all the time of his eyes upon her. Afterwards she remembered 
asking her father’s permission to go to the dressing room to adjust her 
dress, and how Helene had followed her, and told her with a laugh that 
her brother was in love with her. She remembered how, in the little 
sitting room, she had again met Anatol, how Helene had suddenly 
disappeared, leaving her alone with him, and how Anatol, seizing her 
hand, had said, in a tender voice: 

“I cannot call on you, but must T never see you? I love you madly, 
desperately! Can’t I see you?” . . . And then, blocking her way, he had 
bent down his face dose to her face. 

His great, gleaming, masculine eyes were so near to her face that she 
coidd see nothing else except those eyes of his. 

“Natasha?" she heard his voice whi.sper, with a questioning inflection, 
and her hand was squeezed almost painfully. 

“Natasha?" 
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“I don’t understand at all; I have nothing to say,” said her glance. 

His glowing lips approached her lips— but at that instant she felt tliat 
her deliverance had come, for the sound of Helene’s footsteps and the 
rustle of her dress were heard in the room. 

Natasha glanced at Helene; then, blushing and trembling, she gave 
him a terrified, questioning look, and started for the door. 

“One word, only one, in God’s name!” said Anatol. 

She paused. She felt that it was imperative for her to hear that 
“single word,” which would afford her an explanation of what had 
happened, and allow her something tangible to answer. 

“Natasha, one word, only one,” he kept repeating, evidently not 
knowing what to say; and he repeated it until Helene came close to him. 

Helene and Natasha returned together to the drawing-room. De- 
clining the invitation to stay to supper, the Rostofs went home. 

That night Natasha could not sleep at all. She was tormented by th 
puzzling question, whom did she love, Anatol or Prince Andrei? Sh 
loved Prince Andrei— she had a very distinct remembrance of how 
warmly she loved him. But she loved Anatol also, there could be no 
doubt about that. “Otherwise, how could all tliis have taken place?” 
she asked herself. “If it was possible for me, on saying good-by to him, 
to answer his smiles with smiles— if I could permit myself to go so far, 
then of course I was in love with him at first sight. He certainly is good 
and noble and handsome, and it is impossible not to be in love with him. 
What can I do when I love him and love the other too?” she asked 
luiself, and found no solution to the terrible problem. 


IX 

Morning came, with its occupations and bustle. All arose, stirred 
about, engaged in talk; once more the modistes came; again Marya 
Dmitrievna appeared and summoned them to morning tea. 

Natasha, with wide-open eyes, as if trying to anticipate and intercept 
every glance fixed upon her, looked anxiously about, and struggled to 
seem the same as usual. 

After breakfast, which was her favorite meal, Marya Dmitrievna sat 
down in her easy-chair, and called Natasha and the old count to her. 

“Well”— with strong emphasis on the word— “well, my friends, now 
I have thought the whole matter over, and this is my advice,” she began. 
“Yesterday, as you know, I went to sec Prince Nikolai. Well,” again with 
strong emphasis, “I had an interview with him. He thought to shout me 
down, but I am not to be shouted down so easily. I had it all out with 
him.’' “Well, what did he do?” asked the count. 

“ ‘What did he do?’ He is a raving maniac. . . . won’t listen to anything. 
Well, what’s the use of talking? And, meanwhile, we are tormenting this 
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poor girl sol” said Marya Dmitrievna. “And my advice to you is to 
transact your business, and go home ... to Otradnoye . . . and there wait 
till ...” 

“Oh, nol” cried Natasha. 

“Yes, you must go,” maintained Marya Dmitrievna, “and wait there. 
If your betrothed should come here now, there would inevitably be a 
quarrel; but if he is left alone with the old man they will talk the whole 
thing over calmly, and then he will come for you.” 

The count approved of this plan, which instantly appealed to his 
good judgment. If the old prince was appeased, then they could rejoin 
him at Moscow or Lisiya Gori; if not, as it would be contrary to his 
wishes, then the wedding could take place at Otradnoye. 

“That is true as gospel,” said he. “Only I am sorry that I went there 
and took her,” said the old count. 

“There’s nothing to be sorry for. As long as you were here you couldn’t 
help paying him that mark of respect. Well, if he does not approve, it 
is his affair,” said Marya Dmitrievna, looking for something in her 
reticule. “Besides, the trousseau is all ready, so what have you to wait 
for? And what isn’t ready I will send to you. Indeed, I am sorry about 
it, but you would be much better off to return— and God be with you I” 

Having succeeded in finding what she was searching for, she handed it 
to Natasha, It was a letter from Princess Maria. 

“She’s written to you. How she torments herself, poor soull She is 
afraid you will imagine she does not like you.” 

“Well, and she doesn’t like me,” said Natasha. 

“NonsenscI Don’t say such a tiling!” cried Marya Dmitrievna. 

“I take no one's opinion. I know she doesn’t like me,” said Natasha, 
boldly, snatching the letter, and her face assumed such an expression 
of hard and angry determination that it caused Marya Dmitrievna to 
look at her more closely, and frown. 

“Don’t you contradict me that way, my girl,” said she. “What I tell 
you is the truth. Go and reply to her letter.” 

Natasha made no rejoinder, and retired to her own room to read 
Princess Maria’s letter. 

The princess wrote that she was in despair, owing to the misunder- 
standing that had arisen between them. Whatever were her father’s 
feelings, she wrote, she besought Natasha to be assured that it was im- 
possible for her not to love her, as the choice of her brother, for whose 
happiness she was ready to sacrifice everything. 

“Moreover,” she wrote, “do not imagine that my father was unkindly 
disposed toward you. He is old and feeble, and you must excuse him; 
but he is good and generous, and will not fail to love the one who can 
make his son happy.” 

Princess Maria further asked Natasha to appoint a time when they 
could have another meeting. 
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After reading the letter through, Natasha sat down at the writing 
desk to pen a reply. 

“Dear princess/' she wrote, hastily and mechanically, and paused. 
What more could she write, after all that had taken place the evening 
before? 

“Yes, yes, all that is past, and now, already, everything is different," 
she said to herself, as she pondered over the letter thus begun. "Ought I 
to break our engagement? Is it really my duty? It is frightful!" . . . 

And, to escape from these terrible thoughts, she went to Sonya, and 
began to help her pick out her embroidery patterns. 

After dinner Natasha again retired to her room, and took up Princess 
Maria’s letter. 

“Can it be that all is really over between us?" she mused. “Can it be 
that this has happened so quickly, and that all that is past is completely 
annihilated?" 

She recalled, in all its intensity, her love for Prince Andrei, and yet, 
at the same time, she felt that she was in love with Kuragin. She vividly 
pictured herself as Prince Andrei's wife, and recalled those dreams of 
happiness with him which she had so many times enjoyed in imagina- 
tion, and at the same time, fired with passionate emotions, she recalled 
every detail of her last meeting with Anatol. 

“Why could it not be possible to love them both at once?" she more 
than once asked herself, in the depths of perplexity. “Then only could 
I be perfectly happy; but now I must choose, and I cannot be happy to 
be deprived of either of them. One thing is certain," she thought, “to 
tell Prince Andrei what has happened, or to hide it from him, is im- 
possible. But as far as he is concerned no harm has been done. Can I 
break off forever, though, with that delicious love for Prince Andrei, 
to whom my life has been devoted so long?" 

“Miss," said a maid, in a whisper, and coming into the room with a 
mysterious face, “a little man told me to give you this." 

The maid handed her a note. “Only for Christ's sake ..." she ex- 
claimed, as Natasha, wdthcjut thinking, mechanically broke the seal and 
began to read. It was a love letter from Anatol, and, while she did not 
comprehend a word of it, she comprehended enough to know that it was 
from him, from the man she loved. Yes, she loved him, else how could 
happen what had happened? How could she have in her hand a love 
letter from him? 

With trembling hands Natasha held this passionate love letter, com- 
posed for Anatol by Dolokhof, and in reading it she found it contained 
what corresponded to everything she herself seemed to feel. 

“Last evening decided my fate; you must love me or I die. I have no 
otlier alternative." So the letter began. Then he proceeded to say that 
he knew her parents would not consent to her marriage to him for vari- 
ous secret reasons which he could reveal to her alone, but that if she loved 
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him, it was enough to say the little word yes, and no mortal power could 
suffice to destroy their bliss. Love conquers all. He would spirit her 
away, and fly with her to the ends of the earth. 

"Yes, yes, I love him," mused Natasha, as she read the letter over 
for the twentieth time, and tried to discover some peculiarly deep 
meaning in every word. 

That evening Marya Dmitrievna was going to the Arkharofs', and she 
invited the young ladies to accompany her. Natasha, under the pretext 
of a headache, remained at home. 


X 


Sonya, on her return late that evening, went to Natasha’s room, and, 
to her amazement, found her still dressed and asleep on the divan. On 
the table near her lay Anatol’s letter, wide open. Sonya picked the letter 
up, and began to read it. 

Siie read it, and gazed at (he sleeping Natasha, trying to discover in 
her fat e some key to (he mysiery of what she had read, and finding none. 
The expression of Natasha's face was calm, sweet, and happy. 

Sonya, pale, and trembling with fright and emotion, clutching her 
breast lest she should choke, sat down in an easy-chair and began to 
weep. 

"How is it I have seen nothing of this? How can this have gone so 
far? Is it possible she has ceased to love Prince Andrei? And how can she 
tolerate this Kiiragin? He is a deceiver and a sc oundrel—that is evident. 
What will Nikolai do, dear, noble Nikolai, when he learns of this? So 
this is what has caused her agitation and unnatural behavior for the 
last three days," said Sonya to herself. "But it is impossible that she is in 
love with him. Most likely she opened the letter without knowing from 
whom it came. In all probability she was offended. She couldn’t have 
done such a thing knowingly." 

Sonya wiped away her tears and went close to Natasha, and scrutinized 
her face. 

"Natashal" she murmured, almost inaudibly. 

Natasha awoke and looked at Sonya. "Ah, are you back already?" 

And in the impulse of the sudden awakening she gave her friend a 
warm and affectionate hug, but instantly noticing that Sonya's face 
was troubled, her lace also became troubled and suspicious. 

"Sonya, have you been reading that letter?" she asked. 

"Yes," murmured Sonya. 

Natasha smiled triumphantly. 

"No, Sonya, it is impossible to remain silent any longer," said she. "I 
cannot hide it from you any more. You know, we love each other. Sonya, 
my darling, he has written me. . . . Sonya ..." 
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Sonya, not believing her own ears, stared at Natasha with open eyes. 

“But Bolkonskyl” she exclaimed. 

“Ah, Sonya— all! If you could only know how happy I ami” cried 
Natasha. “You can't imagine what such love is." 

“But, Natasha, do you mean to say that the other is all at an end?" 

Natasha gazed at Sonya with wide-open eyes, as if she did not under- 
stand her question. 

“What, have you broken w'ith Prince Andrei?" demanded Sonya. 

“Oh, you can’t comprehend it; don't talk nonsense. Listen to me," 
said Natasha, with a flash of ill temper. 

“No, 1 cannot believe this," insisted Sonya. "I cannot understand it. 
How can you have loved one man a whole year, and then suddenly. . . . 
Why, you have only seen him three timesi Natasha, I don’t believe you. 
You are jokingl In three days to forget everything? And so ... " 

“ddiree days!" interrupted Natasha. “It seems to me I have loved 
him a hundred years. It seems to me I have never loved anyone else 
before him. You cannot comprehend it. Sonya, wait; sit down!” Natasha 
threw her arms around her, and kissed her. “I have been told, and you 
have probably heard, that such love as this existed; but now for the first 
time J experience it. It is not like the one before. The moment I set 
eyes on him I felt that he was niy master, that I was his slave, and that 
I could not help loving him. Yes, his slave! Whatever he commands me, 
I obey him. You can’t understand that. What can I do? What can I do, 
Sonya?" pleaded Natasha, with a happy, frightened face. 

“But just think what you arc doing," insisted Sonya. "I cannot let this 
go on. This clandestine correspondence! How could you permit him to 
go so far?" she asked, with a horror and aversion which she tried in vain 
to hide. 

"I’ve told you," replied Natasha, “that I have no will about it! Why 
can’t you understand? I love him!" 

"Then I will not let it go any further. I’ll tell the whole story," cried 
Sonya, with a burst of tears. 

“For God’s sake ... I beg of you ... if you tell, you are my enemy!" 
exclaimed Natasha. “Do you want me to be unhappy? Do you want to 
separate us?" 

Seeing how passionately excited Natasha was, Sonya shed tears of 
shame and regret for her friend. 

“But what has passed between you?" she asked. "What has he said 
to you? Why doesn’t he come to the house?" 

Natasha made no reply to this question. 

"For God’s sake, Sonya, don't tell anyone, don’t torment me," en- 
treated Natasha. “Remember, it’s never right to interfere in such mat- 
ters. I have trusted you ...” 

“But why all this secrecy? Why doesn’t he come to ask for your hand? 
You know Prince Andrei gave you absolute freedom, if such were the 



case; but I don't believe in this man. Natasha, have you considered 
what his secret reasons may be?" 

Natasha gazed at Sonya with wondering eyes. Evidently this question 
had not occurred to her, and she did not know what answer to make. 

"What reasons? I don’t know. But of course there must be reasons." 

Sonya sighed, and shook her head incredulously. 

"If there were reasons ..." she began; but Natasha, foreseeing her 
objections, with frightened eagerness interrupted her. 

"Sonya, it is impossible to doubt him, impossible, wholly impossible, 
do you understand?" she cried. 

"Does he love you?" 

"Love mel” repeated Natasha, with a smile of contemptuous pity for 
her friend’s incredulity. "You have read his letter, you have seen him, 
haven’t you?" 

"But if he were a dishonorable man?" 

"Hel A dishonorable man I If you knew him I" exclaimed Natasha. 

"If he were an honorable man, then he ought either to explain his 
intentions, or else cease to sec you; and if you are not willing to do this, 
then 1 will. I will write him, I will tell your papa," said Sonya, decidedly. 

"But I can’t live without him," cried Natasha. 

"Natasha, I don’t understand you! What are you saying? Think of 
your father, think of Nikolai." 

"I want no one, 1 love no one but himl How dare you say he is dis- 
honorable? Don't you know that I love him?" cried Natasha. "Sonya, 
go, I don’t want to quarrel with you! Go away, for God’s sake, go awayl 
You sec how tormented I am," she screamed in a voice of repressed 
anger and despair. Sonya began to sob, and l ushed from the room. 

Natasha went to her writing table and, without pausing a moment, 
wrote the letter to Princess Maria that she had not been able to write 
the morning before. In this letter site laconically informed the princess 
that all misunderstandings were at an end, that taking advantage of 
Prince Andrei’s generosity in giving her perfect freedom, she begged 
her to forget all thal had happened, and to forgive her if she had been 
to blame in respect to her; but that she could never be his wife. At that 
moment all seemed to her so easy, simple, and clear! 

The Rostofs were to start for the country on Friday, and on Wednes- 
day the count went with a prospective purchaser to his Moscow estate. 

On the day of the count’s trip, Sonya and Natasha were invited to a 
gala dinner at the Karaginas’, and Marya Dmitrievna went as their 
chaperon. 

At this dinner Natasha again met Anatol, and Sonya observed that 
Natasha had some mysterious conversation with him, which she evi- 
dently did not want to be overheard; and all during dinner she seemed 
to be more agitated than ever. On their return home, Natasha was the 
first to begin the explanation her friend was anxious to hear. 
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“There, Sonya, you have said all sorts of foolish things about tiim,*' 
Natasha began, in a cajoling tone, such as children use when they 
ivant to be flattered. “He and I came to a clear understanding today.*' 

“Now, what do you mean? What did he say, Natasha? How glad I am 
that you are not angry with me! Tell me all, tell me the whole story. 
What did he say to you?** 

Natasha pondered. 

“Ahl Sonya, if you only knew him as I do. . . . He said ... he asked 
me what sort of an engagement I had with Bolkonsky. He was delighted 
that it depended on me to break it off.** 

Sonya sighed mournfully. 

“But you haven't broken your engagement with Bolkonsky, have 
you?*’ 

“Well, perhaps I have broken my engagement with Bolkonskyl Per- 
haps it is all at an endl What makes you have such hard thoughts of me?" 

“I have no hard thoughts of you; only I can't understand this ..." 

“Wait, Sonya, and you will understand the whole thing. You will 
learn what a man he isl But don’t harbor hard thoughts of me, or of 
him cither." 

“I harbor no hard thoughts of anyone; I love you and I am sorry for 
you all. But what am I to do?" 

Sonya, however, was not blinded by the affectionate manner in which 
Natasha treated her. The more gentle and insinuating Natasha’s face 
grew, the more stern and serious became Sonya’s face. 

“Natasha," said she, “you yourself begged me not to say any more 
about this to you, and I have not; and now you reopen it yourself. 
Natasha, I have no faith in him. Why all this mystery?" 

“There you begin againi" interposed Natasha. 

"Natasha, I am afraid for you." 

“Afraid of what?" 

"I am afraid you are going to your ruin,” said Sonya, in a resolute 
voice, frightened herself at what she said. 

An angry look again came into Natasha's face. 

“I will go to my ruin, I certainly will, and the faster the better. It's 
no affair of yours. It won’t hurt you, even if it does hurt me. Leave me 
leave I I hate you I" 

“Natashal" expostulated Sonya, in dismay. 

"1 hate you! I hate you! We can never be friends any more!" 

Natasha rushed out of the room. 

Natasha had nothing more to say to Sonya, and avoided her. With 
that peculiar expression of nervous preoccupation and guilt, she wan- 
dered up and down the rooms, trying one occupation after another, and 
instantly abandoning them. 

Hard as this was for Sonya, she did not let Natasha out of her sight 
for a single moment, but followed her everywhere she went. 
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On the day before the count's return, Sonya observed that Natasha 
spent the whole morning at the parlor window, as if in expectation of 
someone, and that she made some sort of signal to an officer who drove 
by, and who Sonya thought must be Anatol. Sonya began to watch her 
friend still more closely, and remarked that all during dinner and 
throughout the evening, Natasha was in a strange and unnatural state 
of excitement, answering at random the questions that were asked her, 
beginning and not finishing sentences, and laughing at everything. 

Alter tea, Sonya saw a timid chambermaid watching for her at 
Natasha's door. She let her enter, and listening at the keyhole discov- 
ered that she was the bearer of another letter. 

And suddenly it became clear to Sonya that Natasha had some 
terrible plan on foot for that evening. Sonya knocked loudly at her door. 
Natasha refused to admit her. 

"She is going to elope with him!" said Sonya to herself. "She is quite 
ready for anything. Her face today had a peculiarly pitiful and deter- 
mined expression. She wept when she said good-by to her father," Sonya 
remembered. "Yes, it is evident that she is going to eloj)e with him! 
What can J do about it?” she mused, recalling all the circumstances 
that now^ made her think Natasha had made some terrible resolution. 
"The count is away. What can I do? Write to Kuragin and demand an 
explanation? But who would make him reply to it? Write to Pierre, as 
Prince Andrei told me to do in case of misfortune? . . . But perhaps she 
has already broken with Bolkonsky! Certainly Natasha sent her letter 
to the princess last evening. ... If her father were only here!" 

It seemed terrible to tell Marya Dmitrievna, who had such confi- 
dence in Natasha. "But what else can I do?" mused Sonya, as she stood 
in the daik corridor. "Now or never is the time to show that I am grate- 
ful to this dear family, and that I love Nikolai. No! Even if I have to 
stay awake for three nights, I will not leave this corridor, and I will 
detain her by main force; and I will not allow any scandal to happen 
to this family," she said to herself. 


XI 

Anatol had recently transferred his lodgings to Dolokhof's house. The 
plan of abducting tlie young countess had been suggested and arranged 
by Dolokhof some days before, and on that day when Sonya, listening at 
Nataslia's door, had determined to protect her, this scheme was all 
ready to be carried into execution. 

Natasha had agreed to meet Kuragin at ten o'clock that evening, at 
the back entrance. Kuragin was to put her into a troika which would 
be in waiting, and carry her forty miles to the village of Kamienko, 
where an unfrocked priest would be in readiness to perform a mock 
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marriage ceremony. At Kamienko a relay would be ready to take them 
toward Warsaw, and thence by regular stages they would make their 
escape abroad. 

Anatol had his passport and his order for post horses, and ten thou- 
sand rubles obtained from his sister, and ten tliousand obtained through 
Dolokhof's mediation. 

Two witnesses— Khvostikof, formerly a law clerk, who was now a 
creature of Dolokhof’s, and Makarin, a hussar on the retired list, a 
weak and good-natured fellow who had an inoidinate affection for 
Kiiragin— were sitting in the front room over their tea. 

In Dolokhof’s large study, the walls of which were hung from floor 
to ceiling with Persian rugs, bearskins, and weapons, sat Dolokhof 
himself, in a traveling tunic and top boots, before an open desk on 
which lay bills and packages of money. Anatol, in his uniform, unbut- 
toned, came in from the room where the two witnesses were sitting, 
and was passing through the study into the adjoining room where his 
French valet and another servant weie packing up the last remaining 
effects. 

Dolokhof was making out the accounts and writing the amounts on a 
sheet of paper. 

"W^ell!” said he, “you will have to give two thousand to Khvostikof.’’ 

“All right, give it to him!’’ said Anatol. 

“Makarka’’— this was an affectionate nickname for Makarin— “is so 
disinterested that he would go through fire and water for you. There 
now, the accounts are all made out,*’ said Dolokhof, calling his attention 
to the paper. “Is that right?’’ 

“Yes, of course it is,’’ said Anatol, evidently not heeding what was 
said, and staring ahead with a dreamy expression and a smile that did 
not leave his face. 

Dolokhof closed the desk with a bang, and turned to Kuragin with 
an amused smile. 

“Listen here, now! You’d better give this up; there’s still time,’’ 
said he 

“Fool!" said Anatol, “stop talking nonsense. If you only knew! . . . But 
only the devil knows wdiat this is to me!” 

“Honestly!” said Dolokhof. “Drop the whole business. I’ll tell you 
the honest truth. Do you imagine that this is a joke that you are getting 
into?” 

“There you arc upsetting me again. Go to the devil!” exclaimed 
Anatol, scowling. “I have no time to listen to your idiotic twaddle!” 

And he started to leave the room. 

Dolokhof smiled scornfully and condescendingly as Anatol turntxl 
awav. 

“Wait,” he cried after him, “I’m not joking, I’m telling you the 
truth; come here, come here, I say!” 



Anatol came back into the room again; and, trying to concentrate 
his attention, gazed at Dolokhof, apparently quite influenced by his 
vehemence. 

“Listen to me, I speak for the last time. Why should I jest with you? 
Have I done anything to thwart you? Who is it that has made all the 
arrangements for you, who found your priest for you, who procured 
your passport, who got the money for you? Haven’t I arranged the 
whole business?” 

“Yes, and I thank you. Do you think I am not grateful?” Anatol 
sighed and embraced his friend. 

“I have helped you; but it is my place to tell you the truth: this is a 
dangerous game, and if it misses fire a stupid one. Suppose you elope 
with her— well and good. What will be the next step? It will be discov- 
ered that you arc married. You will be prosecuted as a criminal ...” 

“What nonsensci What stupid nonsensel” cried Anatol, frowning 
again. “Haven’t I told you again and again? Hey?” 

And Anatol, with that peculiar passion for argument characteristic 
of men of small intellects, when they want to show their wit, reiterated 
the considerations which he had laid before Dolokhof a hundred times. 

“I have told you again and again; my mind is made up. If this mar- 
riage is invalid,” said he, doubling over his finger, “of course I am not 
responsible for it; well, then, .suppose it is valid; it’s just the same, and, 
when we are abroad, no one will know the difference; that’s a fact, isn’t 
it? So say no more, say no more, say no morel” 

“But, really, forget about itl You will only get yourself into a scrape.” 

“Go to helll” screamed Anatol, and, clutching his hair, he rushed 
into the next room; then he came back at once and sat down astride 
a chair in front of Dolokhof. “The devil only knows what this is to 
mel Hey? Just see, how it beatsi” He took Dolokhof's hand and pul it 
on his heart. “Ah I What an anklel My dear, what eyesi She's a goddessi” 

Dolokhof, smiling without sympathy, looked at him out of his hand- 
some, impudent eyes, evidently feeling inclined to have a little more 
sport out of him. 

“Well, but when your money is gone, what then?” 

“What then? Hey?” repeated Anatol, with a touch of genuine distress 
at the thought of the future. “What then? I’m sure I don’t know. But 
what’s the use of talking nonsense?” He looked at his watch. “It’s time.” 

Anatol went into the next room. “Hurry up, there! Aren’t you almost 
ready? Why arc you dawdling so?” he cried, addressing the servants. 

Dolokhof put up the money, and, shouting to his man to have a basket 
of food and wine prepared for the travelers for their journey, he went 
into the room where Khvostikof and Makarin were waiting. 

Anatol had flung himself down on the couch in the study, and, with 
his head resting on his hand, was dreamily smiling and whispering 
tender words. 
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“Come and have something to eat. Have a drink, then I” cried Dolok- 
hof from the next room. 

“I don’t want anything,” replied Anatol, still with the smile on his 
handsome lips. 

“Come, Balaga is herel” 

Anatol got up and went into the dining room. Balaga was a famous 
troika driver, who for half a dozen years had known Dolokhof and 
Anatol, and had furnished them with their troikas. More than once, 
when Anatol’s regiment had been at Tver, he had started at nightfall 
from Tver, set him down in Moscow before daybreak, and brought 
him back by the following morning. More than once he had taken them 
out to drive with gypsies and damotchki— nice little dames— as Balaga 
called fast women. More than once at their instigation he had run down 
pedestrians and sleigh drivers in the Moscow streets, and always his 
“gentlemen,” as he called them, had rescued him from the penalty. He 
had ruined more than one horse in their service. More than once he had 
been thrashed by them; many times had they given him champagne and 
Madeira, which he especially enjoyed, and he knew of escapades ol 
theirs which would have condemned any ordinary man to Siberia. 

During their orgies, they had often invited Balaga to take part, and 
made him drink and dance with the gypsies. 

In service for them he had twenty times a year risked life and limb, 
and in accomplishing their deviltry he had killed more horses than 
their money would ever pay for. But he was fond of them; he was fond 
of that mad pace of twelve miles an hour; he was lond of upsetting some 
harmless coachman from his box, or running down some pedestrian on 
the street crossings, and of dashing at full tilt down the Moscow streets. 
He was fond of hearing behind him that wild cry of drunken voices, 
“Faster, fasterl” when it was already a physical impossibility for his 
horses to carry them a step farther; he was fond of winding his whiplash 
around a peasant’s neck, who shrank back more dead than alive as he 
passed by. “Real gentlemen,” he called them I 

Anatol and Dolokhof also were fond of Balaga because of his mas- 
terly skill in handling the reins, and because his tastes were similar to 
theirs. With others he drove hard bargains, charging tweniy-five rubles 
for a two hours’ outing, and he himself rarely condescended to drive 
others, but more frec]uently sent one of his subcjrdinates. But with his 
“gentlemen,” as he called them, he himself always went along, and 
never charged for his extra labor. Only when he learned through the 
valets that money was plentiful, he would come, after an interval of 
many months, and very soberly and obsequiously, bowing low, would 
ask to be helped out of his difficulties. 

His “gentlemen” always made him take a seat. 

“You will excuse me, your excellency,” he would say, “I am entirely 
out of horses; I pray you to advance me enough to get more at the fair.” 
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And Anatol and Dolokhof, if they happened to be in funds, would 
give him a thousand or so rubles. 

lialaga was twenty-seven years old, a stock, red-haired, snub-nosed 
j>easant, with fiery red complexion, and still more fiery red neck, with 
glittering little eyes and a saubby beard. lie wore a fine blue silk-lined 
tunic, and over tliat a short sheepskin coat. 

He crossed himself, turning to the shrine corner, as he came in, and 
advanced toward Dolokhof, holding out a small, dirty hand. 

“Feodor IvanoviuJi, your good health,*’ he exclaimed, with a low bow. 

“How are you, brother? . . . There he isl’’ 

“Good health, your excellency,” said he, addressing Anatol, who came 
in at that moment, and offered him also his grimy hand. 

“I ask you, Balaga,” said Anatol, clapping his hand on his shoulder, 

“do you love me, or not, hey? Now there’s a chance for you to prove it 

What horses have you come with, hey?” 

“'T'hose your man ordered, your own wild ones,” said Balaga. 

“Now sec here, Balaga. No matter if you slaughter all three of your 
horses, provided you get us ihcre within three hours. Hey?” 

“II we slaughter them, how will we get there?” replied Balaga, with 
a wink. 

“I’ll smash your snout for you! And no joking!” cried Anatol, sud- 
denly, with glaring eyes. 

“Who’s joking?” exclaimed the driver, with a laugh. “Do I ever 
grudge anything lor my ‘gentlemen’? Whatever my horses can show 
in the way of sjreed, that we will do.” 

“Ah!” grunted Anatol. “Sit down, then.” 

“Yes, why not sit down?” said Dolokhof. 

“1 will stand, Feodor Ivanovitch.” 

“Sit down, no nonsense. Have a drink,” said Anatol, and poured him 
out a large glass (d Madeira. The driver’s eyes flashed at the sight of 
the wine. Refusing at first, lor manners’ sake, he drank it down and 
wiped his mouth with a red silk handkerchief which he kept in the top 
of his hat. 

“Well, when shall we start, your excellency?” 

“Let me sec.” Anatol glanced at his watch. “Start pretty soon now. 
Sec here, Balaga; you wall get there on time?” 

“Well, it depends on the start. If we get off luckily, then we’ll be there 
in good time. I got you to Tver once— went there in seven hours. Don’t 
you remember, your excellency?” 

“Do you know, one Christmas ^^c started from Tver,” said Anatol, 
smiling at the rcmeinbraru e and turning to Makarin, who w\as ga/ing 
affectionately at Kiiragin with his heart in his eyes. “You w^ouldn't 
believe it, Makarka, we drove so that it quite took away my breath. We 
came upon a file of carts and jumped right over two of them. Hey?” 

“What horses those were!” interposed Balaga, taking up the thread 
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of the story. “At that time I put in two young side horses with the bay 
shaft horse,” he said, turning to Dolokhof. “You would hardly believe 
it, Feodor Ivanovitch, those wild creatures actually flew for forty miles. 
It was impossible to hold them. My hands were numb, it was so cold. 
I threw down the reins. ‘Look out for yourself, your excellency,’ said 
I, and I rolled over backward into the sleigh. It was hopeless to control 
'em, or even to stick to my seat. The devils got us there in three hours. 
Only the left off one was winded.” 


XII 

Anatol left the room and after a few minutes came back in a sable 
coat, girdled with a silver-buckled leather belt, and wearing a sable cap, 
jauntily set on one side, and very becoming to his handsome face. 
Glancing into the mirror, and then taking the same posture before 
Dolokhof which the mirror had told him was most effective, he seized 
a glass of wine. 

“Well, Fedya, good-by. Thank you for everything," said Anatol. 
“We ll, comrades, friends"— he pondered a moment— “friends ... of my 
. . . youth, farewell," he said, turning to Makarin and the others. 

Althougli tliey were all going with him, Anatol evidently wanted to 
do something affecting and solemn on the occasion of this farewell. He 
spoke in a low, slow, deep voice, and throwing out his chest, he swayed 
a little as he rested his weight on one leg. “All of you take your glassesl 
^ c)u too, Balaga. Well, comrades . . . friends of my youth ... we have 
had good times together, we have enjoyed life, we have been on many 
s])r( es, hey? Now, when will we meet again? I am going abroad; farewell 
. . . my boys. To your healthl Hurrah I" he cried, draining his glass and 
smashing it on the floor. 

“To your good health!" exclaimed Balaga, also draining his glass 
and wiping his mouth with his handkerchief. Makarin, with tears in 
his eyes, embraced Anatol. 

“Eh! prince, how sad that we should have to part!" he exclaimed. 

“Come, let us be off," cried Anatol. 

Balaga was on the point of leaving the room. 

“Hold on there, wait," said Anatol. “Shut the door. We must sit 
down first— there, that’s the way." 

They closed the door and sat down, in accordance wjth the super- 
stition. “Well, now be off with you, boys," said Anatol, getting up. 

Anatol’s valet, Joseph, gave him his purse and saber, and all crowded 
into the anteroom. 

“But where is the cloak?" demanded Dolokhof. “Hey, Ignatka, go to 
Matriona Matveyevna, and ask her for the cloak— the sable cloak. I 
have heard how girls go off on such occasions," explained Dolokhof, 
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with a wink. “She will come running out more dead than alive, dressed 
for staying in the house, and if you delay a moment too long, there 
will be tears, and ‘Oh, papa dear!’ and ‘Oh, mama dearl* and she'll be 
cold, and back she’ll go. So be sure you take this cloak with you, and 
have it all ready in the sleigh.” 

The valet brought a woman's cloak, lined with fox. 

“You fool I I told you to get the sable. Hey, Matriona, bring the 
sable,” he shouted, his voice ringing through the rooms. 

A gypsy girl, handsome though thin and pale, with brilliant black 
eyes and curly, purplish black hair, with a red shawl over her shoulders, 
came hurrying out with the sable cloak over her arm. 

“Why, I don't care; take it,” said she, evidently afraid of her master, 
and yet regretting the cloak. 

Dolokhof, without heeding her, took the fox-skin cloak, threw it 
over Matriona, and wrapped it around her. 

“So,” said Dolokhof; “and so,” he repeated, as he pulled the collar 
up above her head, leaving only a small opening for her face. 

“That’s the way, do you sec?” and he moved Anatol’s head toward 
the opening left by the collar, where Matriona's brilliant smile could 
alone be seen. 

“Well, good-by, Matriona,” said Anatol, kissing her. “My follies here 
are ended. Give my regards to Stioshka. Good-by, Matriona. Wish me 
good luck.” 

“Well, then, prince, God grant you the best of luck,” said Matriona, 
in her gypsy accent. 

At the doorstep two troikas were waiting with two jaunty grooms 
in attendance. Balaga was on the box of the first sleigh, and. with his 
elbows held high, was carefully sorting the reins. Anatol and Dolokhof 
got in behind him; Makarin, Khvostikof and the valet took their places 
in the other troika. 

“All ready?” inquired lialaga, “Let her go!” he cried, twisting the 
reins round his wrists, and the three horses flew like the wind down 
the Nikitsky Boulevard. 

“Tproo! go! hey! . . . tproo!” rang out Balaga’s shout and that of 
the groom sitting on the box. On the Arbalski Square the troika ran 
into a carriage; there was a cra.sh, a shout was heard, and the troika 
flew down over the Arbat. After dashing down the Podnovinsky, Balaga 
began to draw rein, and, pulling up, halted the horses at the crossin 
of Staraya Konyushennaya. 

The groom leaped dow n to hold the horses’ heads by the curb, while 
Anatol and Dolokhof strode along the sidewalk. Coming to the gate, 
Dolokhof gave a lo^v whistle. The whistle was returned, and imme- 
diately after a chambermaid came running out. 

“Come into the court, else you will be seen; she'll be down presently," 
said she. 
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Dolokhof remained by the gate. Anatol followed the chambermaid 
into the courtyard, turned the corner, and ran up the steps. 

Suddenly Gavrilo, Marya Dmitrievna's colossal footman, met Anatol. 

“Be good enough to go to my mistress,” said the footman, in a deep 
bass voice, as he blocked all retreat from the door. 

“Who’s your mistress? Who are you?” demanded Anatol, in a breath- 
less whisper. 

“If you please, I was ordered to show you ...” 

“KuraginI backi” cried Dolokhof. “You are betrayedi backi” 

Dolokhof, who had been left at the outside gate, was engaged in a 
tussle with the servant, who was trying to close it and prevent Anatol 
from escaping. Dolokhof, with a final spurt of force, overturned the 
servant, seized Anatol by the arm, pulled him through the gate, and 
ran together with him back to their troika. 

Marya Dmitrievna, finding the weeping Sonya in the corridor, had 
obliged her to confess the whole story. Having obtained possession of 
Natasha's letter, and read it, Marya Dmitrievna took it and confronted 
Natasha with it. 

“Wretched girll shameless hussy!” said she to her. “I will not listen 
to a single word!” 

Pushing away Natasha, who looked at her with wondering but 
tearless eyes, she shut her in under lock and key; then she ordered the 
servant to admit into the courtyard any who might come that evening, 
hut not to let them out again, and she had ordered the footman to 
show such persons into her presence. Having made these arrange- 
ments, she took up her position in the drawing-room and waited for 
developments. 

When Gavrilo came to inform Marya Dmitrievna that the abductors 
had escaped, she was very indignant; she got up, and for a long time 
paced up and down the room, with her hands clasped behind her back, 
deliberating on what she ought to do. At midnight, she got the key 
out from her pocket, and went to Natasha's room. 

Sonya was still sitting in the corridor, sobbing, “Marya Dmitrievna, 
let me go to her, for God’s sake,” said she. 

Marya Dmitrievna, giving her no reply, opened the door and went 
in. “Disgusting! abominable! ... in my house! . . . Indecent, shame- 
less wench! . . . Only I’m sorry for her father,” said Marya Dmitrievna, 
trying to master her indignation. “Hard as it will be, I will bid them 
all hold their tongues, and I’ll keep it from the count.” , 

Marya Dmitrievna entered the chamber with a firm step. Natasha 
was lying on the sofa with her face hidden in her hands; she did not 
stir, but lay in the same position in which Marya Dmitrievna had 
left her. “Pretty conduct; pretty conduct, indeed!” exclaimed Marya 
Dmitrievna. “Making assignations with your lovers in my house! None 
of your hypocrisy! Listen when I speak to you!” 
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Marya Dmitrievna shook her by the arm. 

“Listen when I speak to youl You have disgraced yourself, like any 
common wench! I’d settle this with you, but I have some pity for your 
father. I’lJ keep it from liim.” 

Natasha did noi change her position, but her whole body began to 
shake with the noiseless, convulsive sobs that choked her. Marya 
Dmitrievna glanced at Sonya, and sat down on the sofa near Natasha. 

“Lucky lor him he escaped me; but I’ll find him,’’ said she, in her 
harsh voice. “Do you hear what I am saying?” She put her big hand 
under Natasha’s lace, and turned it toward her. Both Marya Dmitrievna 
and Sonya were ama/ed when they saw her face. Her eyes were dry 
and glittering, her lij^s compressed, her checks hollow. 

“Let ... me ... be! .. . What ... do ... I .. . care? I . . . 
shall die!” she murmured, turning away from Marya Dmitrievna with 
angry petulance, and hiding her lace in her hands again. 

“Natasha!” exclaimed Marya Dniitiievna, “I wish you well. Lie there 
. . . lie there il you wish; 1 won’t touch you; but listen to me! I am 
not going to show you how guilty you have been. You know. But. 
don’t you see, your father will be back tomorrow; what shall I sa\ 
to him?” 

Again Natasha’s form was shaken by sobs. 

“He will hear of it; and so will your brother, and so will your 
betrothed!” 

“I have no betrothed; 1 have broken with him!” cried Natasha. 

“That’s immaterial,” pursued Marya Dmitrievna. “Well, they will 
learn of it; do you think they will forgive il? There’s your father, 1 
know him~if he should challenge him, would it be a good thing? I la?” 

“Oh! leave me! why should you have interfered at all? Why? Why? 
Who asked you to?” screamed Natasha, silting up straight on the sola, 
and glaring angrily at Marya Dmitrievna. 

“But what was your idea?” demanded Marya Dmitrievna, again 
losing her patience. “Were you kejJt locked up? Who on earth pre- 
vented him from coming to the house? Why must he needs carry you 
off like a gypsy wench? . . , Well, now suj>pose he had carried you 
off, do you suppexse we wouldn’t have found him? Either your father, 
or your brother, or your betrotlied? Well, he’s a scoundrel! a knave! 
that’s what he is!” 

“He’s better than all of you put together,” cried Natasha, sitting 
up very straight. “If )ou had not meddled! . . . My God, has it come 
to this, has it come to this? Son) a, what made you? . . . Go away!” 

And she burst into a passion of tears, sobbing with desperation such 
as only those feel who know that they are responsible for their own 
woes. Marya Dmitrievna began to speak once more, but Natasha cried: 

“Go aw\iy, go away! you all hate me! you all despise me!” And she 
threw herself on the sofa again. 
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Marya Dmitrievna continued for some time to give her advice, and 
assure her that this whole affair ought to be kept a secret from the 
(ount; that no one would know anything about it, if only Natasha 
would try to forget it all, and not betray in anyone's presence that 
anything had happened. 

Natasha made no reply. She ceased to sob, but a fit of shivering and 
trembling came upon her. Marya Dmitrievna put a pillow under her 
head, covered her up with a couple of comforters, and herself brought 
her some tea; but Natasha had nothing to say to her. 

“Now, let her go to sleep,” said Marya Dmitrievna, and left the room, 
thinking that she would soon sleep. 

But Natasha did not go to sleep, and with wide, staring eyes gazed 
into vacancy. She slept not at all that night, and she did not weep, 
and she did not speak to Sonya, wdio several times got up and went 
to her. 

On the following day Count Rostof returned from his Moscow estate 
in time for breakfast, as he had promised. He was in a most genial 
frame of mind. He had come to a satisfactory arrangement with his 
purchaser, and now there was nothing to detain him in Moscow, and 
away from his countess, whom he was very anxious to see. 

Marya Dmitrievna met him, and informed him that Natasha had 
been ill the day before, that they had sent for the doctor, and now she 
was better. 

Natasha that morning did not leave her room. With set, cracked 
lips, with wide, dry eyes, she kept her place by the window, and 
anxiously gazed at the passers-by in the street, and turned anxiously 
toward those who entered her room. She was evidently expecting news 
from liim— expecting that either he would himself come, or send her 
a letter. 

When the count went to her she heard the sound of his heavy steps, 
and turned around nervously, and then her face assumed its former 
expression of hauteur, and even anger. She did not get up to meet him. 

“What is the matter, my angel? Are you ill?” asked the count. 

Nataslia hesitated. 

“Yes, I am ill,” said she. 

In replv to the count's anxious questions why she was so downcast, 
and wliether anything had happened to her lover, she assured him 
that nothing had happened, and begged him not to be disturbed. 

Marya Dmitrievna confirmed Natasha’s statement thae nothing had 
happened, but the count, judging from the imaginary illness, and by 
bis daughter’s absent-mindedness, by the troubled faces of Sonya and 
Marya Dmitiievna, saw clearly that during his absence something must 
bavc happened. It was so terrible, however, for him to think that any- 
thing disgraceful had happened to his beloved daughter, he was so 
happy in his buoyant good spirits, that he avoided asking any pointed 
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questions, and tried hard to assure himself that nothing out of the 
way could have happened; and his only regret was that, on account 
of Natasha’s indisposition, he was obliged to postpone their return to 
his country scat. 


XIII 

Pierre, on i he day of his wife’s arrival in Moscow, had made up his 
mind to take a trip somewhere, so as to avoid being with her. Then, 
when the Rostols came to Moscow, the impression produced upon 
him by Nataslia made him hasten to carry out his intention. He went 
to Tver to see Ba/deycl’s widow, who had some time since promised 
to put into his hands her husband's papers. 

On Pierre’s return to Moscow a letter was handed him from 
Marya Dmitrievna, who urged him to come and consult with her on 
some highly important business concerning Andrei Bolkonsky and his 
betrothed. 

Pierre had avoided Natasha. It seemed to him that he felt for her 
a sentiment stronger than it was justifiable for a married man to 
harbor lor his friend’s betrothed, and some perverse late was constantly 
throwing them together. 

“What can have happened? and what can it have to do with me?” 
he wondered, while dressing to go to Marya Dmitrievna’s. “It’s high 
time lor Prince Andrei to be back and marry her,’’ thought Pierre, as 
he set out. 

On the Tversky Boulevard someone hailed him. 

“Pierre, been back long?” cried a well-knowm voice. 

Pierre raised his head. It was Anatol and his inseperable companion, 
Makarin, dashing by in a double sleigh, drawn by tw’o gray trotters, 
tliat .sent the snow pelting over the dasher. Anatol sat bolt upright, in 
the classic pose ol .s})iiiiecl warriors, with his neck muflled in a beaver 
collar, and bending liis head a little. His lace was fresh and ruddy; 
his hat, with a white fdume, w^as set jauntily on one side, exposing his 
curled and pomaded hair, dusted with fine snow. 

“Indeed, he’s a real philosophcrl” thought Pierre. “He secs nothing 
beyond the enjoyment ot the present moment; nothing annoys him. 
and consequently he is always gay, self-satisfied, and calm. What 
wouldn’t I give to be like him!” thought Pierre, wdth a feeling of envy 

In the anteroom of the Akhrasimov house, a footman, who relieved 
Pierre of his cloak, told him that Marya Dmitrievna would receive 
him in her own room. As he opened the door into the music room 
Pierre saw Natasha sitting by the window, with a pale, thin, angr\ 
face. She glanced at him and frowned, and, with an expression of 
chilling dignity, left the room. 
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“What has happened?” asked Pierre, on entering Marya Dmitrievna's 
room. 

“Pretty state of affairsi” replied Marya Dmitrievna. “Fifty-eight years 
have I lived in this world, and I never saw anything so shameful.” 

And then, receiving Pierre’s word of honor that he would keep 
secret what he should hear, Marya Dmitrievna confided to him that 
Natasha had broken her engagement with Prince Andrei without the 
knowledge of her parents; that the cause of this break was Anatol 
Kuragin, whom Pierre’s wife had introduced to her, and with whom 
she had promised to elope during her father’s absence, in order to enter 
into a clandestine marriage. 

Pierre, with shoulders hunched and mouth open, listened to Marya 
Dmitrievna’s story, not believing his own ears. That Prince Andrei’s 
betrothed, that hitherto lovely Natasha, so passionately beloved, should 
give up Bolkonsky for that fool of an Anatol, who was a married man 
—lor Pierre was in the secret of his marriage— and be so enamored of 
him as to consent to elope with him, Pierre could not comprehend and 
could not imagine. 

Natasha’s sweetness of character— he had known her since childhood 
-could not, in his mind, be associated with such baseness, folly, and 
cruelty in her. He remembered his own wile. “They are all alike,” he 
said to himscll, thinking that he was not the only one who had the 
mislortune to be in the toils of an unworthy woman; and at the same 
rime he could have wept for his Iriend Prince Andrei, to whose pride 
this would be such a grievous blow. And the more he grieved for his 
friend, the gi eater scorn, and even aversion, he felt for this Natasha, 
wlio had just ])assed by him, with such an expression of haughty dignity, 
m the music room. 

lie did not know that Natasha’s sc^ul was full to overflowing of 
despair, shame, humiliation; and that she was not to blame for her 
expression, the result of despair, of cold dignity and disdain. 

“But how could he marry her?” exclaimed Pierre, catching at Marya 
Dmitrievna’s last word. “He could not marry her; he already has a 
wife.” 

"Worse and worse!” exclaimed Marya Dmitrievna. “Fine young mani 
• . . What a dastard he is! And she has been waiting here thc^se two 
days for him to come! At any rate, she must cease expecting him; we 
must tell her.’* 

When she learned from Pierre all the details of Anatol’s marriage, 
and had poured out the vials of her wrath against Kuragin in abusive 
wcjrds, Marya Dmitrievna explained to Pierre why she had asked him 
to call upon her. She was afraid that the count or Bolkcjnsky— who 
was liable to return at any moment— might learn of the affair in spite 
of all her efforts tc^ keep it a profound secret, and might challenge 
Kuragin to a duel; and, therefore, she besought him to add his influence 
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to hers in getting Anatol to leave town and never show himself in her 
presence again. 

Pierre willingly agreed to fulfil her wishes, since now he for the first 
time realized the danger threatening the old count and Nikolai and 
Prince Andrei. 

Having made her request in short and precise terms, she took him 
back into the music room. 

“Mind you I the count knows nothing of this. You must pretend that 
you also know nothing about it,*' said she. “And I am going this instant 
to tell her that she is to cease expecting him. And stay to dinner if you 
will,’* shouted back Marya Dmitrievna to Pierre. 

Pierre met the old count. He was disturbed and annoyed. That 
morning Natasha had told him that she had broken her engagement 
with Bolkonsky. 

“Too bad, too bad, my dear,** he said to Pierre. “Too bad for tliese 
girls to be away from their mother; how sorry I am that I ever came 
at all. I am going to be frank with you: she has already broken her 
engagement, without telling any one of us about it. Now I will admit 
I have never been overpleased at this engagement; I will agree he’s a 
fine man, and all that; but what could you expect? there would not 
be much happiness if the father was against the marriage; and Natasha 
does not lack chances of getting married. Still, the affair has gone on 
so long, and to take such a step without consulting her father or 
mother 1 And now she’s sick, and God knows what’s the matter. It’s a 
bad thing, count, a bad thing, lor daughters to be without their rnotherl” 

Pierre perceived that the count was very much disturbed, and he 
tried to bring the conversation around to other topics; but the count 
kept returning to his grievance. 

Sonya, with anxious lace, came into the drawing-room. 

“Natasha is not very well today; she is in her room, but she would 
like to see you. Marya Dmitrievna is with her, and would also like 
you to come.” 

“Yes, certainly, you and Bolkonsky were good friends; she probably 
wants to send some jnessage,’’ said the count. “Ah, my God! my God! 
How good it all was!” And, tearing at the locks of his gray hair, the 
count left the room 

Marya Dmitrievna had been explaining to Natasha that Anatol was 
married. Natasha refused to believe her, and insisted on having con- 
firmation of it from Pierre himself. Sonya confided this to Pierre, as 
they passed along the corridor toward Natasha’s room. 

Natasha, pale and stern, was sitting next to Marya Dmitrievna. The 
moment Pierre entered the doorway, she met him with feverishly glit- 
tering, wildly imploring eyes. She did not smile, sShe did not even greet 
him with a nod, she only looked at him eagerly, and her eyes asked 
if he came as her friend, or, like all the rest, as her enemy, where Anatol 
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was concerned. Pierre, in his own personality as Pierre, evidently did 
not exist for her. 

“He knows all about it,“ said Marya Dmitrievna, indicating Pierre, 
and addressing Natasha. “Let him tell you if I am not speaking the 
truth." 

Natasha, as a wounded animal at bay glares at the dogs and huntsmen 
approaching, looked first at the one and then at the other. 

“Natasha,” Pierre began, lowering his eyes, and experiencing a feel- 
ing of pity for her, and of aversion to the operation which he was 
obliged to perform, “it is true; but whether this is true or not true, 
as far as you are concerned, it cannot matter, because ...” 

“Then it is not true that he is married?” 

“No, it is true.” 

“Has he been married for some time?” she asked. “On your word 
of honorl” 

Pierre gave her his solemn word of honor. 

“Is he still in town?” she asked hurriedly. 

“Yes, I have just seen him.” 

The effort to say more was evidently too much for her, and she made 
them a sign with her hand to leave her alone. 


XIV 

PiFRRE DID NOT Stay for dinner, but immediately took his leave. He 
went out determined to find Anatol Kuragin, the mere thought of 
whom now made all his blood rush to his heart, and almost choked 
him. He sought him everywhere; at (he ice hills, among the gypsies, 
at Comoneno's; but he was nowliere to be lound. 

Pierre went to the club. There everything was as usual; the members, 
who were assembling for dinner, formed little groups, and greeting 
Pierre, spoke of various items of city gossip. 

One of Pierre’s acquaintances, during some talk of the weather, 
asked him if he had heard of Kuragin’s elopement with Natasha, about 
wliich the whole city was talking, and if it were true. 

Pierre, with a laugh, said that it was all nonsense, because he had 
just come from the Rostofs’. He inquired of everyone if he had seen 
Anatol; one said he had not yet come, another that he would be there 
to dinner. It was strange for Pierre to look at this tranquil, indifferent 
throng of men, who had not the slightest inkling of what was passing 
in his mind. He sauntered through the hall till all had gone in to 
dinner; and then, giving up all hope of meeting Anatol, he did not go 
in to dinner, but went home. 

Anatol, whom he was so anxious to find, dined that day with 
Dolokhof, and was discussing with him some plan of still carrying out 
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their ill-fated enterprise. It seemed to him absolutely necessary to have 
an interview with Natasha. In the evening he went to his sister's, to 
arrange with her some means of procuring this interview. 

When Pierre, who had vainly hunted all over Moscow, returned 
home, the footman informed him that Prince Anatol was with thr 
countess. The countess’ drawing-room was crowded with company. 

Pierre, without greeting his wife, whom he had not seen since his 
return (never had she seemed to him more utterly detestable than at 
that moment), went into the drawing-room, and, catching sight of 
Anatol, went straight up to him. 

“Ah, Picrrel” cried the countess, approaching her husband. “You 
don’t know in what a jiosition our Anatol . . . She paused when 
she saw, in the forward thrust of her husband's head, in his flashing 
eyes and resolute manner, the same strange, terrible expression of 
frenzy and might which she had known and experienced after his duel 
with Dolokhof. 

“Sin and lewdness are with you everywhere,” said Pierre to his wife. 
“Anatol, come with me, 1 want a lew words with you.” 

Anatol glanced at his sister and boldly rose, ready to follow Pierre. 
Pierre took him by the arm and hurried him out of the room. 

“If you j)crniit yourself in my salon to ... ” exclaimed Helene, in 
a whisf)(‘r ; but Pierre made no reply, and left the room. Anatol followed 
him with his usual jaunty gait, but there was a trace of anxiety on 
his face. When they readied Pierr e’s study, he shut the door, anti ad- 
dressc’d Anatol witliout looking at him. 

“You promised to marry the Countess Rostof, and planned to elope 
with her?” 

“My dear,” rejilied Anatol in Fr ench, in which language indeed the 
whole conversation was carried on, “I consider myself under no obli- 
gation to answer (juestions asked in such a tone.” 

PierTe’s face, white to begin with, was now distorted with rage. With 
his huge hand he seized Anatol by the collar of his uniform, and shook 
him from side to side until the young man’s face expressed a sufficient 
degree of terror. 

“When I tell you that I must have an answer from you?” 

“Now, look here, this is stupid 1 Hal” exclaimed Anatol, looking for 
a button that had been torn from his collar. 

“You are a scoundrel and a blackguard, and I don’t know what 
restrains me from the satislaciion of smashing your head with this,” 
said Pierre, expressing himself with easy fluency btTause he spoke in 
French. He had takeir into his hand a heavy paperweight, and he held 
it up menacingly, and then slowly laid it back in its place again. 

“Did you promise to marry her?” 

“I ... I ... I don’t think so; besides, I couldn’t have promised 
any such thing, be— because ...” 



Pierre interrupted him. 

'‘Have you any of her letters?” he demanded, coming close to him. 

Anatol gave him one look, and instantly put his hand into his pocket, 
and took out a wallet. 

Pierre seized the letter Anatol handed to him, and violently pushing 
aside a chair that was in his way, he went to the couch and flung himself 
on it. 

“I will not hurt you; have no fear,” he said, in reply to AnatoPs 
terrified gesture. “The letters . . . one thing/* said Pierre, as if he were 
repeating a lesson for his own edification. “Secondly,” he continued, 
alter a moment’s silence, getting to his feet again, and beginning to 
pace up and down the room, “you must leave Moscow tomorrow.” 

“But how can I?” 

“Thirdly,” pursued Pierre, not heeding him, “you must never breathe 
a word about what has taken place between you and the countess. This, 
I know, I cannot oblige you to do, but if you have a single spark of 
decency ...” 

Pierre walked in silence several times from one end of the room to the 
other. Anatol had sat down by the table, scowling and biting his lips. 

“You must learn sometime that above and beyond your own pleasure 
tlie happiness and peace of others are to be considered, that you are 
ruining a whole life for the sake of having a little amusement. Trifle 
with women like my wife as much as you please—with such you have 
fair game; they know what you want of them. They are armed against 
you by their very experience in lust; but to promise a young girl to 
marry her ... to cieceivc her ... to rob her . . . why, don’t you know that 
it is as cowardly as to strike an old man or a child?” 

Pierre stopped speaking, and looked at Anatol intjuiringly; his anger 
liad vanished. 

“1 don’t know, I’m sure,” said Anatol, gaining confidence in propor- 
tion as Pierre's anger subsided. “I know nothing about it, and I don’t 
want to know,” said he, not looking at Pierre, while at the same time 
his lower jaw trembled slightly. “But you have spoken to me words so 
insulting that 1 as a man of honor canncit permit them.” 

Pierre looked at him in amazement, altogether unable to understand 
what was wanted ol him. 

“Though we have had no witnesses,” continued Anatol, “still I 
c annot ...” 

“What! You wish satisfaction?” asked Pierre, scornfully. 

“At least, you can retract what you said. Ha? That is, if you expect 
me to carry out your wishes. Ha?” 

“I wdll! I’ll take it back!” exclaimed Pierre. “And I bc^g you to forgive 
me.” Pierre could not help looking at the torn button. “And money, 
if you need it for your journey.” 

Anatol smiled. 



This contemptible, villainous smile^ which he knew so well in his 
wife, stirred Pierre's indignation. “Ohl contemptible, heartless area- 
turesl" he exclaimed, and left the room. 

The next day Anatol started for Petersburg. 


XV 

Pierre went to Marya Dmitrievna's to inform her how he had accom- 
plished her wishes in regard to Anatol's expulsion from Moscow. 

He found the whole house in terror and commotion. Natasha was 
very ill; and, as Marya Dmitrievna informed him, under seal of secrecy, 
the night after siie had learned that Anatol Kuragin was married, she 
had poisoned herself with arsenic that she had managed surreptitiously 
to procure. Having swallowed a considerable quantity, she awakened 
Sonya and confessed what she had done. 7'he proper antidotes to the 
poison had been given in time, and she was now out of danger, but 
she was still so weak that it was out of the cjucstion to think of taking 
her to the country, and the countess had been sent for. Pierre saw the 
troubled count and the weeping Sonya, but he was not allowed to see 
Natasha. 

Pierre had that day dined at the club, and had heard on all sides 
gossip about the frustrated elopement; but he strenuously denied these 
rumors, assuring everyone that there was nothing in it, except that his 
brother-in-law liad offered himself to Natasha and been refused. It 
seemed obvious to Pierre that it was his sacred duty to conceal the whole 
affair and save Natasha’s reputation. 

In the greatest anxiety he waited for Prince Andrei's return, and each 
day he went to the old prince’s to inquire for news of him. Prince 
Nikolai had learned through Mile. Bourienne of all this gossip flying 
through the city, and he read the letter to Princess Maria, in which 
Natasha broke off her engagement with Prince Andrei. He seemed in 
better spirits than usual, and with great impatience awaited his son’s 
return. A few days after Anatol’s departure, Pierre received a note 
from Prince Andrei announcing his arrival, and begging Pierre to 
come to see him. 

When Prince Andrei arrived, his father immediately handed him 
Natasha’s letter to his sister announcing the discontinuance of her 
engagement— this letter Mile. Bourienne had purloined from the 
princess and given to the old prince— and told him, with elaborations, 
the various rumors current concerning the elopement. 

Prince Andrei's arrival had been in the evening. Pierre went to see 
him the next morning. He expected to find him in almost the same 
state of mind as Natasha was, and, therefore, his amazement was great, 
when, on being shown into the drawing-room, he heard Prince Andrei, 
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in the adjoining room, telling in a loud, animated manner of some 
Petersburg intrigue. He was occasionally interrupted by the old prince, 
and by a third person present. 

Princess Maria came in to greet Pierre. She sighed as she turned her 
eyes toward the door of the room where her brother was, evidently 
anxious to give expression to her sympathy for his sorrow, but Pierre 
detected on her face evidences of her inward gratification at the turn 
affairs had taken, and at the manner in which her brother had received 
the news of Natasha’s fickleness. 

"He told me that he expected this," said she. "I know that his pride 
would not let him make any show of his feelings, but nevertheless he 
bears up under it better, far better, than I had any reason to expect. Of 
course, since it had to be so . . . " 

"But do you mean to say it is all over between them?" 

Princess Maria looked at him in amazement. She could not understand 
how anyone could even ask such a question. 

Pierre went into the study. Prince Andrei, much altered, and appar- 
ently restored to perfect health, bui with a new wrinkle between his 
brows, was standing, in civil dress, in front of his father and Prince 
Meshchersky, and was arguing eagerly, making energetic gestures. 

"Well, how are you? Still stout!" he said in a lively tone, but the new 
frown on his brow grew still deeper. "Yes, I am well," he replied, in 
answer to Pierre’s question, and laughed. Pierre saw clearly that this 
laugh was affected, and was simply equivalent to saying, "I am well, 
but who cares whether I am well?" 

After exchanging a few words with Pierre in regard to the frightful 
road from the Polish frontier, and how he met in Switzerland a number 
of men who had known Pierre, and about Monsieur Dessalles, whom 
he had brought from abroad to be his son’s tutor. Prince Andrei again, 
with feverish eagerness, returned to the conversation which the two racm 
were still carrying on. 

Pierre was aware that his friend was now laboring under that neces- 
sity, which he himself had only too often experienced, of getting 
thoroughly worked up and excited over some alien topic, simply for 
the purpose of dispelling thoughts too onerous to be endured. 

When Prince Meshchersky had gone, Prince Andrei took Pierre’s 
arm, and drew him into the room which had been prepared for him. 
In this room a bed had been hastily set up; trunks and boxes, opened, 
were scattered about. Prince Andrei went to one of these and took out 
a casket, and from the casket a packet wrapped in paper. All this he did 
silently and very swiftly. He straightened himself up and cleared his 
throat. His face was gloomy and his lips compressed. 

"Forgive me if I trouble you ..." 

Pierre percieved that Prince Andrei was going to speak about Natasha, 
and his broad countenance expressed pity and sympathy. This exones- 
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sion on Pierre's face netiled Prince Andrei. He went on in a loud, 
decided, and disagreeable voice: , 

“I have received my dismissal from the Countess Rostof; and rumors 
have reached my cars that your brother-in-law offered himself to her, 
or something to that effect— is that true?" 

“Whether true or false ..." Pierre began, but Prince Andrei inter- 
rupted him. 

“Here are her letters and her miniature." 

He took the packet Irom the table and handed them to Pierre. 

“Give this to the countess ... if you happen to see her." 

“She is very ill," said Pierre. 

“So she is still here?” inejuired Prince Andrei. “And Prince Kuragin?” 
he asked hastily. 

“He left some time ago. She almost died ..." 

“I am very .sorry for her illness," said Prince Andrei. He smiled coldly, 
evilly, disagreeably, like his father. 

“Rut Prince Kuragin did not, then, honor the Countess Rostof with 
the offer oi his hand?" asked Prince Andrei. He snorted several times. 

“It is impossible lor him to marry, for the reason that he is already 
married," said Pierre. 

Prince Andrei gave a disagreeable laugh, again suggestive of his father. 

“And where, pray, is your brother-in-law now to be found— may 1 
ask?" said he. 

“He has gone to Peters— However, I don't really know," said Pien(\ 

“Well, it’s all the same to me," said Prince Andrei. “Assure the 
Count(‘ss Rostol that she has been, and is, perfectly free, and that 1 
wish her all hap})iness." 

Pierre took the package of letters. Prince Andrei, as if trying to make 
U}) his mind whether if was necessary for him to say something, or 
expec ting Pierre to say something, looked at him keenly. 

“Do you remember a discussion we once had in Petersburg? Do you 
remember . . " 

“^'es, 1 remember," said Prince Andrei, hurriedly. “I said that a 
fallen woman ought to be forgiven; but I did not say that in my own 
case I could forgive her. I cannot." 

“But wherein is the comparison?" asked Pierre. 

Prince Andrei interrupted him. His voice was loud and sharp. 

“Yes, ask her hand again? Be magnanimous, and all that? Yes, that 
would be very noble, but I have no desire to follow in this gentleman's 
footsteps. ... If you wish to continue my friend, never mention this to 
me again . . . not a wend about it. Now, good-by. You will give that 
to her?" 

Pierre left the room, and went to the old prince and Princess Maria. 

The old prince seemed more animated than usual. Princess Maria was 
her ordinary self, but, back of her sympathy for her brother, Pierre 
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could see that she was delighted at having the engagement broken. As 
Pierre looked at them, he realized how deep were the scorn and dislike 
they all felt for the Rostofs; he realized that it was quite hopeless even 
to mention Natasha's name, though she might have had anyone else in 
the world in Prince Andrei’s place. 

At dinner the conversation turned on the war, which was unquestion- 
ably imminent. Prince Andrei kept up an unceasing stream of talk and 
discussion with his father, or with Monsieur Dessallcs, his son’s Swiss 
tutor, and he displayed more animation than usual; and Pierre knew 
only too well the true reason of this excitement. 


XVI 

That same evening Pierre went to call on the Rostofs to fulfil his 
commission. 

Natasha was in bed, the count had gone to the club, and Pierre, 
having intrusted the letters into Sonya’s hands, went to Mary a 
Dmitrievna, who was greatly interested to know how Prince Andrei 
had received the news. Ten minutes later, Sonya appeared. 

“Natasha is determined to sec Count Bezukhof,’’ said she. 

“But how can he go to her room? Everything is in disorder there,” 
said Marya Dmitrievna. 

“But she is dressed, and has come down into the drawing-room,” said 
Sonya. 

Marya Dmitrievna merely shrugged her shoulders. 

“If only the countess would come; this is a perfect torture to me. Now 
be careful, and don’t tell her everything, Pierre,” she added warningly. 
“It would break my heart if anything were said to hurt her; she is so to 
be pitied, so to be pitiedi” 

Natasha, grown decidedly thin, and with pale, set face— though not at 
alJ contused, as Pierre supposed she would be— stood in the middle of 
the drawing-room. When Pierre made his appearance in the door, she 
liesiiated, evidently undecided whether to go to him or wait for him. 

Pierre hastened forward. He supposed that she would, as usual, give 
him her hand. But she stood motionless, sighing deeply, and with her 
arms hanging lifelessly, in exactly the same pose that she always took 
vvlien she went into the middle of the music room to sing, only with an 
entirely different expression. 

“Count,” she began, speaking very rapidly, “Prince Bolkonsky was 
>our friend; and is still your friend,” she added, as an afterthought; for 
it seemed to her that everything was past, and all things had changed. 
“He told me once to turn to you if ... ” 

Pierre quietly blew his nose as he looked at her. Till that moment 
he had, in his heart, blamed her, and tried to despise her; but now she ^ 
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seemed to him so eminently deserving of pity, that there was no room 
in his heart for reproach. 

‘‘He is here now; please ask him to for— forgive . . . 

She paused, and breathed still faster, but she did not weep. 

“Yes, I will tell him,” said Pierre, “but ...” He did not know what 
to say. 

Natasha was evidently terrified by what Pierre might have thought 
she meant. 

“Yes, 1 know all is over between us,” said she, hurriedly. “No, it can 
never be. What tortures me is the wrong that I have done him. Only 
ask him to forgive, lorgivc, forgive me lor all . . . ” 

Her whole frame trembled, and she sat down in a chair. Never before 
had Pierre experienced such a feeling of compassion as now came 
over him. 

“1 will tell him, I will certainly tell him all,” said Pierre. “But ... I 
would like to know one thing.” 

“What?” asked Natasha. 

“I would like to ask if you loved ...” Pierre did not know what term 
to use in speaking of Anatol, and reddened at the thought of him. “Did 
you love that vile man?” 

“Don’t call him vile,” exclaimed Natasha. “But I ... I don’t know; 
I don’t know at all.” I’hcn the tears came again. And a still more intense 
feeling of pity, affectionate compassion and love came over Pierre. He 
felt the teats welling out from under his spectacles and dropping, and 
he hoped they would not be noticed. 

“Let us say no more about it, my dear,” said Pierre. 

Strange indeed suddenly seemed to Natasha the sound of his voice, 
so sweet, so tender, so sincere. 

“Let us say no more about it, my dear, 1 will tell him all; but one 
thing I w^uit to ask vou: ("onsider me your friend, and if you need any 
help or advice, or simply if you need someone in wdiom you can confide 
—not now% but by and by, when everything is clear in your own mind, 
remember me.” He took her hand and kissed it. “I will be happy if I 
am in the position to . . . ” 

Pierre grew coni used. 

“Don't sf>eak to me so, I can’t bear iti” cried Natasha, and she 
started to leave the room; but Pierre detained her by the hand. He 
knew that there w\'ts someihing more he must tell her. But wdien he had 
spoken it, he was ama/cd at his own words. 

“Wait, waiti All the future is yours,” said he. 

“Mine I Only ruin is tor mcl” she exclaimed, in shame and self- 
reproach. 

“Ruin I” he repeated. “If I were not myself, but the handsomest, 
wisest, and best man in the world, and were free, I ^vould this very 
instant, on my knees, sue for your hand and your love.” 
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Natasha, for the first time in many days, wept tears of gratitude and 
emotion; and, giving Pierre one look, she fled from the room. Pierre 
immediately afterwards almost ran out into the anteroom, and, restrain- 
ing the tears of tenderness and happiness that choked him, he threw his 
cloak over his shoulders, but without putting his arms through the 
sleeves, and got into his sleigh. 

“Where now?’* asked the driver. 

“Where?” repeated Pierre to himself. “Where can I go now? To the 
club, or to make some calls?” 

All men, at this moment, seemed to him so contemptible, so mean, in 
comparison with the feeling of emotion and love that overmastered 
him— in comparison with that softened glance of gratitude which she 
had given him just now through her tears. 

“Home,” said Pierre, throwing back his bearskin cloak over his broad, 
joyfully throbbing chest, though the mercury marked ten degrees of 
frost. 

It was cold and clear. Above the dirty, half-lighted streets, above the 
black roofs of the houses, stretched the dark, starry heavens. Only as 
Pierre gazed at the heavens above, he ceased to feel the humiliating 
pettiness of everything earthly in comparison with the height to which 
his soul aspired. As he drove out on the Argat Square, the mighty 
expanse of the dark, starry sky spread out before his eyes. Almost in 
the zenith of this sky— above the Pretchistensky Boulevard— convoyed 
and surrounded on every side by stars, but distinguished from all the 
rest by its nearness to the earth, and by its while light, and by its long, 
curling tail, stood the tremendous brilliant comet of 1812— the very 
comet that men thought presaged all manner of woes and the end of 
the world. 

But in Pierre, this brilliant luminary, with its long train of light, 
awoke no terror. On the contrary, rapturously, his eyes wet with tears, 
he contemplated this glorious star which seemed to him to have come 
flying with inconceivable swiftness through measureless space, straight 
toward the earth, there to strike like an enormous arrow, and remain 
in that one predestined spot upon the dark sky; and, pausing, raise aloft 
with monstrous force its curling tail, flashing and sparkling with white 
light, amid the countless other twinkling stars. It seemed to Pierre that 
this star was the complete reply to all that was in his soul as it blossomed 
into new life, filled with tenderness and love. 
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Growing e^er bolder, the Tsar Alexander rejects the '‘Continental 
System,'* by ivhich trade with England was forbidden; but, still fearful 
of Napoleon's power, tries to avoid war. It is too late; by the spring of 
1812 Napoleon has advanced a huge army into the Duchy of Warsaw. 
Confident of success in any cause of arins, and made more so by the 
signs of xveakness revealed when the Tsar^s government offers concession 
after concessioji to the French, Napoleon invades Russia late in June. 
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Christian men killed and tortured each other because Napoleon was 
ambitious, Alexander firm, English policy astute, and the Duke of 
Oldenburg affronted. 

If Napoleon had not been offended by the demand to retire his 
troops beyond the Vistula, and had not issued orders for them to give 
battle, there would have been no war; but if all the sergeants had 
refused to go into action, then also there would have been no war. And 
there would also have been no war if there had been no English in- 
trigues, and no Prince Oldenburg; and if Alexander had not felt himself 
aggrieved; and if there had been no autocratic power in Russia; and 
if there had been no French Revolution, and no dictatorship and 
Empire following it; and nothing of all that led up to the Revolution, 
and so on. Had any one of these causes been missing, war could not 
have taken j)lace. Consequently, all of them— billions of causes— must 
have cooperated to bring it about. And, as a corollary, there could have 
been no exclusive final cause for these events; and tlie great event was 
accoinj)lished simply because it had to be accomplished. 

Fatalism in history is unavoidable, if we would explain its prepos- 
terous phenomena (that is to say, those events for which the reason is 
beyond our comprehension). 7’he more we strive by our reason to ex- 
plain these phenomena in history, the more illogical and incompre- 
hensible they become to us. 

Every man has a twofold life: On one side is his personal life, which is 
free in proportion as its interests are abstract; the other is life as an 
element, as one bee in the swarm; and here a man has no chance of 
disregarding the laws imposed on him. The higher a man stands on the 
social ladder, the more men he is connected with, the greater the in- 
fluence he exerts over others— the more evident is the predestined and 
unavoidable necessity ol his every action. 

The king is the slave of history. In the events of history, so-called 
great men arc nierely tags that supply a name to the event, and have 
quite as little connection with the event itself as the tag. 

Every one of their actions, though apparently performed by their 
own free will, is, in its historical significance, out of the scope of voli- 
tion, and is correlated with the whole trend of history: and is, conse- 
quently, preordairu'd from all eternity. 


II 

On the tenth of June, Napoleon started from Dresden, where he had 
been for three weeks the center of a court composed of princes, dukes, 
kings, and at least one emperc^r. 

Before his departure, Napoleon show^ed his favor to the princes, 
kings, and the emperor who deserved it; he turned a cold shoulder 
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on the kings and princes who had incurred his displeasure; he gave the 
Empress of Austria pearls and diamonds which he called his own, 
though they had been stolen from other kings, and then tenderly em- 
bracing the Empress Maria Louisa, as the historian terms her, left her 
licartbroken by his absence, which seemed to her— now that she con- 
sidered herself his consort, although he had another consort left behind 
in Paris— was too hard to be endured. 

Although the diplomats stoutly maintained their belief in the pos- 
sibility of peace and were working heartily for this end; although 
Napoleon himself wrote a letter to the Emperor Alexander, calling him 
monsieur my brother and sincerely assuring him that he had no desire 
lor war, and that he would always love and respect him— still, he was 
off for the army, and at every station was issuing new orders to expedite 
the movement of the troops from west to cast. He traveled in a calash 
drawn by six horses and accompanied by his pages, aides, and an escort, 
took the route through Posen, Thorn, Danzig, and Kdnigsberg. The 
army was moving from the west to the east, and relays of fresh horses 
bore him in the same direction. On the twenty-second of June he over- 
took the army and spent the night in the Vilkovik forest on the estate 
of a Polish count, wdiere quarters had been made ready for him. 

On the following day, outstripping the army, he drove to the Niemen; 
and, for the purpose of reconnoitering the spot where the army was to 
cross, he put on a Polish unilonn and went down to the banks of the 
liver. 

When he saw on the other side the Cossacks, and the wide-flung 
steppes, in the center of which was Moscow, the holy city, Napoleon 
unexpectedly gave orders for the advance, and on the next day the 
troops began to cross the Niemen. 

Early on the morning of the twenty-fourth he emerged from his tent, 
which had been pitched on the steep left bank of the river, and looked 
through his field glass at the torrents of his troops pouring forth from the 
Vilkovik forest and streaming across the three bridges thrown over 
the Niemen. The troops were aware of the })rescnce of the cmperc^r; 
they searched fc^r him with their eyes, and wdicn they discovered him 
on the cliff, standing in front of his tent, and disiinguished from his suite 
bv his figure, in an overcoat and cockcxl hat, they threw their caps in 
the air and shouted, “Long live the enq^eror!” The faces of all bore 
OIK' universal expression of delight at the beginning of the long-expected 
campaign, and of enthusiasm and devotion for the man in the gray 
overcoat standing on the hill. 

On the twenty-fifth of June a small thoroughbred Arab steed was 
brought to Napoleon, and he mounted and set off at a gallop down 
to one of the bridges over the Niemen, greeted all the way by enthusi- 
astic acclamations which he tolerated because it was impossible to 
prevent the men from expressing by these shouts their love for him. 
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He rode across the bridge, which shook under his horse's hoofs, and 
on reaching the farther side turned abruptly to the left and galloped 
off in the direction of Kovno, preceded by his mounted guards. On 
reaching the broad river Vistula, he reined in his horse near a regiment 
of Polish Uhlans that was halted on the bank. 

“Hurrahl" shouted the Poles enthusiastically, as they fell out of line, 
elbowing one another in their efforts to get a sight of him. Napoleon 
contemplated the river, then dismounted and sat down on a log which 
happened to be lying on the bank. At a mute signal, his telescope was 
handed him; he rested it on the shoulder of one ol his pages who came 
forward beaming with delight, and he began to reconnoiter the other 
shore. Then he remained lost in study of a map spread out over the 
driftwood. Without lifting his head, he said something and two of his 
aides galloped off toward the Polish Uhlans. 

llie order was that they should find a ford and cross to the other side. 

The Polish colonel who commanded the Uhlans, a handsome old 
man, flushing, and stumbling in his sjieech from excitement, asked the 
aide-de-camp whether he might be permitted to swim the river with 
his men, instead of trying to find the ford. He was evidently as appie 
hensive of receiving a refusal as a schoolboy who asks yiermission to ride 
on horseback; and what he craved was the chance to swim the rivei 
under his emperor’s eyes. 

The aide-de-camp replied that in all probability the emperor would 
not be disjileased witli this excess of /eal. 

As soon as tlie aide-de-camp had said this, the old mustached officer, 
with beaming lace and gleaming eyes, waved his sword and cried hur- 
rah! And, Ol dering his Uhlans to follow him, he plunged spurs into his 
horse and dashed down to the river. The w^ater was cold, and the swilt 
nc‘ss of the current made the passage difficidt. Hundreds of Uhlans 
galloped after him. 1 he Uhlans clung to one another, in case they were 
dismounted liom their horses. Several of the horses were drowned, and 
some of the men; others endeavored to swim, one clinging to his saddle, 
another to his hoi se's mane. Idieir endeavor was to swim to the farther 
side, and, although there was a ford only a tew hundred yards below, 
they were proud of swimming and drowning in that river under the eye 
of a man who sat on the log and did not even notice what they were 
doingl 

It was nothing new in his experience that his presence in any corner 
of the world, in the deserts of Africa as well as in the Muscovite steppes, 
was sufficient to stimulate and drive men into senseless self-sacrifice. 
He commanded a horse to be brought, and rode back to his bivouac. 

Forty Uhlans were drowned in the river, although boats were sent to 
their aid. The majority gave up the task and returned to the side from 
which they had started. The colonel and a few of the men swam across 
the river, and with great difficulty crept up on the farther shore. But 
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as soon as they were on the land, though their garments were streaming 
with water, they shouted hurrah 1 gazing with enthusiasm at the spot 
where Napoleon had been but from which he had vanished, and 
counting themselves fortunate. 

In the afternoon, after making arrangements for procuring with all 
possible dispatch the counterfeit Russian money that had been pre- 
pared for use in Russia; and after issuing an order to shoot a certain 
Saxon, who, in a letter that had been intercepted, gave information in 
regard to the disposition of the French army; Napoleon, in still a third 
order, caused the Polish colonel who had quite needlessly flung himself 
into the river to be enrolled in the Legion of Honor, of which he himself 
was the head. 

Qrws vult perdere—dementat. (Whom God would destroy, he first 
makes mad.) 


Ill 

The Russian emperor, meantime, had now been for more than a 
month at Vilna, superintending reviews and maneuvers. Nothing was 
ready for the war, though all Iiad foreseen that it was coming, and 
tlioLigh the emperor had left Petersburg to prepare for it. 

The longer the emperor stayed at Vilna, the less ready for the war were 
they who had grown weary of expecting it. The whole purpose of those 
who surrounded the sovereign seemed directed toward making him pass 
the time agreeably and forget about the imjrending conflict. 

After a scries of balls and festivities given by Polish magnates and by 
the emperor himself, one of the Polish adjutants general proposed in 
June that the imperial stall should give a banquet and ball in his 
majesty’s honor. Count llenigsen, a landed proprietor of the Vilna 
government, tendered the use of his country house for the festivity. 

On the very day when orders were given by Napoleon to cross the 
Niemen, and the vanguard of his army drove back the Cossacks and 
crossed the Russian frontier, Alexander was spending the evening at 
Count Benigsen’s villa, at a ball given by his staff! 

It w^as a gay, brilliant occasion. Connoisseurs in such matters declared 
that seldom had so many pretty women been gathered in one place. 
Countess Bezukhof, who with other Russian ladies had followed the 
sovereign from Petersburg to Vilna, was at this ball, her ^mple so-called 
Russian beauty quite putting into the shade the more refined and 
delicate Polish ladies. She attracted much attention, and the sovereign 
condescended to dance with her. 

Boris Drubetskoy, having left his wife in Moscow, was also present 
at this ball, ‘'as a bachelor”; and, although not an adjutant general, he 
'vas a participant in the festivities by virtue of having subscribed a large 
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sum toward the expenses. Boris was now a rich man who had arrived 
at high honors and no longer required patronage, but stood on an equal 
footing with those of his own age, no matter how lofty their rank 
might be. 

He met Helene at Vilna, not having seen her for some time; but he 
made no reference to the past. As Helene was “enjoying the favor" of a 
very influential individual, and Boris had not been long married, they 
met as good old friends. 

At midnight they were still dancing. Helene, finding no partner to 
her taste, had herself proposed to Boris that they should dance the 
mazurka together. They were in the third set. Boris, with cool indiffer- 
encfe glancing at Helene’s dazzling bare shoulders, set off by a dark 
gauze dress shot with gold, was talking about old acquaintances; and, 
at the same time, neither she nor anyone else observed that not for a 
single second did he cease to watch the emperor, who was in the same 
hall. The emperor was not dancing; he was standing in the doorway, 
and addressing now to one and now to another those gracious words 
which he, of all men, alone had the art of speaking. 

Just before the beginning of the mazurka, Boris noticed that Adjutant 
General Balashof, who stood on terms of special intimacy with the 
sovereign, approached him as he was talking with a Polish lady, and 
contrary to court etiquette stood waiting at a short distance from him. 
While still talking, the sovereign looked up inquiringly, and evidently 
perceiving that only weighty considerations would have caused Balashof 
to art thus, he gave the lady a slight bow and turned to Balashof. 

At Balashoi’s very first words an expression like amazement came 
over the sovereign’s face. He took Balashof ’s arm and crossed the ball- 
room with him, so absorbed that he did not notice how the company 
parted, making a son of lane about seven yards wide through which 
he passed. 

While Boris continued to perform the proper figures of the mazurka, 
he was continually tortured by the thought of what ne^vs Balashof had 
brought and how he might get hold of it before the others. 

In the figure, when he had to choose a lady, he whispered to Helene 
that he wanted to get the Countess Potocka, who he believed had gone 
out on the balcony. Hastily crossing the parquet floor, he slipped out 
the open door into the garden; and there, perceiving the sovereign 
walking along the terrace in company with Balashof, he stepped to one 
side. The sovereign and Balashof were directing their steps toward the 
door. Boris, pretending that in spite of all his efforts he had not time to 
get out of the way, respectfully crowded up against the side of the door 
and bow^d. 

The sovereign, with the agitated face of a man personally offended, 
uttered these words: 

“To make war against Russia without any declaration! I will never 
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consent to peace so long as a single armed foe remains in my landl” It 
seemed to Boris that the sovereign took a delight in uttering these 
words; he was satisfied with the form in whicli his thought was couched, 
but he was annoyed that Boris had overheard him. “Let not a word of 
this be known," he added, with a frown. Boris understood that this was 
a hint to him and, closing his eyes, he again bowed slightly. The sov- 
ereign returned to the ballroom and remained for about half an hour 
longer. 

Boris was the first to learn the news that the French army had crossed 
the Niemen; and, turning his luck to good use, he made several im- 
poitant personages think that many things concealed from the others 
were known to him, and thereby succeeded in rising still higher in their 
estimation. 

The next day, the following note was written to Napoleon: 

My Brother: I learned yesterday that, notwithstanding the 
fidelity with which I have adhered to my engagements toward your 
majesty, your troops have crossed the Russian Irontier; and I have 
this moment received from Petersburg a note wherein Count 
Lauriston, in order to explain this aggression, announced that 
your majesty considered himself at war with me from the time 
that Prince Kurakin demanded his passports. ... My ambassador 
was never authorized to take this step, as he himself explicitly 
declared; and, as soon as I was informed of it, I manifested the 
extent of my disapproval by ordering him to remain at his post. 

It your majesty is not obstinately bent upon shedding the blood of 
our peoples through a misunderstanding of this sort, and will con- 
sent to withdraw your troops from the Russian territory, I will 
regard what has passed as nonexistent, and we may arrive at some 
understanding. In the opposite case, your majesty, I shall be com- 
pelled to repulse an attack which I have done nothing to provoke. 
There is still a chance for your majesty to avoid the calamities of 
a new war. 


I am, etc. 

(Signed) Ai.exander. 


IV 

On the twenty-fifth of June at two o’clock in the morning, the sov- 
ereign, having summoned Balashof and read aloud his letter to 
Napoleon, ordered him to deliver it to the French emperor in person. 
In dispatching Balashof, the sovereign once more repeated what he had 
said about not making peace so long as a single armed foe remained on 
Russian soil, and he ordered him to quote these exact words to 
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Napoleon. The sovereign did not incorporate this threat in his letter 
to Napoleon because his tact made him feel that they were inappro- 
priate at a moment when last efforts were being made for reconciliation; 
but he strenuously commanded Balashof to repeat them to Napoleon 
verbally. 

Balashof, accompanied by a bugler and two Cossacks, set off that very 
same night and by daybreak reached the village of Rykonty on the 
Russian side of the Nicmen, where the French vanguard was stationed. 
He was brought to a halt by the French sentinels. A noncommissioned 
officer of hussars, in a crimson uniform and shaggy cap, challenged the 
approaching envoy and ordered him to halt. Balashof did not come 
instantly to a pause, but continued to advance at a footpace along the 
road. 

The subaltern, scowling and muttering some abusive epithet, blocked 
Balashof’s way with his horse and rudely shouted to the Russian general, 
asking if he were deaf, that he paid no attention to what was said to 
him. Balashof gave his name. The subaltern sent a soldier to the officer 
in command. Paying no further heed to Balashof, the noncommissioned 
officer began to talk with his comrades concerning their private affairs 
and did not even look at the Russian general. 

It was an absolutely new experience for Balashof, accustomed to 
close proximity to the very fountainhead of power and might-having 
expel ieiued, only three hours before, a personal conversation with his 
sovereign, and having been universally treated with respect— to find, 
here on Russian soil, this hostile and peculiarly disrespectful display 
of brutal insolence. 

A French colonel of hussars, evidently just out of bed, came riding 
up from the village on a handsome, well-fed gray horse, accompanied 
by two hussars. The officer, the soldiers and their horses had an appear- 
ance of content and jauntiness. 

The French colonel with difficulty overcame a fit of yawning, but he 
was courteous and evidently appreciated BalashoPs high dignity. He 
conducted him past his soldiers inside the lines, and informed him that 
his desire to have a personal interview with the emperor would in all 
probability be immediately granted, since the imperial headquarters, 
he believed, were not far distant. 

The sun had now risen, and was shining brightly on the vivid green 
of the fields. They had just passed a tavern on a hillside when they saw, 
coming up the hill to meet them, a little band of horsemen, in front of 
whom rode a tall man in a red cloak and a plumed hat, under which 
dark locks fell to his shoulders. He bestrode a coal-black horse whose 
trappings glittered in the sun, and his long legs were thrust forward 
in the fashion affected by French riders. This man came at a gallop 
toward Balashof, his plumes and gems and gold lace flashing in the 
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bright June sun. lulner, the French colonel, said in a deferential 
whisper, “The King of Naples.” 

This was indeed Murat, who was still called the King of Naples. 
Although it was wholly incomprehensible in what respect he was the 
King of Naples, still he bore that title; and he himself was convinced of 
its validity, and consequently assumed a more majestic and important 
aspect than ever before. But, though he firmly believed that he was 
King of Naples, and was grieved for the sorrow his faithful subjects 
must suffer in losing him, still when he was commanded to enter the 
military service again, and especially since his meeting with Napoleon 
at Danzig, when his august brother-in-law had said to him, “I made 
you king to reign in my way, not in yours,” he had cheerfully taken up 
(he business which he understood so well, and, like a carriage horse, 
driven but not overworked, feeling himself in harness, he was frisky 
even between the shafts and, decked out in the most gorgeous and costly 
manner possible, he galloped gaily and contentedly along the Polish 
highway, not knowing wliither or wherefore. 

As soon as he approached the Russian general he threw his head 
back in royal fashion, and solemnly, with his black curls flowing down 
o\er his shoulders, looked inquiringly at the French colonel. The 
colonel respectfully explained to his majesty Balashof’s errand, though 
he could not pronounce his name. 

“Dc Bal-ma-cheve,” said the king, his self-con fidcnce helping him 
10 overcome the difficulty that had floored the colonel. “Charmed to 
make your acquaintance, general,” he added, with a royally gracious 
gesture. 

The moment the king began to speak loud and rapidly all the kingly 
dignity instantly deserted him and, without his suspecting such a thing 
himself, changed into a tone of good-natured familiarity. He laid his 
hand on the withers of Balashofs horse. 

“Well, general, everything looks like war, it seems,” said he, as if he 
regretted a state of things concerning which he was in no position to 
judge. 

“Sire,” replied Balashof, “the emperor, my sovereign, has no desire 
for war, and, as your majesty sees,” said Balashof, and thus he went on, 
with unavoidable affectation, repeating the title “your majesty” at 
every opportunity. 

Murat's face glowed with stupid satisfaction while he listened to 
Monsieur de Balachoff. But royautS oblige; and he felt that it was indis- 
pensable for him, as king and ally, to converse with Alexander's envoy, 
on matters of state. He dismounted, and taking Balashof's arm and 
drawing him a few paces aside, he began to walk up and down with 
him, trying to speak with great authority. He informed him that the 
Emperor Napoleon was offended by the demand made upon him to 
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withdraw his forces from Prussia; especially as this demand was made 
publicly, and therefore was an insult to the dignity of France. 

Balashof said that there was nothing insulting in this demand, 
'‘Because — " 

Murat interrupted him. 

“So then you do not consider the Emperor Alexander as the instigator 
of the war?” he asked suddenly, with a good-naturedly foolish smile. 

Balashof explained why he really supposed that Napoleon was the 
aggressor. 

“Ah, my dear general,” again exclaimed Murat, interrupting him, 
“I desire, with all my heart, that the emperors should come to a mutual 
understanding, and that the war, begun in spite of me, should be 
brought to a termination as soon as possible,” said he, in the tone of 
servants who wish to remain good friends, though their masters may 
quarrel. And he proceeded to make inquiries about the grand duke 
and the state of his health, and recalled the good times they had enjoyed 
together at Naples. Then suddenly, as if remembering his kingly 
dignity, Murat drew himself up haughtily, struck the same attitude 
in which he had stood during his coronation, and, waving his right 
hand, said: “I will not detain you longer, general; I wish you all success 
in your mission”; and then, with his embroidered red mantle and 
plumes fluttering, and his precious trinkets glittering in the sun, he 
rejoined his suite, which had been respectfully waiting for him. 

Balashof went on his way, expecting, from what Murat said, to be 
very speedily presented to Napoleon himself. But instead of any such 
speedy meeting with Napoleon, the sentinels of Davoust's infantry 
corps detained him again at the next village— just as he had been halted 
at the outposts— until an aide of the corps commander, who was sent 
for, conducted him to Marshal Davoust in the village. 

Davoust was the Enq^eior Napoleon's Arakcheyef— Arakcheycf except 
in cowardice: just as punctilious and cruel, and aware of no other way 
of manifesting his devotion than by cruelty. 

In the meclianism of state, such men arc necessary, just as wolves arc 
necessary in the plan of nature; and they always exist and manifest 
themselves and maintain themselves, however incompatible their pres- 
ence and proximity to the chief power may seem. Only this indis- 
pensability can exjdain how Arakcheyef— a cruel man, who personally 
pulled out the mustaches of grenadiers, and who because of weak nerves 
could not endure any danger, and was ill-bred and ungentlemanly— 
could maintain power and influence over a character so chivalrous, 
noble, and affectionate as Alexander's. 

In the barn attached to a peasant's cottage, Balashof found Marshal 
Davoust, sitting on a keg and busily engaged in clerk's business (he 
was verifying accounts). An aide stood near him. He might have found 
better accommodations; but Marshal Davoust was one of those men 
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who purposely made the conditions of life as disagreeable as possible 
for themselves, in order to have an excuse for being themselves dis- 
agreeable. He buried himself more deeply than ever in his work 
when the Russian general appeared. He glanced over his spectacles at 
Balashof’s face, which was still glowing under the impression of die 
beautiful morning and the meeting with Murat, but he did not get 
up or even stir. He put on a still more portentous frown, and smiled 
sardonically. 

Noticing the impression produced on Balashof by this reception, 
Davoust raised his head and chillingly demanded what he wanted. 

Supposing that this insulting reception was given him because 
Davoust did not know that he was the Emperor Alexander’s adjutant- 
general and what was more, his envoy to Napoleon, Balashof hastened 
to inform him of his name and mission. Contrary to his expectation, 
Davoust, after listening to Balashof's communication, became still more 
gruff and rude. 

"Where is the letter?" he demanded. "Give it to me; I will send it 
to the emperor." 

Balashof replied that he was ordered to give the package personally 
to the emperor. 

"Your emperor’s orders are carried out in your army; but here," 
said Davoust, "you must do as you are told." 

Balashof took out the envelope containing the sovereign’s note and 
laid it on the table— a table improvised of a door, with the torn hinges 
still protruding, laid on a couple of barrels. Davoust took the envelope 
and read the superscription. 

"You have a perfect right to treat me with respect or not to treat 
me with respect," said Balashof. "But permit me to remark that I have 
the honor of being one of his majesty’s aides." 

Davoust gazed at him without saying a word; but a trace of annoy- 
ance and confusion betrayed in Balashof’s face evidently afforded him 
gratification. 

"All due respect will be shown you," said he; and, placing the 
envelope in his pocket, he left the barn. 

A moment later the marshal’s aide. Monsieur de Castrier, made his ap- 
pearance and conducted Balashof to the lodgings made ready for him; 
Balashof dined that same day with the marshal, in the barn, the 
boards on the barrels serving as the table. Early in the morning of 
the following day Davoust came and, taking Balashof to one side, told 
him confidentially that he was requested to stay where he was; though 
if the baggage train received orders to advance, he was to advance 
'^ith it, and not to communicate with anyone except with Monsieur 
de Castrier. 

At the end of four days of solitude, of tedium, of consciousness of 
his helplessness and insignificance all the more palpable after the 
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environment of power to which he had so recently been accustomed, 
alter a number of transfers with the marshal’s baggage and the French 
forces which occupied the whole region, Balashof was brought back 
to Vilna, now in possession of the French. 

Napoleon received Balashof in the same house in Vilna from which 
Alexander had dispatched him. 


V 

riiouGH Balashof was accustomed to court magnificence, the sump 
tuousness and display of Napoleon’s court surprised him. Count 
Furenne conducted him into the great drawing-room, where a throng 
of generals, chamberlains and Polish magnates, many of whom Balashof 
had seen at court during the sojourn of the Russian emperor, were in 
waiting. Duroc told the Russian general that the Emperor Napoleon 
would receive him before going out to ride. 

At the end of some moments of expectation, the chamberlain on 
duty came into the great drawing-room, and, bowing courteously, in- 
vited Balashof to follow him. 

Balashof passed into a small reception room which opened into the 
study— into the very same study where the Russian emperor had given 
him his directions. Balashof stood two minutes waiting. Then cjiiick 
steps were heard in the other room. The folding doors were hastily 
flung open. All was silent, and then firm, resolute steps were heard 
coming from the study; it was Napoleon. Fie had only just finished 
dressing for riding. He was in a blue uniform coat throw^n open over 
a white waistcoat which covered the rotundity of his abdomen; he 
wore while chamois-skin breeches that fitted tightly over the stout 
thighs of his short legs, and Hessian boots. His short hair had evidently 
only just been brushed, but one lock of hair hung down over the 
renter of his broad brow. His white, puffy neck was in sharp contrast 
wdth the dark collar of his uniform coat; he exhaled a strong ocloi 
of eau de Cologne. On his plump and youthful-looking face with 
its prominent chin was an expression of gracious, imperially majestic 
condescension. 

He came in, giving little quick jerks as he walked along, and holding 
his head rather high. His whole figure, thickset and short, with his 
broad, stout shoulders and with the abdomen and breast involuntarily 
thrust forward, had that portly, stately carriage which men of forty 
who have lived in comfort arc apt to have. Moreover, it was evident 
that on this particular day he was in excellent spirits. 

He inclined his head in response to Balashof’s low and respectful 
bow; and, approaching him, began immediately to speak like a man 
who values every moment of his time and does not condescend to make 
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set speeches, but is convinced in his own mind that he always speaks 
well and to the point. 

“How are you, general?" said he. “I have received the Emperor 
Alexander's letter which you brought, and I am very glad to see you." 

He scrutinized Balashof's face with his large eyes and then immedi- 
ately looked past him. It was evident that Balashof's personality did 
not interest him in the least. It was evident that only what came into 
his own mind had any interest for him. Everything outside of him had 
no consequence because, as it seemed to him, everything in the world 
depended on his will alone. 

“I do not desire war, and I have not desired it," said he. “But I have 
been driven to it, Even now"— he laid a strong stress on the word— 
“I am ready to accept any explanation you can offer." 

And he began clearly and explicitly to state the giounds for his dis- 
satisfaction with the Russian government. Judging by the calm, mod- 
erate, and even friendly tone in which the French emperor spoke, 
Balashof was firmly convinced that he was anxious for peace and 
intended to enter into negotiations. 

“Sire, the emperor my master—" 

Balashof began his long-prepared speech when Napoleon, having 
finished what he liad to say, looked inquiringly at the Russian envoy; 
hut the look in the cmpeior’s eyes, fastened on him, confused him. 
You are confused— regain your self-possession, Napoleon seemed to say 
as he glanced with a hardly perceptible smile at Balashof's unilorm 
and sword. 

Having said all that he had been empowered to say, Balashof declared 
that the Emperor Alexander desired peace, but that he would not 
enter into negotiations except on condition that— here Balashof stopped 
shoit. He recollected the words that the Emperor Alexander haci not 
incorporated in the letter but had strenuously insisted should he in- 
serted in the order to Saltuikof and had commanded Balashof to repeat 
to Napoleon. Balashof remembered the.se words, “so long as an armed 
loe remains on Russian soil,” but some complicated feeling restrainc’d 
him. He found it impossible to repeat the words, in spite of his desire 
to do so. 

He hesitated, and said, “On condition that the French troops retire 
beyond the Niemcn." 

Napoleon remarked Balashof's confusion as he said those last words. 
His face twitched; the calf of his left leg began to trer;ihle nervously. 
Not stirring from the place where he was standing, he began to speak 
in a Iiighcr key and more rapidly than before. 

“I desire peace no less than the Emperor Alexander,” said he. “Have 
I not for eighteen months done everything to preserve it? I have been 
waiting eighteen months for an explanation. But what is demanded 
of me before negotiations can begin?" he asked, with a frown, and 
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emphasizing his question with an energetic gesture of his little, white, 
plump hand. 

“The withdrawal of the troops beyond the Niemen, sire,” replied 
Balashof. 

“Beyond the Niemen,” repeated Napoleon. “So that is all that is 
wanted now, is it?— ‘beyond the Niemen,' merely beyond the Niemen/’ 
insisted Napoleon, looking straight at Balashof. 

Balashof respectfully inclined his head. 

“Four months ago the demand was to evacuate Pomerania, but now 
all that is required is to retire beyond the Niemen.” Napoleon abruptly 
turned away and began to pace up and down the room. "You say that 
it is demanded of me to retire beyond the Niemen before there can be 
any attempt at negotiations; but in exactly the same way two months 
ago all that was required of me was to retire beyond the Oder and the 
Vistula, and yet you can still think of negotiating?” 

He walked in silence from one corner of the room to the other, and 
then stopped in front of Balashof. Balashof noticed that his left leg 
trembled even faster than before, and his face seemed petrified in its 
sternness of expression. This trembling of his left calf Napoleon himself 
was aware of. He afterwards said, “The vibration of my left calf is a 
significant omen with me.” 

“Any propositions to abandon the Oder or the Vistula may be made 
to the Prince of Baden, but not to me,” Napoleon almost screamed, 
the words seeming to take him by surprise. “If you were to give me 
Petersburg and Moscow, I would not accept such conditions. You have 
said that I began this war. But who went to his army first? The Emperor 
Alexander, and not I. And you propose negotiations when I have spent 
millions, when you have made an alliance with England, and when 
your position is ciitical— you now offer to negotiate with mel But what 
!5 the object of your alliance with England? What has she given you?” 
he asked hurriedly, evidently now making no effoi t to show the advan- 
tages of concluding peace and discussing the possibility of it, but only 
to prove his own probity and power and Alexander’s mistakes and 
blundering statecraft. 

His first remarks were evidently intended to show the advantage of 
his position and to prove that, nevertheless, he would be willing to ha\e 
negotiations opened again. But he was now fairly launched in his 
declaration, and the longer he spoke the less able he was to control 
the current of his discourse. The whole aim of his words now seemed 
to exalt himself and to humiliate Alexander, which was precisely what 
he least of all wished to do at the beginning of the interview. 

“It is said you have concluded peace with the Turks?” 

Balashof bent his head affirmatively. “Peace has been dec—” he began: 
but Napoleon gave him no chance to speak. It was plain that he wished 
to have the floor to himself, and he went on talking with that eloquence 
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and unrestrained irritability to which mcii who have been spoiled are 
so prone. 

‘‘Yes, I know that you have concluded peace with the Turks, and 
without securing Moldavia and Valakhia. But I would have given 
your sovereign these provinces, just as I gave him Finland I Yes," he 
went on to say, ‘‘I promised the Emperor Alexander the provinces of 
Moldavia and Valakhia, and I would have given them to him; but now 
he will not have those beautiful provinces. He could have annexed 
them, and in his reign alone he would have made Russia spread from 
the Gulf of Bothnia to the mouths of the Danube. Catherine the Great 
could not have done more," exclaimed Napoleon, growing more and 
more excited as he strode up and down the room, and repeating to 
Balashof almost the same words he had said to Alexander himself at 
Tilsit. "All this my friendship could have brought him! Oh, what 
a glorious reign! What a glorious reign!" he repeated several limes. He 
paused and took out a gold snuffbox, and greedily sniffed at it. ‘‘What 
a glorious reign the Emperor Alexander’s might have been!" 

He gave Balashof a compassionate look, but as soon as the general 
started to make some remark, Napoleon hastened to interrupt him 
again. 

"What could he have wished or sought for that he would not have 
secured through my friendship?" Napoleon asked, shrugging his shoul- 
ders in perplexity. "No; he preferred to surround himself wilh my 
enemies, and what enemies!" pursued Napoleon. "He has attached to 
himself Steins, Armleldts, Benigsens, Winzengerodes! Stein, a traitor 
banished from his own country; Armfeldt, a scoundrel and intriguer; 
Win/engerode, a fugitive French subject; Benigsen, a rather better 
soldier than the others, but still incapable, who had no idea how to 
act in 1807 . . . and what sort of part is your young sovereign playing 
in this abominable throng? They are compromising him and making 
him responsible for everything that takes place. A sovereign has no right 
to be with his army unless he is a general," said he, evidently intending 
these words to be taken as a direct challenge to the Russian emperor. 
Napoleon was well aware how desirous the Emperor Alexander was to 
be a military commander. 

"The campaign is not a week old, and you could not defend Vilna. 
You arc cut in two and driven out of the Polish pi ovine cs. Your army 
is already grumbling." 

"On the contrary, your majesty," said Balashof, scarcely lemembering 
what had been said to him, and finding it hard to follow this pyro- 
technic of words, "the troops are full of zeal." 

"I know all about it," said Napoleon, interrupting him. "I know 
the whole story; and I know' the contingent of your battalions as well 
as I know my own. You have not two hundred thousand men; and I 
have three times as many. I give you my word of honor," said Napoleon, 
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forgetting that his word of honor carried very little weight, ‘*I give 
you my word of honor that I have five hundred and thirty thousand 
men on this side of the Vistula. The Turks will be no help to you; 
they are never of any use; and they have proved this by making peacr 
with you. The Swedes—it is their fate to be ruled by madmen. Their 
king was crazy; they got rid of him, and chose another, Bernadotte, who 
instantly lost his wits; because it is sure proof of madness if a Swede 
enters into alliance with Russia.** 

Napoleon uttered this with a vicious sneer, and again carried the 
snuffbox to his nose. 

To each of Napoleon’s propositions Balashof was ready and willing 
to give an answer; he kept making the gestures of a man who has 
something to say; but Napoleon gave him no chance to speak. 

“But what do I care for your allies?*' demanded Napoleon. “I too 
have allies— these Poles, eighty thousand of them; they fight like lions, 
and there will be two hundred thousand of them.** 

And, probably still more excited by the fact that in making this 
statement he was uttering a palpable falsehood, and by Balashof stand- 
ing there in silent submission to his fate, he abruptly turned back, 
came close to Balashof, and making rapid and energetic gestures with 
his white hands, he almost screamed: 

“Understand! If you incite Prussia against me, I assure you, I will 
wipe her off rlie map of Eurcjpe,** said he. his face pale and distorted 
with rage, and energetically striking one white hand against the other. 
“Yes, and 1 will drive you beyond the Dvina and the Dnieper; and 
I wdll again set up against you that barrier which Europe was stupid 
and blind enough to permit to be overthrown. That is what will become 
()l you, that is what you will have lost in alienating me,” said he, and 
once more paced the rcjom in silence a number of times, jerking his 
stout shoulclers. 

He replaced his snuffbox in his waistcoat pocket, took it out again, 
carried it to his nose several times, and halted directly in front of 
Balashof. He stood thus without speaking, and gazed directly into 
Balashof ’s eyes with a mocking expression; then he said, in a low tone: 

“What a gloricms reign your master might have had!" 

Balashof, finding it imperative to make some answer, declared that 
affairs did nc3t present themselves to the eyes of the Russians in so 
gloomy a light. Napoleon said nothing, but continued to look at him 
with the same mocking expiession, and apparently had not heard what 
he said. Balashof declared that in Russia the highest hopes were enter- 
tained of the issue of the war. Napoleon nodded condescendingly, as 
much as to say, 7 know it is your duty to say so, but you do not believe 
it; rny arguments have co?wincrd you. 

When Balashof had ended his speech, Napoleon once more raised 
his snuffbox, took a sniff from it, and then stamped twice on the floor 



as a signal. The door was flung open; a chamberlain, respectfully 
approaching, handed the emperor his hat and gloves; another brought 
him his handkerchief. Napoleon, not even looking at him, addressed 
Balashof: 

“Assure the Emperor Alexander, in my name,'' said he, as he took 
his hat, “that I esteem him as warmly as before, I know him thoroughly, 
and I highly appreciate his lofty qualities. I will not detain you longer, 
general; you will receive my letter to the emperor." 

And Napoleon swiftly disappeared through the door. All in the 
reception room hurried forward and down the stairs. 

After all that Napoleon had said to him, after those explosions of 
wrath, and after those last words spoken so (oldly, “I will not detain 
you longer, general; you will t eceive my letter to the emperor," Balashof 
was convinced that Napoleon not only would have no further desire 
to see him, but would rather avoid seeing him, a humiliated envoy, 
and, what was more, a witness of his undignified heat. But, to his 
amazement, he received through Duroc an invitation to dine that day 
with the emperor. 

At dinner, Napoleon had Balashof seated next to himself, and treated 
him not only cordially, but even as if he considered him one of his 
own courtiers, one of those who sympathized with his plans and re- 
joiced in his successes. Among other topics of conversation he brought 
lip Moscow, and began to ask Balashof about the Russian capital, not 
merely as an inquisitive traveler asks about a new place which he has 
in mind to visit, but as if he was convinced that Balashof, as a Russian, 
must be flattered by his curiosity. 

“How many inhabitants are there in Moscow? How many houses? 
Is it a fact that Moscow is called ‘Holy Moscow’? How many churches 
are there in Moscow?’’ he asked. 

And when told that there were upward of two hundred, he asked: 

“What is the good of such a flock of churches?" 

“The Russians are very religious," leplied Balashof. 

“Nevertheless, a great number of monasteries and churches is always 
a sign that a people are back waul," said Napoleon. 

Balashof respectfully begged leave to differ from the French em- 
peror’s opinion. “Every country has its own customs," said he. 

“But nowhere else in Europe is there anything like it," remarked 
Napoleon. 

“I beg your majesty’s pardon," replied Balashof. “In Spain as well 
as in Russia there are many monasteries and churches." 

This reply of Balashof’s, which hinted at the recent defeat of the 
French in Spain, was highly appreciated when Balashof repeated it 
at the Emperor Alexander's court; but it was very little appreciated at 
Napoleon’s table, and passed unnoticed. 

There is a familiar state of mind that comes over a man after dinner 
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and, acting with greater force than all the dictates of mere reason, 
compels him to be satisfied with himself and to consider all men his 
friends. Napoleon was now in this comfortable mental condition. It 
seemed to him that he was surrounded by men who adored him. He 
was persuaded that even Balashof, after having eaten dinner with him, 
was his friend and worshiper. Napoleon addressed him with a pleasant 
and slightly satirical smile: 

“This is the very room, I am informed, that the Emperor Alexander 
used. Strange, isn’t it, general?" he asked, evidently not having any 
idea that such a remark could fail to be agreeable to his guest, as it 
insinuated that he, Napoleon, was superior to Alexander. 

Balashof bowed and signified that he was anxious to withdraw, and 
that he listened simply because he could not help listening to what 
Napoleon said. But Napoleon paid no heed to this gesture; he addressed 
Balashof not as his enemy’s envoy, but as a man who was for the time 
being entirely devoted to him and must needs rejoice in the humiliation 
of his former master. 

“And why has the Emperor Alexander assumed the command of his 
forces? What is the reason of it? War is my trade, and his is to rule 
and not to command armies. Why has he taken upon him such 
responsibilities?" 

Napoleon again took his snuffbox, silently strode several times from 
one end of the room to the other, and then suddenly and unexpectedly 
went straight up to Balashof, and with a slight smile he unhesitatingly, 
swiftly, simply— as if he were doing something not only important, but 
even rather agreeable to Balashof— put his hand into the Russian 
general’s face and, taking hold of his ear, gave it a little pull, the smile 
being on his lips alone. 

To have one’s ear [julled by the emperor was considered the greatest 
honor and favor at the French court. 

“Well, have you notliing to say, admirer and courtier of the Emperor 
Alexander?" asked Napoleon, as if it were an absurdity in his presence 
to be courtier and admirer of anyone except himself. “Are the horses 
ready for the general?" he added, slightly bending his head in answer 
to Balashof’s bow. “Give him mine, he has far to go." 

The letter inti listed to Balashof was the last that Napoleon ever 
wrote to Alexander. All the particulars of the interview were com- 
inunicated to the Russian emperor, and the war began. 


VI 


After his interview with Pierre, Prince Andrei went to Petersburg 
on business, as he told his relatives, but in reality to find Prince Anatol 
Kuragin there, since he considered it his duty to fight him. But Kuragin. 
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about whom he inquired as soon as he reached Petersburg, was no 
longer there. Pierre had sent word to his brother-in-law that Prince 
Andrei was in search of him. Anatol Kuragin had immediately secured 
an appointment from the minister of war and gone to the Moldavian 
army. 

During this visit to Petersburg, Prince Andrei met Kutuzof, his 
former general, who was always well disposed to him, and Kutuzof 
j)roposed that he should go with him to the Moldavian army, of which 
the old general had been appointed commandcr-in-chief. Prince Andrei, 
liaving thereupon received his appointment as one of the commander's 
staff, started for Turkey. 

Prince Andrei felt that it would not be becoming to write Kuragin 
and challenge him. Having no new pretext for a duel, he felt that a 
challenge from him would compromise Natasha, and therefore he 
sought for a personal interview with Kuragin, when he hoped he would 
be able to invent some new pretext for the duel. But in Turkey, too, 
he failed to meet Kuragin, who had returned to Russia as soon as he 
learned of Prince Andrei’s arrival. 

In a new country and under new conditions life began to seem easier 
to Prince Andrei. After the faithlessness of his betrothed, which had 
affected him all the more seriously because of his endeavor to conceal 
the grief it had caused him, the conditions of life in which he had 
found so much happiness had grown painful to him, and still more 
painful the very freedom and independence that he had so prized in 
the past. He now concerned himself solely with the narrowest and most 
practical interests, entirely disconnected with the past. 

Of all the activities that offered themselves to his choice, the military 
service was the simplest and best known to him. 

When in 1812 the news of the war with Napoleon reached Bucharest 
-where for tw^o months Kutuzof had been living, spending his days 
and nights with his Wallachian mistress— Prince Andrei asked his per- 
mission to be transferred to the western army. Kutuzof, already weary 
of Bolkonsky’s activity, which was a constant reproach to his own 
indolence, wdllingly granted the request and gave him a commission 
to Barclay tie Tolly. 

Before joining the army, which during the month of May was en- 
canijicd at Drissa, Prince Andrei drove to Lisiya Gori, which was 
directly in his route, being only two miles from the Smolensk high- 
way. 

During the last three years of Prince Andrei's life there had been 
so many changes— he had thought so much, felt so much, seen so much, 
for he had traveled through both the East and the West— that he felt 
a sense of strangeness, of unexpected amazement, to find at I asiya Gori 
the same old manner of life, even to the smallest details. As he entered 
the driveway and passed the stone gates that guarded his paternal 
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home, it seemed as if it were an enchanted castle where everything was 
fast asleep. The same sobriety, the same neatness, the same quietude, 
reigned in the house; the same furniture, the same walls, the same 
sounds, the same odor, and the same timid faces, only grown a little 
older. 

Princess Maria was the same timid, plain person, only grown into 
an old maid and living out the best years of her life in fear and eternal 
moral sufferings, without profit and without happiness. Bourienne was 
the same coquettish, self-satisfied creature, cheerfully getting profit our 
of every moment of her life, and consoling herself with the most e\ 
uberant hopes; only it seemed to Prince Andrei that she showed an 
increased self-assurance. 

The tutor, Dessalles, whom Prince Andrei had brought from Switzer 
land, wore an overcoat of Russian cut; his unmanageable tongue in 
volved itself in Russian speech with the servants, but otherwise he 
was the same pious and pedantic tutor of somewhat limited intel- 
ligence. 

The only physical change in the old prince was a gap left in one 
corner of his mouth, caused by the loss of a tooth; in character, lu‘ 
was just the same as before, except for an accentuation of his ugl\ 
temper and his distrust in the genuineness of everything happening in 
the world. 

Nikolusha, with his rosy cheeks and dark, curly hair, had been the 
one person to grow and change; and when he laughed and was merry 
he unconsciously lifted the upper lip of his pretty little niouth, Just as 
the lamented princess, his mother, had done. He alone refused to obey 
the laws of immutability in this enchanted, sleeping castle. 

But tliougli externally everything remained as it had always been, 
the internal relations of all these people had altered since Prince Andrei 
had seen them. The members of the household were divided into two 
alien and hostile camps which made common cause now simply because 
he was there— for his sake changing i\te ordinary course of their lives. 
To the one parly belonged the old prince, Bourienne, and the architect, 
to the other, Princess Maria, Dessalles, Nikolusha, and all the women 
of the establishment. 

During his brief stay at Lisiya Gori, all the family dined together; but 
it was awkward for them all, and Prince Andrei felt that he was a guest 
for whose sake an exception was made, and that his presence was a 
constraint on them. At dinner the first day, Prince Andrei, instinctively 
feeling this, was taciturn; and the old prince, remarking the unnat- 
uralness of his behavior, also relapsed into a moody silence and retired 
to his room immediately after dinner. When, later. Prince Andrei 
joined him there and, with the idea of entertaining him, began to tell 
him about the young Count Kamiensky’s campaign, the old prince 
unexpectedly broke into a tirade against Princess Maria, blaming her 
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for her superstition and for her dislike of Mile. Bourienne, who, ac- 
cording to him, was the only person truly devoted to him. 

The old prince attributed his feeble health entirely to Princess Maria, 
insisting that she continually annoyed and exasperated him; and that 
by her injudicious coddling and foolish talk she was spoiling the little 
Prince Nikoluslia. The old prince was perfectly well aware that it was 
he who tormented his daughter and made her life exceedingly trying; 
but he was also convinced that he could not help tormenting her, and 
that she deserved it. 

“Why does not Prince Andrei, who sees how things are, say anything 
to me about his sister?” wondered the old prince. ‘‘He thinks, I suppose, 
that I am a wicked monster, or an old idiot, who has unreasonably 
estranged himself from his daughter and taken a Frenchwoman in her 
place. He does not understand; and so I must explain to him, and he 
must listen to me,” thought the old prince. And he began to expound 
the reasons that made it impossible to endure his daughter's absurd 
character. 

“Since you ask my opinion,” said Prince Andrei, not looking at his 
(ather— for he was condemning him for the first time in his life— ‘‘though 
1 did not wish to talk about it; since you ask me, however, I will tell 
you frankly my opinion. If there is any misunderstanding and discord 
between you and Maria, I could never blame her for it, for I know 
how she loves and reveres you. And if yon ask me further,” pursued 
Pririfc Andrei, giving way to his irritation because of late he had be- 
come exceedingly prone to fits of irritation, ‘‘then I have one thing to 
sav: If there is any such misunderstanding, the cause of it is that vulgar 
wonjan, who is unworthy to be my sister's companion.” 

rhe old man at first ga/ed at his son with staring eyes, and, by his 
forced smile, uncovered the new gap caused by the loss of the tooth, 
to which Prince Andrei could not accustom himself. 

‘‘Whai companion, my dear? Hal Have you already been talking 
that ovei? Hal” 

‘‘My dear father, 1 do not wish to judge you,” said Prince Andrei, in 
a sliarp and angry voice; ‘‘bur you have driven me to it; and I have 
said, and always shall say, that Princess Maria is not to blame, the little 
Frenchwoman is to blartic.” 

‘‘Hal you condemn mel you condemn mel” cried the old man, in a 
subdued voice, and with what seemed confusion to Prince Andrei; but 
then suddenly he sprang up, and screamed: 

‘‘Away! away with you! Don't dare to come here again!” 

Prince Andrei intended to take his departure immediately; but 
Princess Maria begged him to stay another day. He did not meet his 
father that day; the old prince stayed in his room and admitted no 
one except Mile. Bourienne and Tikhon; but he inquired several times 
whether his son had yet gone. 
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On the following day, just before dinner, Prince Andrei went to his 
little son's apartment. The blooming lad, with his curly hair just like 
his mother's, sat on his knee. Prince Andrei began to tell him the story 
of Bluebeard; but right in the midst of it he lost the thread and fell 
into a brown study. He did not give a thought to this pretty little lad, 
his son, while he held him on his knee, but he was thinking about 
himself. With a sense of horror, he sought and failed to find any remorse 
in the fact that he had exasperated his father, or any regret that he 
was about to leave him— after the first quarrel they had ever had. More 
serious than all else was his discovery that he did not feel the affection 
for his son which he hoped to arouse, as of old, by caressing the lad 
and taking him on his knee. “Well, go on, papal" said the boy. 

Prince Andrei, without responding, set him down from his knees and 
left the room. The moment Prince Andrei suspended his daily occu- 
pations, and especially the moment he encountered the former con- 
ditions of his life, in which he had been engaged in the old, happy 
days, the anguish of life took possession of him with fresh force; and 
he made all haste to leave the scene of these recollections and to find 
occupation as soon as possible. 

"Are you really going, Andrei?" asked his sister. 

"Thank God I can go," replied Prince Andrei. "I am very sorry that 
you cannot also." 

"What makes you say that?" exclaimed his sister. "Why do you say 
that, now that you are going to this terrible war? and he is so oldl Mile. 
Bourienne told me that he had asked about you." 

As soon as she recalled this subject, her lips trembled, and the tears 
rained down her checks. Prince Andrei turned away and began to pace 
up and down the room. 

"Old my God I my Godl" he cried. "And how can you believe that 
anyone— that such a contemptible creature can bring unhappiness to 
othersl" he exclaimed, with such an outburst of anger that it frightened 
Princess Maria. She understood that in speaking of "such contemptible 
creatures" he had reference not alone to Mile. Bourienne, who had 
caused him misery, but also to that man who had destroyed his 
happiness. 

"Andreil one tiling I want to ask you; I beg of you," said she, lightly 
touching his elbow and gazing at him with her eyes shining through 
her tears. "I understand you." Princess Maria dropped her eyes. "Do 
not think tlial sorrow is caused by men. Men are His instruments." 
She gazed somewhat above her brother’s head, with that confident look 
that people have who are accustomed to look at the place where they 
know a portrait hangs. "Sorrow is sent by Him, and comes not from 
men. Men are His instruments; they are not accountable. If it seems 
to you that anyone is culpable toward you, forget it and forgive. We 
have no right to punish. And you will find happiness in forgiving." 

41s 



‘‘If I were a woman I would, Marial Forgiveness is a woman’s virtue. 
But a man has no right and no power to forgive and forget,” said he, 
and although he was not at that instant thinking of Kuragin, all his 
unsatisfied vengeance suddenly surged up in his heart. “If Princess 
Maria at this late day urges me to forgive, it is proof positive that I 
ought long ago to have punished,” he said to himself. And not stopping 
to argue with his sister, he began to dream of that joyful moment of 
revenge when he would meet Kuragin, who (as he knew) had gone to 
the army. 

Princess Maria urged her brother to delay his journey yet another 
day, assuring him how unhappy her father would be if Andrei went 
off without a reconciliation w^ith him; but Prince Andrei replied that 
in all probability he would soon return from the army, that he would 
certainly write to his father, and that now the longer he stayed the 
more bitter this quarrel would become. 

“Adieu, Andrei I remember that sorrows come from God, and that 
men are never accountable for them”; those were the last words his 
sister said as they bade each other farewell. 

“Such is our fatel” said Prince Andrei to himself as he turned out 
of the avenue of the Lisiya Gori mansion. “Slie, poor innocent creature, 
is left to be devoured by this crazy old man. The old man is conscious 
that he is doing wrong, but he cannot change his nature. My little 
lad is growing up and enjoying life, though he will become like all the 
rest of us, deceivers or deceived. I am going to the army— for what 
purpose I myself do not know— and I am anxious to meet a man whom 
1 despise, so as to give him a chance to kill me and exult over me.” 

In days gone by the same conditions of life had existed, but in some 
way everything was knit together; now everything was falling apart. 
Isolated, illogical thoughts, devoid of connection, arose one after 
another in Prince Andrei’s mind. 


VII 

Prince Andrei reached the army headquarters toward the first of July. 
The troops of the first division, commanded by the sovereign in person, 
WTre intrenched in a fortified camp on the Drissa; the troops of the 
second division were in retreat, though they were endeavoring to join 
the first, from which, as the report went, they had been cut off by a 
strong force of the French. All were dissatisfied with the general conduct 
of military affairs in the Russian army; but no one ever dreamed that 
any of the Russian provinces would be invaded, and no one supposed 
that the war would be carried beyond the western section of Poland. 

Prince Andrei found Barclay de Tolly on the bank of the Drissa. He 
gave Bolkonsky a dry and chilling welcome, and, speaking with a 



strong German accent, told him that he would have to send in his 
name to the sovereign for any definite assignment, but proposed that 
for the time being he should remain on his staff. 

Anatol Kuragin, whom Prince Andrei expected to find with the 
army, was no longer there; he had gone to Petersburg, and this news 
was agreeable to Bolkonsky. He was absorbed in the interest of being 
at the very center of a mighty war which was just beginning, and he 
was glad to be for a short time freed from the provocation which the 
thought of Kuragin produced in him. 

While the sovereign was still at Vilna, the troops had been divided 
into three armies: the first was placed under command of Barclay dc 
Tolly; the second under the command of Bagration; the third undei 
command of Tormascjf. 

The emperor was present with the first division, bin not in his ca- 
pacity as commander-in-chief. In the orders of the day it was simplv 
announced that the sovereign would not take command, but would 
merely be present with ilie ainiy. Moreover, the sovereign had no 
personal staff, as would have bcc'ii the case had he been commander- 
in-chief, but only a staff appropriate to the imperial headquarters. 
Attached to him were ilie chief of the imperial staff, the General- 
Quartermaster Prince Volkonsky, generals, adjiiiants, diplomatic offi- 
cials, and a great throng of foreigners; but these did not form a military 
staff. Bc\sides these thc're were attached to his person, but without special 
functions, Arakcheycl, the ex-minister of war; Count Benigsen, with 
the rank of senior general; the grand duke and heir apparent, Kon- 
stantin Pavlovitch; Count Rumyanisef; the Chancellor Stein, who had 
been minister in Prussia; Armfeldt, a Swedish genc'ral; Pfuhl, the 
principal originator of the plan of the cani[)aign; Paulucci, adjutant- 
general and a Sardinian refugee; Woltzogen and many others. 

Although tlie^e individuals were present without any special military 
function, still bv their peculiar ]:>osition they wielded a powerful 
influence, and ohentimes the chief of the corps, and even the coin- 
mander-in-chiel, did not know wliether such and stub an order, couched 
in the form ol a piece of advice, emanated from the speaker or the 
sovereign, and w^hclher it was incumbent on him to carry it out. 

Amid all the j)lans and voices in this tremendous, restless, brilliant, 
and haughty world, Prince Andrei distinguished the following sharply 
outlined subdivisions of tendencies and parties. 

The first party consisted of Phihl and his followct s, military theorists, 
who believed that there was a science of war, and that this science 
had its immutable laws— tlie laws for oblique movements lor outflank- 
ing, and so on. Pfuhl and his followers insisted on retreating into the 
interior of the country, according to definite jninciples j)rescTibed b^ 
the so-called science of war, and in every departure Irom this theory 
they saw nothing but barbarism, ignorance or evil intentions. To this 
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party belong the German princes and Woltzogen, Winzengerode, and 
others— notably the Germans. 

The second party was diametrically opposed to the first. And, as 
always happens, they went to quite opposite extremes. The men of 
this party were those who insisted on making Vilna the base of a di- 
version into Poland and demanded to be freed from all preconceived 
plans. Not only were the leaders of this party the representatives of 
the boldest activity, but at the same time they were also the repre- 
sentatives of nationalism, in consequence of which they showed all 
the more urgency in maintaining their side of the dispute. Such were 
the Russians Bagration, Yermolof— who was just beginning to come 
into prominence— and many others. It was at this time that Yerinolors 
lanions jest was quoted extensively: It was said that he asked the 
einjHTor to grant him the favor of promoting him to be a German I 
The men of this party recalled Suvorof, and declared that there was no 
need to make plans or mark the map with pins, but to fight, to bear 
the foe, not to let him enter Russia, and not to let (he at my lose heart. 

The third party, in which the sovereign placed the greatest confi 
(l^aire, consi.stcd of those courtiers who tried to find a compromise 
between the two opposed schools. These men— for the most part ci- 
vilians, and Arakcheyef was of their number— thought and talked as 
111(11 usually talk who have no convictions but do not wish to show 
ili(‘ir opportunism. They declared that unquestionably the war, espe- 
(ially against such a genius as Bonaparte— they called him Bonaj)artc 
again— demand(‘d the profoundest consideration and a thorough knowl- 
edge of the military science, and in this respect Pfuhl was endowed 
wiiJi genius; but, at the .same lime, it was neces.sary to acknowledge 
1 licit thc(jrists were often one-.sided, and, therefore, it was impossible 
to have perfect confidence in them; it w^as best to heed also what IMuhl's 
antagonists had to say, and also what was said by men who had had 
p)rartical experience in military affairs, and then to balance twcj. 

The fourth group was the one of which the conspicuous represent- 
ative was the grand duke, the Tscsarevitch Konstantin, heir apj^arent 
to the throne, who could not forget his disappointment at the liattle 
of Austerlit/— when he rode out at the head of his guards dressed in 
helmet and dress jacket as for a parade, expecting to drive the French 
valiantly before him, and unexpectedly finding him.self at the very 
front— was involuntarily involved in the general confusion and rout. 
The men of this party showed in their opinions both sincerity and 
lack of sincerity. They were afraid of Napoleon; they saw that he was 
strong while they were weak, and they had no hesitation in saying so. 
They said: 

“Nothing but misfortune, ignominy and defeat will come out of 
ibis. Here w^e have abandtmed Vilna; we have abandoned Vitebsk; we 
must abandon the Drissa in like manner. The only reasonable thing 
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left for us is to conclude peace, and as speedily as possible, before ive 
are driven out of Petersburg.” 

A fifth party was formed by those who were partisans of Barclay de 
Tolly, not as a man but simply because he was minister of war and 
commander-in-chief. These said: “Whatever he is”— and that was the 
way they always began— “he is an honest, capable man, and he has no 
superior. Give him actual power, because the war can never come to 
any successful issue without someone in sole control, and then he will 
show what he can do, just as he proved it in Finland. If our army is 
well organized and powerful (and it made the retreat to the Drissa 
without suffering any loss), we owe it to this Barclay alone. If now 
Barclay is replaced by Benigsen, all will go to rack and ruin, because 
Benigsen made an exhibition of his incapacity in 1807.” 

A sixth party— the Benigsenists— claimed the contrary; that there was 
no one more capable and experienced than Benigsen, “and, however 
far they go out of his way, they’ll have to return to him. Let them make 
their mistakes nowl” And the men of this party argued that our whole 
retreat to the Drissa was a disgraceful defeat and an uninterrupted 
series of blunders. 

The seventh party consisted of such men as always flourish around 
young monarchs— and the Emperor Alexander had a remarkable num- 
ber of such— namely, generals and adjutants who were passionately 
devoted to their sovereign, not as an emperor but as a man whom 
they worshiped heartily and disinterestedly, just as Rostof had wor- 
shiped him in 1805, and who saw in him not only all virtues but all 
human (|ualiiics. These men, although they praised their sovereign’s 
modesty in declining to assume the duties of commander-in-chief, still 
criticized this excess of modesty, and had only one desire: That their 
adored monarch overcome his excessive lack of confidence in himself 
and openly announce that he would take his place at the head ol his 
armies, gather around him the appropriate staff of a commander-in- 
chief, and while consvdting in cases of necessity with theorists and 
practical men of experience, himself lead his troops, who by this mere 
fact would be roused to the highest pitch of enthusiasm. 

The eighth and by all odds the largest group of men, which in com- 
parison with the others all put together would rank as ninety-nine to 
one, consisted of men who desired neitlier peace nor war nor offensive 
operations, nor a defensive camp on the Drissa nor anywhere else, nor 
Barclay, nor the sovereign, nor Pfuhl, nor Benigsen, but simply wished 
one and the same essential thing: tlie utmost possible advancement and 
entertainment for themselves. 

Just about the time Prince Andrei arrived at the army, still a ninth 
party was forming out of all these others, and beginning to let its voice 
be heard. This was the party of veteran statesmen, men of sound wisdom 
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and experience, who shared in none of all these contradictory opinions 
and were able to look impartially upon all that was going on at head- 
quarters and to devise means for escaping from this vagueness, inde- 
cision, confusion, and weakness. 

The men of this party said and thought that nothing but mischief 
resulted preeminently from the presence of the sovereign with a mili- 
tary court at the front, introducing into the army that indeterminate, 
conditional and fluctuating irregularity of relations which, however 
useful at court, was ruinous to the troops; that it was the monarch's 
business to govern and not to direct the army; that the only cure for 
all these troubles was for the sovereign and his court to take their de- 
parture; that the mere fact of the emperor's presence paralyzed the 
movements of fifty thousand men who were required lo protect him 
from personal peril; that the most incompetent general-in-chief, if he 
were independent, would be better than the best, hampered by the 
sovereign's presence. 

While Prince Andrei was at Drissa without stated position, Shishkof, 
the imperial secretary, who was one of the chief members of this faction, 
wrote the sovereign a letter which Balashof and Arakcheyef agreed to 
sign. Taking advantage of the permission accorded him by the sovereign 
to make suggestions concerning the general course of events, he respect- 
fully, and under the pretext that it was necessary for the sovereign to 
rouse the people of the capital to fresh enthusiasm for this war, pro- 
posed in the letter that he should leave the army. 

The mission of fanning the enthusiasm of the people and of sum- 
moning them to defend the fatherland, the very thing that led to the 
ultimate triumph of Russia— and his personal presence in Moscow 
contributed largely to this end— was therefore offered to the emperor 
and accepted by him as a pretext for taking his departure from the army. 

The earnest and absurdly opinionated Pfuhl aroused the most sym- 
pathy in Prince Andrei. He alone evidently sought no personal ad- 
vantage, nor had he any hatred of anyone. He simply desired that his 
plan, elaborated from a theory he had deduced from his studies during 
long years, should be carried into execution. He was ridiculous; his 
use of sarcasm made him disagreeable; but at the same time he awak- 
ened involuntary respect by his boundless devotion to an idea. 

Besides, all except Pfuhl had one common feature that had never 
been manifested in the council of war in the year 1805, and this was 
the secret but panic fear— dissembled— of Napoleon’s genius; it showed 
itself in every argument. They took it for granted that Napoleon could 
do anything. They looked for him on every side, and by his terrible 
name each one of them demolished the proposals of the other. Pfuhl 
alone, it seemed, regarded even Napoleon as a barbarian, like all the 
other opponents of his theory. 
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Pfuhl awakened in Prince Andrei a feeling of pity as well as of 
respect. It was plain to see that the others knew, and he himself felt, 
that his fall was at hand. Although he did his best to dissimulate it 
under the guise of exasperation and scorn, he was in despair, because 
his only chance of showing his theory on a tremendous scale, and 
proving its value before all the world, was slipping from him. 

Prince Andrei, listening to this polyglot debate and these proposi- 
tions, plans and counterplans, and outcries, was amazed. The idea that 
had early and often suggested itself to him during the period of his 
former military service— that there was not, and could not be, any sudi 
thing as a military science, and consequently could not be any so-called 
military genius— now seemed to him a truth beyond doubt. 

“How can there be any theory and science in a matter where the 
conditions and circumstances are unknown and cannot be determined 
—in which the force employed by those who make the war is still less 
capable of measurement.^ No one can possibly know what will be the 
position of our army and that of the enemy’s a day from now, and 
no one can know what is the force of this or that division. Sometimes, 
when there is no coward in the front to cry, ‘We are cut offl’ and !o 
start the panic, and there is a jovial, audacious man there to shout, 
‘Hurrah!’ a division of five thousand is worth thirty thousand, as was 
the case at Sdidngraben; and sometimes fifty thousand will fly before 
eight, as happened at Austcrlitz. What science, then, can there be in 
such a business, where nothing can be predetermined, as in any prac- 
tical business, and where everything depends on numberless conditions, 
the resolving of which will come at some one moment, but when, no 
one can possibly foretell. Armfeldt says that our army is cut off, and 
Paulucci declares that we have got the French army between two fires. 
Michaud says that the uselessness of the camp on the Drissa consists in 
this, that the river is back of it; while Pfuhl declares that therein lies 
its strength. Toll |)rop()ses one plan, Armfeldt proposes another, and 
all are good and all ate bad. and the advantages of each and every 
proposition can be proved only at the moment when the event occurs.” 


VIII 

Rostof, before the opening of the campaign, received a letter from 
his parents in whidi. after briefly announcing Natasha’s illness and 
the rupture of the eng.igemcnt with Prince Andrei— this rupture, the\ 
explained, was Natasha’s own work— they again urged him to retire 
from the service and come home. 

Nikolai, on receipt of this letter, made no attempt to secure either 
a furlough or permission to go upon the retired list, but wrote his 

416 



parents that he was very sorry for Natasha’s illness and breach with 
her fianc^, and that he would do all that he possibly could to fulfil 
their desires. He wrote a separate letter to Sonya. 

“Adored friend of my heart,” he wTote, “nothing except honor could 
keep me from returning home. But just now, at the opening of the 
campaign, 1 should consider myself disgraced not only before all my 
comrades but in my own eyes, if I were to prefer my pleasure to my 
duty, and my love to my country. But this is our last separation. Be 
assured that immediately after the war, if I am alive and you still love 
me, I will give up everything and fly to you to clasp you forever to 
my ardent heartl” 

He was telling the truth— it was only the opening of the campaign 
that detained Nikolai and prevented him from fulhlling his promise 
by at once returning home and marrying Sonya. The autumn at 
Otradnoye, with its fun and games, and the winter with the Christmas 
holidays, and his love for Sonya, had opened up beJore him a whole 
perspective of the pleasures of a country nobleman and of domestic 
contentment which he had never known before and which now beck- 
oned to him with their sweet allurements. 

“A wonderful wife, children, a good pack of hunting dogs, a leash 
of ten or twenty spirited greyhounds, the management of the estate, 
the neighbors, anti service at the elections,” he said to himself. But 
now there was a war in prospect, and he was obliged to remain with 
his regiment. And, since this was a matter of necessity, Nikolai Rostof, 
in accordance with his character, was content with the life he led in 
ihv regiment, and had the skill to arrange it so that it was agreeable. 

During his absence he had been promoted to captain of cavalry, 
and when the regiment was restored to a war footing, with increased 
(oinplement, he was pul in charge of his Jormer squadron. 

The troops evacuated Vilna for various complicated reasons— imperial, 
political, and tactical. At headcjuarters, every step ol tiie retreat w^as 
accompanied by an intricate play of interests, arguments, and passions. 
For the hussars of the Pavlograd regiment, all this backward inovenicnt, 
in the best part of the summer, with abundance of provisions, was a 
simple and enjoyable aflair. At headquarters men might lose heart and 
grow^ nervous and indulge in intrigues to their hearts’ content; but in 
the ranks no one thought of asking where or wherefore they were 
moving. If they indulged in regrets at the retreat, it w'as simply because 
they were compelled to leave pleasant quarters and/ the pretiy Polish 
women. If it occurred to anyone that affairs were going badly, then, as 
became a good soldier, the man who had such a tliought would try to 
be jovial and not think at all of the general course ol events, but only 
of what nearest concerned himself. 

At first they were agreeably situated near Vilna, having jolly 
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acquaintances among the Polish landed proprietors, and constantly 
expecting the sovereign and other commanders highest in station to 
review them, and as constantly being disappointed. 

Then came the order to retire to Swienciany, and to destroy all 
provisions they could not carry away with them. Swienciany was 
memorable to the hussars simply because it was the “drunken camp,” 
as the entire army called it from their stay at the place, and because 
many complaints had been made of the troops' having taken unfair 
advantage of the order to forage for provisions and had included under 
this head horses and carriages and rugs stolen from the Polish nobles. 
Rostof had a vivid remembrance of Swienciany, because on the first 
day of their arrival there he had dismissed a quartermaster, and had 
not been able to do anything with the men of his squadron, all of 
whom were tipsy, having without his knowledge brought away five 
barrels of old beer. From Swienciany they had retired farther, and 
then farther still, until they reached the Drissa; and then they had 
retired from the Drissa, all the time approaching the Russian frontier. 

On the twenty-fifth of July, the Pavlograd regiment for the first time 
took part in a serious engagement. 

On the twenty-fourth of July, the evening before the engagement, 
there was a severe thunderstorm, with rain and hail. That summer of 
the year 1812 was throughout remarkable for its thundershowers. 

Two squadrons of the Pavlograd regiment had bivouacked in a field 
of rye, already eared but completely trampled down by the horses and 
cattle. It was raining in torrents, and Rostof, with a young officer named 
Ilyin who was his proteg^, was sitting under the shelter of a sort of 
wigwam, extemporized at sliort notice. 

This officer, a lad of only sixteen, had not been very long connected 
with the regiment, and was now in the same relation to Rostof that 
Rostof had borne toward Denisof seven years before. Ilyin had taken 
Rostof as his pattern in every respect, and was in love with him like 
a woman. 

It was three o'clock in the morning, and no one had caught a wink 
of sleep, when the quartermaster made his appearance with orders to 
proceed to the little village of Ostrovno. 

Within half an hour the squadron was drawn up on the road. The 
command was heard: “I’o saddle.” The men crossed themselves and 
proceeded to mount. Rostof, taking the lead, gave the command, 
“March!” and, filing off four abreast, the hussars, wth the sound of 
hoofs splashing in the pools, the clinking of sabers, and subdued con- 
versation, started along the broad road lined with birch trees, following 
the infantry and artillery which had gone on ahead. 

Rostof, during this campaign, had permitted himself to ride a Cossack 
horse instead of his regular horse of the line. Being both a connoisseur 
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and a huntsman, he had recently selected a strong, mettlesome, dun- 
colored pony from the Don, which no one could think of matching in 
a race. 

In days gone by, Rostof, on approaching an engagement, would have 
felt a pang of dismay; now he experienced not the slightest sensation 
of timidity. He was devoid of all fear, not because he was used to fire 
—it is impossible to become used to danger— but rather because he had 
learned to control his heart in the presence of danger. On going into 
an engagement he had trained himself to think about everything except 
the one thing that would have been most absorbing of all— the im- 
pending peril. In spite of all his efforts, in spite of all his self-reproaches 
for his cowardice, during the first term of his service, he had not been 
able to reach this point; but in the course of years it had come of 
itself. He rode now with Ilyin, side by side, between the birch trees, 
occasionally tearing off a leaf from a low-hanging branch, occasionally 
prodding the horse in the groin, occasionally, not even turning round, 
handing his exhausted pipe to the hussar just behind him, with such 
a calm and unconcerned appearance that one would have thought he 
was riding for pleasure. 

He felt a pang of pity when he looked at Ilyin's excited face as he 
rode along, talking fast and nervously. He knew from experience that 
painful state of mind at the expectation of danger and death which the 
young officer was now experiencing, and he knew that nothing but 
time could cure him. 

The squadron outstripped the infantry and artillery which were also 
hurrying forward, plunged down a hill, and, dashing through a village 
deserted by its inhabitants, galloped up a slope on the other side. The 
horses were all of a lather, the men were flushed. 

“Halt! Dress ranks," rang out the command of the division leader at 
the front. "Guide lefti Slow marc hi" again rang the command. And the 
hussars rode along the line of tlic troops toward the left flank of the 
position and drew rein just behind the Russian Uhlans, who were in the 
front rank. At the right stood the Russian infantry in a solid mass; they 
were the reserves; higher up on the slope could be seen in the clear, 
clear atmosphere our cannon shining in the slanting rays of the bright 
morning sun, on the very horizon. 

Forward, beyond a ravine, were heard our infantry, already involved 
in the action and merrily exchanging shots with the enemy. 

Rostof’s heart beat high with joy as he heard the.se sounds which he 
had not heard for many a long day, and which now seemed like the 
notes of the jolliest music. Trap ta-ta-tap, several shots cracked, some- 
times together, suddenly, then rapidly, one after another. 

The hussars stood for about an hour in one place. The cannonade 
had also begun. Count Ostermann and his suite came riding up behind 
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the squadron and, drawing rein, had a short conversation with the 
commander of the regiment, then rode off toward the cannon at the 
height. 

As soon as Ostermann rode away, the Uhlans heard the command: 
"In column; make ready to chargel" 

The infantry in front of them parted their ranks to let the cavalry 
pass. The Uhlans started away, the pennons on their lances waving 
gaily, and down the slope they dashed at a trot, toward the French 
cavalry which began to appear at the foot of the slope at the left. 

As soon as the Uhlans started down the slope, the hussars were ordered 
to move forward and protect the battery on the height. While the 
hussars were stationed in the position before occupied by the Uhlans, 
bullets flew high over their heads, buzzing and humming through the air. 

These sounds, which had not been heard by Rostof for long years, had 
a more pleasing and stimulating influence than the roar ol musketry 
before. Straightening liimself up in the saddle, he scrutinized the battle- 
field spread full before his eyes from the height where he was stationed, 
and his whole heart followed the Uhlans into the charge. 

They had now flown almost down to the French dragoons; there was a 
collision in the smoke, and, at the end of five minutes, the Uhlans were 
being pressed back, not in the same place, indeed, but farther to the 
left. Mixed in wilh the orange-uniformed Uhlans on their chestnut 
horses, and behind them, in a compact mass, could be seen the blue 
French diagoons on their gray horses. 


IX 

Rostof, with his keen huntsman's eye, was one of the first to notice 
these French dragoons in blue [pressing back our Uhlans. Nearer, nearer, 
in disorderly masses, came the Uhlans, and the French dragoons in 
pursuit of them 

Now all could see how these men, dwarfed by the distance, were 
jostling one another, driving one another, and brandishing their arms 
and their sabers. 

Rostof looked down at what was going on as if he were present at a 
hunt. Ilis instinct told him that, if the hussars could now add their 
impetus to that of tlie Idilans, the French dragoons could not stand it: 
but if the blow was to be struck, it had to be done immediately, on the 
instant, otherwise it would be too late. He glanced around; a captain 
stationed near him likewise had his eyes fixed steadfastly on the cavalry 
contest below. 

"Captain 1" said Rostof, "Sec, we might crush them." 

"That would be a dashing piece of work," said the captain, "but 
still ..." 
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Rostof, not waiting to hear his answer, gave spurs to his horse, dashed 
along in front of his squadron, and, before he had even given the word 
for the advance, the whole squadron to a man, feeling exactly wha-t he 
had. dashed after him. 

Rostof himself did not know how and why he did this thing. The 
whole action was as instinctive, as unpremeditated, as if he had been out 
hunting. He saw that the dragoons were near at hand, that they were 
galloping forward in disorderly ranks. He knew that they would not 
withstand a sudden attack; he knew that it was a matter of a single 
moment that would not return if he let it go by. The bullets whizzed 
and whistled around him so stimulatingly, his horse dashed on ahead so 
hotly, that he could not but yield. He plunged the spurs still deeper into 
his horse’s Hanks, shouted his command, and, at that same instant, hear- 
ing behind him the hoof clatter of his squadron breaking into the 
charge at full trot, he gave his horse his head down the hill toward the 
dragoons. No sooner had they reached the bottom of the slope than their 
gait changed involuntarily from trot to gallop, growing ever swifter and 
swifter in proportion as they approached the Uhlans and the French 
dragoons who were driving them back. 

The dragoons were close to them. The foremost, seeing the hussars, 
started to turn; those in the rear jraused. Feeling as if he were galloping 
to cm off an escaping wolf, Rostof, urging his Don pony to his utmost, 
dashed on toward the disconcerted French dragoons. One of the Uhlans 
leined in his horse: one, who had been dismounted, threw himself on 
the ground to escaj)e being crushed; a rideilcss steed dashed in among 
the hussars. Almost all the French dragoons wei e now in full retreat. 

Rostof, selecting one of them mounted on a gray horse, started in pur- 
suit of him. On the way he found himself rushing at a bush; his good 
hoise, without hesitating, took it at a leap; and, almost before Rostof 
had settled himself in his saddle again, he saw that he should within 
a lew seconds overtake the man whom he had selected as his objective. 
This Frenchman, evidently an officer by his uniform, bending forward, 
was urging on his gra) horse, striking him with his salver. A second later 
Rostof’s horse hit the otlier’s rear with his chesi, almost knocking him 
over; and, at the same instant, Rostof, not knowing why, raised his 
saber and struck at the Frenchman. 

The instant he ciid so all Rostof’s excitement suddenly vanished. The 
officer fell, not so much from the effect of the saber stroke, which had 
only scratched him slightly above the elbow, as from the collision of 
the horses and from panic. Rostof pulled up to look for his enemy and 
'<‘e whom he had vanquished. The French officer of dragoons was hop- 
ping along with one foot on the ground and the other entangled in the 
stirrup. His eyes squinting with fear as if he expected each instant to be 
struck dowui again, he was looking up at Rostof with an expression of 
borror. His pale face, covered with mud, fair and young, with dimpled 
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chin and bright blue eyes, was not made for the battlefield— not the face 
of an enemy, but a simple home face. 

Even before Rostof had made up his mind what to do with him, the 
officer cried: *‘I surrender.” In spite of all his efforts he could not extri- 
cate his foot from the stirrup; and still, with frightened blue eyes, he 
kept gazing at Rostof. Some of the hussars who had come galloping up 
freed his foot for him and helped him to mount. The hussars were 
coming back in all directions with dragoons as prisoners: One was 
wounded, but, with his face all covered with blood, would not surrender 
his horse; another was seated on the crupper of a hussar’s horse, with his 
arm around the man’s waist; a third, assisted by a hussar, was clamber- 
ing up on the horse’s back. 

In front the French infantry were in full retreat, firing as they went. 

The hussars swiftly returned to their position with their prisoners. 
Rostof spurred back with the rest, a prey to a peculiarly disagreeable 
feeling that oppressed his heart. A certain vague perplexity, which he 
found it utterly impossible to explain, overcame him when he thought 
of the capture of the young French officer and the blow he had given 
him. 

Count Ostcrmann-Tolstoy met the hussars on their return, sum- 
moned Rostof and thanked him, saying that he should report to the 
sovereign his gallant exploit and recommend him for the cross of 
St. George. When the summons to Count Ostermann came, Rostof 
remembered that the charge had been made without orders; and he 
was therefore fully persuaded that the commander called for him to 
punish him for his prcsuni])tuous action. Ostermann’s flattering words 
and promise of a reward ought to have been all the more agreeable to 
Rostof; but the same vague, disagreeable feeling still tortured his mind. 

“What can it be that troubles me so, I wonder?” he asked himself as 
he rode away from the interview. “Ilyin? No, he is safe and sound. Have 
I anything to be ashamed of? No, nothing of the sort at all”— it was 
an entirely different feeling, like remorse— “Yes, yes, that French officer 
with the dimple. And how distinctly I remember hesitating before I 
raised my arm.’’ 

Rostof saw the prisoners about to be led away, and he galloped up to 
them in order to have another look at the officer with the dimpled cliin. 
He was sitting in his foreign uniform on a hussar’s stallion, and was 
glancing around uneasily. The wound on his arm was scarcely deserving 
of the name. He gave Rostof a hypocritical smile and waved his hand, 
as a sort of salute. Rostof still had the feeling of awkwardness, and 
something seemed to weigh on his conscience. 

All that day and the day following, Rostof’s friends and comrades 
noticed that he was— not exactly gloomy or surly, but taciturn, thought- 
ful, and concentrated. He drank, as it were, under protest, tried to be 
alone, and evidently had something on his mind. 



Rostof spent all the time thinking about his brilliant exploit, which, 
much to his amazement, had given him the cross of St. George, and had 
even given him the reputation of being a hero; and he found it utterly 
incomprehensible. 

“And so they are still more afraid of us than we are of themi” he said 
to himself. “Is this all there is to what is called heroism? Did I do that 
for my country's sake? And wherein was he to blame, with his dimple 
and his blue eyes? And how frightened he was! He thought I was going 
to kill him! My hand trembled; but still they have given me St. George's 
cross. I don't understand it at all, not at all!'' 

But while Nikolai brooded over these questions in his own mind, and 
still failed to find any adequate solution of what was so confusing to 
him, the wheel of fortune, as so often happens in the military service, 
had been given a turn in his favor. He was promoted after the engage- 
ment at Ostrovno and given command of a battalion of hussars; and 
when there was any need to call on a daring officer, he was given the 
chance. 


Thf. symptoms of Natasha's illness were loss of appetite, sleeplessness, a 
cough, and a constant state of apathy. The doctors declared that it was 
impossible for her to dispense with medical treatment and consequently 
she was kept a prisoner in the sultry air of the city; so that during the 
summer of 1812 the Rostofs did not go to their country estate. 

In spite of the immense quantity of pills, drops, and powders swal- 
lowed by Natasha, out of glass jars and gilt boxes of which Madame 
Sc lioss, who was a great lover of such things, had made a large collection; 
ni spite of being deprived of her customary life in the country, youth at 
I-*'*! got the upper hand: Natasha's sorrow began to disappear under 
the impressions of everyday life; it ceased to lie so painfully on her 
heart, it began to appear past and distant, and Natasha's physical health 
sliowed signs of improvement. 

She scarcely ever went out of the house; and, of those who came to 
call, there was only one man whom she was glad to see, and that was 
Pierre. 

It coula not have been possible for anyone to show more tenderness 
and discretion, and, at the same time, more seriousness, in his treatment 
of her than did Count Bezukhof. Natasha unconsciously felt the spell 
of this affectionate tenderness and therefore took great delight in his 
society. But she was not really grateful to him for his kindness. Pierre's 
goodness seemed to her spontaneous. It seemed to her that it was so 
perfectly natural for Pierre to be kind to everyone that he deserved 
no credit for his goodness. Sometimes Natasha noticed his confusion and 
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awkwardness in her presence, especially when he was anxious to do her 
some favor, or when he was apprehensive lest something in their talk 
might suggest disagreeable recollections. She noticed this and ascribed 
it to his innate kindness and shyness, which, in her opinion, as far as 
she knew, everyone experienced just as she did. 

Since those ambiguous words, “Jf he were free, he would, on his 
knees, sue for her heart and lier hand,” spoken at a moment of such 
painful excitement on her part, Pierre had never made any allusioti 
whatever to his feelings lor Natasha; and as far as she w^as concerned, 
it was evident that those words, so consoling to her at the time, had had 
no more meaning to her than most thoughtless, unconsidcred words 
s[)oken for the consolation of a weeping child. It never entered her head 
that her relations with Pierre might lead to love on her side— much less 
on his— or even to that form of tender, self-acknowledged, poetic friend- 
ship between a man and a woman, of which she had knowm several 
examples; and this was not because Pierre was a married man, but 
because Natasha was conscious that between him and her there existed 
a real barrier of moral obstacles, the absence of which she had realized 
in Kuragin. 

During the first weeks of July more and more disquieting rumors 
about the progress of the war began to be circulated in Moscow: people 
talked about the sovereign’s appeal to his j)CopIe, and about the fact 
that he had left the army and was coming to Moscow. And as the mani- 
festo and summons were not received in Moscow until the twenty-third 
of July, exaggerated reports about them and about the position of 
Russia were current. It was said that the sovereign was coming because 
the army w\is in a critical {K)siiiou; it was said that Smolensk had sui- 
rendered, that Napoleon had a million men, and that only a miracle 
could save Russia. 

The manifesto was received on the twenty-third of July, on a Satur- 
day, but as yet it had not been published; and Pierre, who was at the 
Rostofs', piomised to come to dinner the next day, Sunday, and bring 
tlie manifesto and the proclamation, which he would get from Count 
Rostopchin. 

From the day wdicn Pierre left the Rostofs’ with Natasha’s look ol 
gratitude still fresh in his mind, and gazed at the comet flaming across 
the sky and felt that he had made a new^ discovery, the eternally tor- 
menting cjuestion as to the futility and folly ot all things earthly had 
ceased to occupy his thoughts. This terrible question. Why? Wherefore? 
which formerly had come up before him amid every occupation, had 
now merged itself for him, not into another problem, and not into any 
answer to his cjuestion, but into her image. 

Whether he listened or took the lead himself in trivial conversations, 
whether he read or heard about the baseness and absurdity of men, he 
no longer felt that sense of horror as before; he did not ask himself what 
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caused men to struggle so when life was so short and incomprehensible, 
but he recalled how she looked when he saw her the last time, and all his 
doubts vanished, not because she had given the answer to his questions, 
but because her image instantly lifted him into another realm, serene 
and full of spiritual values, where there could be no question of right 
or wrong— the realm of beauty and love which alone makes life worth 
living. Whatever baseness in life might be brought to his attention, he 
would say to himself: 

“Well, then, let so-and-so plunder the government and the Tsar, and 
let the government and the Tsar load him with honors; but she smiled 
on me last evening, and asked me to come again, and I love her, and 
no one shall ever know it I" 

And his soul became calm and clear. 


XI 

The Rostofs, as usual on Sundays, had some of their intimate friends 
to dine with them. Pierre went early, so as to find them alone. 

Pierre had grown so stout this year that he would have seemed 
monstrous had he not been so tall, so broad-shouldered, and so strong 
that he carried his weight with evidimt ease 

Panting and muitering something to himself, he hurried upstairs 
His coachman no longer thought of asking him whether he should wait 
for him. He knew by this time that when the count was at the Rostofs 
he would stay till midnight. Tlic Rostols’ lackeys cheerfully hastened 
forward to take his cloak and receive liis hat and cane. 

The fiist person he saw was Natasha. Even before he had caught sight 
of her, he heard her singing solieggii in the music room. 

He knew that she had not sung a note since Iier illness, and therefore 
the sound of her voice surpri.sed and delighted him. He gently opened 
the door and saw Natasha in the lilac-colored dress in which she had 
been to Mass, pacing up and down the niorn and singing. She was 
talking with her back toward him when he opened the door, but when 
she turned quickly around and recognized his stout, amazed face, she 
blushed and came swiftly toward him. 

“Count, tell me, is it wrong of me to be singing?” slie asked, with a 
blush, but looking inquiringly into Pierre’s face, without dropping her 
eyes. 

“Nol Why? On the cemtrary . . . but why did you ask me?” 

“I am sure I dc^n’t know,” replied Natasha, quickly: “but I did not 
wish to do anything that you wotdd not approve. I have such perfect 
confidence in you! You dcjn’t know what you mean to me, how much 
vou have done for me!” She spoke rapidly and did not notice how 
Pierre reddened at these weirds. “I saw that he ... I mean Bolkonsky”— 
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she spoke this name in a hurried whisper— “was mentioned in an order; 
so that he is in Russia and serving again. What do you think?” she 
asked, still speaking rapidly, evidently in haste to finish what she had 
to say, lest she should not have the strength necessary to do so. “Will he 
ever forgive me? Will he not always bear me ill will? What do you 
think about it? What do you think about it?” 

“I think,” Pierre began, “I think he has nothing to forgive. ... If I 
were in his place ...” 

By the force of recollection Pierre was in an instant carried back in 
his imagination to that moment when, in order to comfort her, he had 
said that if he were the best man in the world, and free, he would, on 
his knees, ask for her hand; and now the same feeling of pity, tenderness, 
and love took possession of him, and the same words were on his lips. 
But she did not give him time to say them. 

“Yes, you, you/* said she, with a peculiar solemnity, repeating and 
dwelling on the pronoun— “you— that is another thing. I know no man 
who is kinder, nobler, better; and there could not be. If it had not been 
for you, then, and now too, I don't know what would have become of 
me, because ...” the tears suddenly filled her eyes; she turned around, 
held her music before her face, and began to sing her scales, and started 
to walk up and down the room once more. 

At this moment, Petya came running in from the drawing-room. 
Petya was now a handsome, ruddy lad of fifteen, with thick, red lips, 
and looked like Natasha. He was preparing for the university, but 
lately he and his comrade, Obolensky, had secretly resolved that they 
would enter the hussars. 

He s})rang forward to his namesake in order to speak with him about 
this. He had been begging him to find out whether he could be admitted 
to the hussars. Pierre went into the drawing-room, not heeding the lad. 

Petya pulled him by the arm, to attract his attention. 

“Now tell me, count, for heaven's sake, how is my business getting 
on? Is there any hope for us?” asked Petya. 

“Oh, yes, your V)usiness. The hussars, is it? I will inquire about it; I 
will tell you about it, I will tell you the whole story this very day.” 

“Well, now, my dear fellow, have you brought the manifesto?” asked 
the old count. “The ‘little countess' was at Mass at the Razumovskys', 
and heard the new prayer. Very fine, they say I” 

“Yes, I have brought it,” replied Pierre. “The sovereign will be here 
tomorrow. A special meeting of the nobility has been called, and they 
say there is to be a levy of ten out of every thousand. And I congratulate 
you!” 

“Yes, yes, glory to God. Now tell me what is the news from the arm\ ?” 

“We are still retreating. At Smolensk by this time, they say,” replied 
Pierre. 

“My God! My God!” exclaimed the count, “Where is the manifesto?" 
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"The proclamation? Oh, yesi” 

Pierre began to search his pockets for the papers, but could not find 
them. While still rummaging through his pockets, he kissed the hand 
of the countess, who at that moment came in, and he looked around 
uneasily, evidently expecting to see Natasha, who had ceased to sing but 
had not as yet rejoined the others. 

"On my word, I don’t know what I have done with it!” he exclaimed. 

"Well, you’re always losing things,” exclaimed the countess. 

Natasha came in with a softened, agitated expression, and sat down, 
looking at Pierre without speaking. As soon as she appeared, Pierre’s 
face, till tfien darkened with a frown, grew bright, and though he was 
still searching for the papers, he kept looking at her. 

"By heaven! I must have left them at home. I will go after them. Most 
certainly ...” 

"But you will be late to dinner.” 

"Oh! And my coachman has gone too!” 

Sonya, however, who had gone into the anteroom to look for the 
missing papers, found them in Pierre’s hat, where he had carefully 
snick them under the lining. Pierre wanted to read them immediately. 

"No, not till after dinner,” said the old count, evidently anticipating 
the greatest treat in this reading. 

At dinner, during which they drank the health of the new knight of 
St. George in champagne, Shinshin related all the gossip of the town: 
about the illness of the old Prince.ss of Gruzia, and how Metivier had 
disappeared from Moscow, and how they had arrested some German 
and brought him to Rostopchin, claiming that he was a "Frenchie.” 
Count Rostopchin himself had told the story, and how Rostopchin had 
commanded them to let the Frenchie go, assuring the people that he 
was not a slick Frenchman, but simply an old German peasant. 

‘They’ll catch it! Tliey’ll catch it!” said the count; "I have been 
telling the countess that she mustn’t talk French so much. It is not the 
time to do it now.” 

“And have you heard?” proceeded Shin.shin. "Prince Golitsin has 
taken a Russian tutor— to teach him Russian. It is beginning to be 
dangerous to speak French in the street.” 

“Well, count, if tliey are going to mobilize the landwchr, you'll have 
to get on horseback, won't you?” asked the old count, addressing Pierre. 

Pierre was taciturn and thoughtful all during dinner. As il not com- 
prehending, he gazed at the old count when thus addressed. 

“Yes, yes, about the war,” said he. "No! What kind of a soldier should 
1 be? But, after all, how strange everything is! How strange! I can’t 
understand it myself. I don’t know; ray tastes are so far from being 
Juilitary, but as things are now no one can answer for himself.” 

After dinner the count seated himself comfortably in his chair, andr 
wdth a grave face, asked Sonya, who was an accomplished reader, to read. 
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“ ‘To Moscow, our chief capital: 

“ 'The enemy has come with overwhelming force to invade the boun- 
daries of Russia. He is here to destroy our beloved fatherland,* " read 
Sonya, in her clear voice. The count listened with his eyes shut, sighing 
heavily at ceriain passages. 

Natasha, with strained attention, sat looking inquiringly now at her 
father and now at Pierre. 

Pierre was conscious of her glance fastened on him, and strove not to 
look around. The countess shook her head sternly and disapprovingly at 
each enthusiastic expression contained in the manifesto, for everything 
made her sec that the danger threatening her son would not soon pass by. 

Shinshin, with his lips folded in a saturnine smile, was evidently 
making ready to turn into ridicule whatever first gave him a good oppor- 
tunity: Sonya’s reading, or what the count should say, or even the 
proclamation itself, if that offered him a suitable pretext. 

Having read about the perils threatening Russia, the hopes which 
the sovereign placed in Moscow, and especially in its illustrious nobility, 
Sonya, with a trembling voice, which was caused princij^ally by the fact 
that they were followng her so closely, read the following words: 

“ ‘We shall not be slow to take our place amidst our people in this 
(aj)ital, and in other cities of our empire, so as to lead in deliberations 
and to take the direction of all our troops, not only those which are at the 
present time blocking the way of the foe, but also those that are gathei- 
ing to cause his defeat wherever he may show himself. And may the 
destiuciion in which he thinks to involve us react upon his own head, 
and may Euiope, delivered from servitude, magnify the name ol 
Russia I’ ” 

“That’s the talkl’’ cried the count, opening his moist eyes, and several 
limes catching his breath with a noise as if a bottle of strong smelling 
salts had been put to his nose; he went on to say, “Only say the word, 
sire, and we will sacrifice everything without a regret!’’ 

Shinshin had no time to utter the little joke which he had ready at the 
expense of the count’s patriotism before Natasha sprang up from her 
place and ran to her father. 

“How' lovely he is— this papa ol minel" she exclaimed, giving him a 
kiss; and then she glanced at Pierre again with the same unconscious 
coquetry that had come back to her together with her animation 

“What an ardent little patriot she isl’’ cried Shinshin. 

“Not ardent at all, but simply . . . began Natasha, offended. “You 
turn everything into ridicule, but this is no joke.’’ 

“Jokes? Certainly not!” exclaimed the count. “Let him only say the 
word, and we will all follow ... we arc not Germans or . . . ’’ 

“And did you notice,” said Pierre, “that it spoke about ‘delibera- 
tions*?** 

“Well, whatever he is here for . . . ** 
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At that moment Petya, to whom no one had been paying any atten- 
tion, came up to his father, and, all flushed, said, in that voice of his, 
which was now breaking, and was sometimes bass and sometimes treble: 

“Now, then, papa, my mind is perfectly made up— and mama, too, if 
you please— I tell you both my mind is made up; you must let me go into 
the military service, because I cannot . . . and tliat’s the end of it/* 

The countess raised her eyes to heaven in dismay, clasped her hands, 
and turned severely to her husband. 

“Just think what he has said!** 

But the count instantly recovered from his emotion. 

“Well, well!’* said he. “A fine soldier you are! What nonsense! You 
must study!*’ 

“It is not nonsense, papa. Fedya Obolensky is younger than I am, and 
he is going; but, even if he weren’t, I could never think of studying now 
when ...” Petya hesitated, and flushed so that the perspiration stood 
out on his forehead, but still finished— “When the country is in danger.** 

“There! There! Enough of this nonsense!** 

“But you yourself said we would sacrifice everything.** 

“Petya! I tell you hold your tongue!” cried the count, glancing at his 
wife, who had turned white, and was gazing with fixed eyes at her 
youngest son. 

“But I tell you— and here is the count, who will speak about it.** 

“And I tell you it is all rubbish! The milk isn*t dry on your lips yet; 
and here you are wanting to go into the army! Nonsense, I tell you!” 

And the count, gathering up the papers, which he evidently intended 
lo read over again in his study before going to bed, started to leave the 
loom. 

“Count, come and have a smoke.** 

Pierre was in a slate of confusion and uncertainty. Natasha*s un- 
naturally brilliant and animated eyes fixed on him steadily rather than 
.dfectionatcly had brought him into this state. 

“No, thank you, I think I will go home.” 

“What? Go home? I thought you were going to spend the evening 
wiih us. And, besides, you don’t come as often as you did. And this 
girl of mine ...” said the count, affectionately indicating Natasha, “is 
gay only when you are here.” 

“Yes, but I had forgotten something. I must certainly go home. Some 
business,” said Pierre, hastily. 

“Well, then, good-by,” said the old count, and hedeft the room. 

“Why must you go? Why are you so out of spirits? What is it?” asked 
Natasha, looking incjuiringly into Pierre’s eyes. 

“Because I love you!” was what was on his lips to say, but he did not 
say it; he reddened till the tears came, and dropped his eyes. 

“Because it is better for me not to be here so much . . . because . . . No, 
simply because I have some business.” 
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this time Pierre distinctly heard the sovereign's extremely agreeable 
voice, affected with genuine emotion, saying: 

“I have never doubted the devotion of the Russian nobility. But this 
day it has exceeded my expectations. I thank you in the name of the 
fatherland. Gentlemen, let us act— time is more precious than any- 
thing.” 

. . . The sovereign ceased speaking; the throng gathered round him, 
and on every side were heard enthusiastic exclamations. 

“Yes, precious indeed— the Tsar's wordl” said Count Rostof, with a 
sob; he had heard nothing, but put his own interpretation on every- 
thing. 

The sovereign passed from the hall where the nobles were, into that 
where the merchants were gathered. He remained there about ten 
minutes. Pierre and several others saw him on his way Iroin their hall 
with tears of emotion in his eyes. As was learned afterwards, the sov- 
ereign had hardly begun his speech to the merchants before the tears 
had streamed from his eyes, and he had ended it in a voice broken with 
emotion. When Pierre saw him, he was coming out accompanied l)\ 
two merchants. One was an acquaintance of Pierre's— a stout lease 
holder; the other was the city provost, a man with a thin yellow face and 
a peaked beard. r>oth of them wx're in tears. TIu* tliin man wept, bui 
the stoui lease! lolder was sobbing like a child, and kept saying: 

“Take our lives and oui all, your majesty!” 

Pierre at this moment felt no other desire tlian to prove how little he 
trcasuied anything, and that he was ready to make any sacrifice. Learn- 
ing that Count Mamonot had offered a regiment, he immediately an- 
nounced to Count Rostopchin that he would give a thousand men and 
their maintenaiue. 

Old Rostof could not refrain from tears when he told his wife what 
had been done, and he then and there granted Petya's request, and 
went himself to see that his name w^as enrolled. 

The next day tlie sovereign took his departure. All the nobles whu 
had assembled took c^ff their uniforms, once more scattered to their 
homes and their clubs, and, gioaning, gave orders to their overseers 
in regard to the militia, and marveled at what they had done. 
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18 12 



The invasion of Russia progresses with unexpected rapidity. At places 
the French are unopposed: xeherr they meet opposition they overcome 
It with ease. Kutuzof mnhes a stand at Borodino: the result is disputed, 
hut the Russian forces fall back on Moscow in September, 1812. The 
pleasant Russian summer lingers, the weather is comfortable but brisk. 



I T IS now plain to us what caused the destruction of the French army 
in the year 1812. No one will attempt to dispute that the cause of the 
destruction of Napoleon's French troops was, on the one hand, their 
plunging into the depths of Russia too late in the season, and without 
sufficient preparation; and, on the other hand, the character given to 
the war by the burning of the Russian cities, and the consequent 
awakening in the Russian people of hatred against the foe. 

But at that time not only had no one any idea— though now it seems 
so evident— that an army of eight hundred thousand men, the best that 
the world had ever seen, and conducted by the greatest of leaders, could 
only in this way have met with its destruction in a collision with an army 
half its size, inexperienced, and led by inexperienced generals; not 
only no one had any idea of such a thing, but, moreover, all the exertions 
of the Russians were systematically directed toward preventing the only 
thing that could save Russia, and all the exertions of the French, in 
spite of Napoleon’s experience and his so-called military genius, were 
directed toward reaching Moscow by the end of the summer— in other 
words, doing the very thing that was bound to prove his ruin. 

Napoleon, having cut our armies asunder, moved on into the interior 
of the country, and neglected several opportunities for giving battle. 
In August he w^as at Smolensk, and his sole thought was how to advance 
into Russia, although, as we see now, this forward movement was certain 
to destroy him. 

The facts prove that Napoleon did not foresee the risk of an advance 
on Moscow, and that Alexander and the Russian generals had no idea at 
that time of decoying Napoleon, but quite the contrary. 

The luring of Napoleon into the heart of the country was not in 
accordance with any plan— for no one believed in the possibility of such 
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a plan— but came about from a complicated interplay of intrigues, 
desires, and ambitions of the men who took part in this war and had 
no conception of what was destined to be, or what would prove, the 
only salvation of Russia. 

Everything proceeded in the most unexpected way. Our armies were 
divided at the opening of the campaign. We attempted to unite them, 
with the evident aim of giving battle and checking the invasion of the 
enemy; but in trying to effect this union our troops avoided battle 
because the enemy was stronger, and in our involuntary avoidance of 
them we formed an acute angle, and drew the French as far as Smolensk. 
But it is not enough to say that we gave way at an acute angle, because 
the French were moving between our two armies: The angle grew still 
more acute and we retreated still farther because Barclay de Tolly, an 
unpopular German, was odious to Bagration, who had to act under his 
command, and Bagration, the commander of the other army, tried as far 
as possible to delay the conjunction in order not to be under Barclay's 
orders. 

At last, against the wishes of Bagration, the union of the two armies 
was effected at Smolensk. 

Bagration drove in his carriage to the house occupied by Barclay. 
Barclay put on his scarf, came out to meet him, and saluted liim as his 
superior in rank. Bagration, in this conflict of magnanimity, placed 
himself under Barclay’s command, in spite of his superiority of rank, 
but though he took a subordinate position he was still less in agreement 
with him. Bagration, by the sovereign's express order, made direct 
reports. 

He wrote to Arakcheyef: 

My sovereign’s will be done, but I can never woik with the 
minister [Barclay]. For God’s sake send me where you will, give 
me only a single regiment to command, but 1 cannot stay here. 
Headquarters are full of Germans, so that it is impossible for a 
Russian to breathe here, and there is no sense in anything. I 
thought that I w^as serving the sovereign and my country, but 1 am 
really serving Barclay. I confess this docs not suit me. 

The swarm of Brannitskys, of Win zenger odes, and others like them, 
still further poisoned the relations between the two chiefs, and united 
action became more and more impossible. 

They prepared to attack the French at Smolensk. A' general was sent to 
inspect the position. This general, hating Barclay, instead of obeying 
orders went to one of his friends, a corps commander, remained with 
him all day, and returned at night to Barclay to criticize at all points 
a field of battle which he had not even seen. 

While quarrels and intrigues concerning the battlefield were in 
progress, while we were trying to find the French (of whose whereabouts 
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select the place to set up the bed for the night. He went about measuring 
every corner. 

There was no place that seemed to please him, but anything was 
better than his usual couch in his study. This couch was terrible to him, 
apparently because of the trying thoughts that passed through his mind 
as he lay on it. There was no place that satisfied him, but he was best 
of all pleased with the corner in the sitting room behind the piano; he 
had never before slept there. 

Tikhon and a manservant brought in the bedstead and began to make 
the bed. 

“Not that way! Not that wayl“ cried the prince, and with his own 
hand he pushed it an inch or two farther away from the corner, and 
then nearer again. 

“Well, at last I have done everything; let me rest,“ thought the 
prince, and he commanded Tikhon to undress him. 

Painfully scowling at the effort required to take off his caftan and 
pantaloons, the prince at last got undressed and let himself drop 
heavily on his bed, and then seemed lost in thought as he gazed scorn- 
fully at his yellow, shriveled legs. Thought, however, was absent; he 
was merely sluggish about undertaking the labor of lifting those same 
legs and getting them into bed. 

“Ohl What a trial! Why must the end of these labors be so slow in 
coming! Why can’t you leave me in peace?” he said to himself. Screwing 
up his lips, he made the effort for the twenty-thousandth time, and then 
lay down. But he was scarcely on his back before the whole bed suddenly 
began, with slow and regular motion, to rock backward and forward 
as if it were heavily breathing and tossing. This thing happened to him 
almost every night. He o[)cned his eyes, which he had just closed. 

“No repose! Curse it!” he exclaimed, full of fury against something. 
“Yes, yes! There must have been something else of importance, of very 
great importance, which 1 kept till I should go to bed. Was it the bolts.^ 
No, 1 told him about that. No, it was something that happened in fhfc 
drawing-! oom. Princess Maria had some nonsense to repeat— Dessalle# 
—that idiot!— made some remark. There was something in my pocket! 
I can’t remember. . . . Hey, Tikhon! What were we talking about at 
dinner?” 

“About Prince Mikhail ...” 

“Hold your tongue!” 

The prince thumped his hand on the table. “Now I know . . . i‘ 
was Prince Andrei’s letter. Now I will read it.” 

He bade Tikhon fetch him the letter from his pocket and place a 
small table near the bed, with his lemonade and a wax taper, and, 
putting on his spectacles, he began to read. There, as he read the letter 
in the silence of the night by the feeble light of the candle under the 
green shade, he grasped its full meaning. 
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“The French at VitebskI In four inarches they can reach Smolensk; 
maybe tJiey are there now. Hey, Tikhonl" 

Tikhon sprang forward. “No matter! Nothing! nothing!** he cried. 

He slipped the letter under the candlestick and dosed his eyes. 

And there arose before him the Danube ... a brilliant noonday 
. . . the rushes . . . the Russian camp and himself, a young general 
with not a single wrinkle on his face; hale and hearty, gay and ruddy, 
going into Potemkin’s bright-colored tent, and the burning feeling of 
hatred against the “favorite” stirred in him now as violently as it did 
even then. And he recalled all the words which were spoken at his first 
interview with Potemkin. And his fancy brought up before him again 
a stout, short w^oman, with a fat, sallow face—the little mother empress 
-lier smile, her words of flattery, when she for the first time gave him 
audience, and he remembered her face as it appeared on the bier, and 
then the quarrel with Zubof which took place over her coffin over the 
right to kiss her hand. 

“Oh, would that those old times could return, and that the present 
would all come to an end soon . . . that I might at last find rest!” 


I I I 

1-isiVA Gori, Prince Nikolai Bolkonsky’s estate, was situated about forty 
miles from Smolensk and two miles from the Moscow highway. 

That evening, while the prince was giving Alpatitch his commissions, 
Dessalles asked for a few moments’ talk with Princess Maria, and told 
luT that as the prince, her father, was not very well, and refused to 
idopt any measures for their safety, he respectfully advised her to send 
a letter by Alpatitch to the head of the government at Smolensk, asking 
him to let her know the real state of affairs, and the measure of danger 
to which Lisiya Gori was exposed. Dessalles wrote the letter for lier 
to tf)e governor, and she signed it, and it was put into Alpatitch’s hands 
uith strict injunctions to hand it to the governor, and in case the 
d uigcr was urgent to return as soon as possible. 

Having received all his instructions, Alpatitch, in a white beaver 
hat— a gift from the prince— with a walking stick exactly like that ear- 
ned by the prince, went, escorted by all the servants, lo get into the 
leather-hooded carriage to which three fat roan horses had been 
harnessed. 

The bell on the carriage was tied up, and the little harness bells were 
stuffed with paper. The prince would not allow bells to be used at 
Lisiya Gori. But Alpatitch liked the sound of them on a long journey. 
His fellow servants, the communal scribe, the house clerk, the pastry 
took, the scullery maid, two old women, a young groom, the coach- 
man, and a number of other household serfs gathered to see him off. 
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His daughter stuffed back of the seat and under it some calico-covered 
down cushions. His wife’s sister, an old woman, stealthily thrust in a 
small bundle. One of the coachmen helped him settle in his place. 

“Well, well I women's fussiness! Oh, women, women!” he exclaimed, 
puffing and speaking in the same short, hurried way as the old prince 
did; and he took his place in the carriage. 

Arriving on the evening of August sixteenth at Smolensk, Alpatitch 
put up at an inn kept by Ferapontof, across the Dnieper in the 
Gachensky suburb, where he had been accustomed to make his head- 
quarters for the past thirty years. Ferapontof was standing at the street 
door of his shop in a bright cotton shirt and a waistcoat. Catching 
sight of Alpatitch, he came out to meet him. 

“Welcome, Alpatitch. The people are leaving town, and here you 
are coming to town!” exclaimed the landlord. 

“What do you mean? Leaving town?” asked Alpatitch. 

“I mean what I say. The people are fools. They're all afraid of a 
Frenchman!” 

“Woman's chatter! woman's chatter!” grumbled Alpatitch. 

“That’s my opinion, Alpatitch. I tell 'em there’s orders not to let 
him in; so, of course, he won't get in. And yet those peasants ask three 
rubles for a horse and cart. It isn't Christian of ’em!” 

Alpatitch paid little attention to what Ferapontof said. He asked 
for a samovar, and some hay for his horses, and, after he had sipped his 
tea, he went to bed. 

All night long the troops went tramping by the tavern along the 
street. The next morning Alpatitch put on his fine waistcoat, wliich 
he wore only in town, and set out to do his errands. The morning was 
sunny, and at eight o’clock it was already hot. A fine day for harvesting 
the wheat, Alpatitch thought. Beyond the city the sounds of firing 
had been audible since early morning. About eight o'clock a heav\ 
cannonading was heard in addition to the musketry. 

The streets were crowded with people hurrying to and fro; there 
were many soldiers; but, just as usual, cabs were driving about, mer- 
chants were standing at their shop doors, and the morning service was 
going on in the churches. 

Alpatitch did his errands at the shops, at the government offices, ai 
the post office, and at the governor's. At the government offices, at tiu 
shops, at the post office, everywhere, everyone was talking of the wai 
and the enemy, who was even now advancing on the city. Everyoiu 
was asking everyone else what was to be done, and everyone was trying 
to reassure everyone else. 

At the governor's house, Alpatitch found a great throng of peoph • 
Cossacks, and a traveling carriage belonging to the governor. In the 
reception room were merchants, women, and officials, silently exchang- 
ing glances. 
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The governor summoned Alpatitch and said to him hurriedly: 

“Inform the prince and the princess that I knew nothing about it 
at all. However, as the prince is ill, my advice to him is to go to Moscow. 
I am goirig there myself . . . immediately. Tell him ...” 

But the governor did not finish his sentence; an officer, breathless 
and sweating profusely, came rushing in, and hurriedly said something 
in French. An expression of horror crossed the governor's face. 

“Go,” said he, nodding to Alpatitch; and then he began to ply the 
officer with questions. Pitiful, frightened, helpless glances followed 
Alpatitch as he came out of the governor's cabinet. Involuntarily listen- 
ing now to the cannonading, constantly growing nearer and more 
violent, Alpatitch hastened back to the inn. 

People were roaming restlessly about the streets. Trucks, overflowing 
with domestic utensils, chairs, bureaus and furniture of every descrip- 
tion, were coming out of the courtyard gates of the houses and pro- 
ceeding along the streets. At the house next to Ferapontof’s stood a 
mini her of teams, and the women were bidding one another good-by 
and exchanging parting gossip. The house dog barked and frisked 
around the heads of the horses. 

Alpatitch picked up his purchases and gave them to the coachman, 
who came in; then he settlecl his account with the landlord. The sounds 
of carriage wheels, the trampling of the horses and the jingling of 
bells were heard outside the door as the carriage drove up. 

By this time it was late in the afternoon. One side of the street was 
in shadow; the other was still brightly lighted by the sun. Alpatitch 
glanced out of the window and went to the door. Suddenly he heard 
the strange sound of a distant whizzing, and a thud, immediately 
followed by the long reverberating roar of a cannon, which made the 
windows rattle. 

He went out into the street; a couple of men were running down 
toward the bridge. In various directions could be heard the whistling 
and crashing of round shot and the bursting of bombshells falling into 
the city. But these sounds attracted little attention among the citizens 
compared with the roar of the cannonading heard beyond the city. 
This was the bombardment that Napoleon commanded to be opened 
at five o’clock, from one hundred and thirty cannon. The people at 
fh'st did not realize the significance of this bombardment. The crash 
of falling shells and cannonballs at first awakened only curiosity. 

The cook and a shopkeeper came down to the g^tes. All looked with 
eager curiosity at the projectiles flying over their heads. Around the 
corner came several men, talking with great animation. 

“Now, that was something. What forcel” one was saying. “Smashed 
the roof and the ceiling all into kindling wood.” 

“And it threw up the ground just like a hog I” said another. 

“It was a good shot! Lively work!” said he, with a laugh. 
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“You had to look sharp and jump, or it would have wiped you outl” 

People gathered round these men. They stopped and told how shots 
had been falling into a house near them. Meantime other projectiles, 
now round shot with a pleasant whistling, now shells with a swift, 
melancholy hissing, kept Hying over the heads of the people. But not 
a single projectile fell near them; all flew over and beyond. Alpatitch 
took his scat in his carriage. The landlord was standing at his gates. 

“What arc you gaping at?” he cried to the cook, who witli sleeves 
rolled up above her bare elbow\s, and holding up her red skirt, had 
gone down to the corner to hear the news. 

“But it was miraculous,” she was just saying, but when she heard 
the sound of the landlord’s voice she turned round and let her petticoai 
drop. 

Once more, but very near this time, came something with a whistling 
sound, like a bird flying toward the ground; there was a flash of fire 
in the middle of the street, a loud, stunning crash, and the street was 
filled with smoke. 

“You rascal, what did you do that for?” cried the landlord, rushing 
to the cook. 

At the same instant the pitiful screaming of women was heard on 
various sides; a child wailed in terror, and the people, with pale faces, 
gathered in silence round the cook. Above all other sounds were heard 
the groans and exclamations of the cook. “Oh-h-hl my darlingsl niy 
dears I Don’t let tlicrn kill me! My poor dears I” 

Five minutes later not a soul was left in the street. The cook, whose 
thigh had been broken by a fragment of the bomb, was carried into 
the kiiclien. Alpatitch, his coachman, and Ferapontof's wife and chil- 
dren and the house porter, were cowering in the cellar with cars alert. 
The roar of cannon, the whistle of projectiles, and the pitiful groans 
of the cook, which overpowered all other sounds, did not cease for 
a single instant. 

Toward twilight the cannonade began to grow less violent. Alpatitch 
went out of the cellar and stood in the doorway. Now that the terrible 
roar of the cannon had ceased, silence fell upon the city, broken only 
by what seemed to be a constantly increasing rumble of hurrying steps, 
groans, distant shouts, and the crackling of flames. Soldiers in various 
uniforms, mixed all together, no longer in orderly ranks, but like ants 
from a demolished anthill, came running and walking from various 
directions down the street. It seemed to Alpatitch that some of them 
were making for Ferapontof's tavern. He went down to the courtyard 
gates. A regiment marching in serried ranks and hurrying along blocked 
the street from side to side. 

“The city has surrendered! Get away! Get awayl” cried an officer who 
noticed him, and then he turned to his soldiers: “Loot the houses if 
you want,” he cried. 
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As Alpatitch drove out of the gates, he saw half a score of soldiers 
ill Ferapontof's open shop, in loud discussion and busily filling bags 
and knapsacks with wheat flour and sunflower seeds. Just at that time 
Fcrapontof himself happened to come into his shop from the street. 
When he saw the soldiers, he began to shout at them, but suddenly 
paused and, clutching his hair, broke into laughter that was like a 
lamentation. 

“l ake it all, boys. Don’t leave any for those devils,” he cried, grasping 
ihc bags himsell and helping to fling them out into the street. Some 
()j the soldiers, frightened, ran away; others still continued to fill their 
satks. Seeing Alpatitch, Fcrapontof called to him: 

“It’s all up with Russia,” he shouted. “Alpatitch, it’s all up with 
us! I myself helped set the fires. All ruined!” 

Fcrapontof ran into the courtyard. 

7 he passing regiments so completely blocked the street that Alpatitch 
loiild not make his way along, and he had to wait. Ferapontof’s wife 
;m(l iainily also were seated in a cart, waiting for a chance (o get away. 

Night had now fallen. The sky was studded with stars, and occa- 
sionally the young moon gleamed from behind the billows of smoke. 
On the slope down toward the Dnieper, the teams of Alpatitch and 
fhe landlord, which had at last been slowly advancing amid the ranks 
ol soldiers and other vehicles, were obliged to hah. A short distance 
Iroin the crossroads where the teams had halted, a house and some 
sliops were burning on a side street. The fire was binning itself out. 
77ie flame would die down and lose itself in black smoke, then suddenly 
Hash forth brilliantly again, bringing out with strange distinctness the 
laces of the spectators standing at the crossroads. In front of the fire 
the dark forms of men were darting to and fro, and above the still 
audible crackling of the flames were heard shouts and cric's. Alpatitch, 
dismounting from his carriage, saw that he would not be able to 
])] creed for some time, and walked down the side street to look at the 
((^rillagration. Soldiers were constantly working on the fire, passing 
!) u k and forth, and Alpatitch saw two of them, in company with 
auodier man in a rough coat, dragging some burning lumber from the 
I* e across the street into the next yard; others were adding fagots 

straw. 

Mpatitch joined the great crowd standing in front of a tall ware- 
liousc' that was one mass of roaring flames. The walls were all on fire, 
the back wall had fallen in, the timl)ered roof was giving way, the 
girders were blazing. The crowd was evidently wailing lor the roof 
to cave in. At all events, that was what Alpatitch was waiting for. 

“Alpatitch!” 

A well-known voice suddenly called the old man by name. 

“Dear God! your excellency!” replied Alpatitch, instantly recognizing 
the voice of his young prince. 
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Prince Andrei, in a riding cloak and mounted on a black horse, was 
stationed beyond the crowd and looking straight at Alpatitch. 

“Why are you here?” he asked. 

“Your . . . your excellency," stammered Alpatitch, and he sobbed. 
“Your— your . . . I— I . . . is . . . are we lost? Your father ...” 

“Why are you here?" demanded Prince Andrei a second time. 

The flame blazed out again at that moment and revealed to Alpatitch 
his young master’s pale, weary face. Alpatitch told how he had been 
sent and what difficulty he had met with in getting out of town. 

“But tell me, your excellency, are we really lost?" he asked once more. 

Prince Andrei, without replying, drew out a notebook, and, spread- 
ing it on his knee, hastily penciled a few lines on a torn leaf. He wrote 
his sister: 

Smolensk is abandoned; Lisiya Gori will be occupied by the 

enemy inside of a week. Go immediately to Moscow. Send me word 

as soon as you start, by special messenger to Usviazh. 

Having written this note and handed it to Alpatitch, he began to 
give him some verbal instructions about the arrangements for the 
journey of the prince and princess and his son and the tutor, and how 
and where to communicate with him immediately. He had not had 
time to finish these instructions when a mounted staff officer accom- 
panied by a suite came galloping up to him. 

“You, a colonel?" cried the staff officer in a German accent and a 
voice that Prince Andrei instantly recognized. “In your very presence 
they are setting houses on fire, and you allow it? What is the meaning 
of this? You shall answer for iti" 

This was Berg, who had now the position of deputy chief of staff 
to the deputy chief of staff of the commander of the infantry corps of 
the left flank of the first division of the army— a place which was very 
agreeable and “on view," as Berg expressed it. 

Prince Andrei glanced at him and without replying went on with 
his instructions to Alpatitch: 

“Tell tliem that I shall expect an answer by the twenty-second, and 
that if by the twenty-second I do not get word that they have all gone, 
I myself shall be obliged to throw up everything and go to Lisiya Gori.” 

“I— prince, I only spoke as I did," exclaimed Berg as soon as he recog- 
nized Prince Andrei, “because . . . because it is my duty to carry out 
my orders, and I am always very scrupulous in carrying them out. I 
beg you to excuse me," said Berg, trying to apologize. 

There was a crash in the burning building. The fire for an instant 
died down; volumes of black smoke rolled up from the roof. Again 
there was a strange crashing sound in the fire and something enormous 
fell in. 
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'‘Urrooroorool*’ yelled the crowd, with a roar rivaling that of the 
fallen barn, from which now came an odor like hot cakes caused by 
the burning flour. The flames darted up and sent a bright reflection 
over the spectators standing around the fire with gleefully excited or 
exhausted faces. 

The man in the rough coat waved his arm and cried: 

“Well done! She draws well now! Well done, boysl*' 

“That’s the owner himself," various voices were heard saying. 

“So then," said Prince Andrei, addressing Alpatitch, "give the message 
just as I have told you"; and, not saying a single word to Berg, who 
silently stood near, he set spurs to his horse and rode down the side 
street. 

Prince Andrei was the commander of a regiment and deeply con- 
cerned in its organization and the well-being of his men, and the 
carrying out of the urgent orders which had to be given and received. 
The burning of Smolensk and its abandonment marked an epoch in 
his life. The new feeling of hatred against the enemy made him forget 
his own personal sorrow. He devoted himself exclusively to the affairs 
of his command; he was indefatigable in the service of his men and 
his subordinate officers, and was courteous to them. In the regiment 
they all called him "our prince"; they were proud of him and loved him. 

But his kindness and affability were only for his own men— Timokhin 
and the like, men who were perfect strangers to him and his life, men 
who could not know him or recall his past; the moment he fell in 
with any of his former acquaintances, his fellow staff officers, he imme- 
diately bristled, grew fierce, sarcastic, and scornful. Everything that 
served as a connection with the past repelled him, and consequently 
in his relations with this former society he tried merely to be moderately 
just and to do his duty. 


IV 

Among the numberless subdivisions that can be made of the phe- 
nomena of life, there is a category where substance predominates, and 
another where form predominates. A similar contrast may be observed 
between life in the country, in the village, in the small town, or even 
in Moscow; and that which can be seen in Petersburg, and especially 
in the Petersburg salons. This life goes on unchai^ging. 

Since 1805 we had been quarreling and making up with Bonaparte; 
we had drafted constitutions and scrapped them; but Anna Pavlovna’s 
*alon and Helene’s salon were exactly the same as they had been 
seven years before and five years before. Just exactly as before, at Anna 
Pavlovna’s, they were amazed and perplexed at Bonaparte’s successes,, 
and detected not only in his successes but also the subservience of 
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the sovereigns of Europe a wicked conspiracy, the sole object of which 
was to discompose and alarm the courtly circle that regarded Anna 
Pavlovna as its representative. 

And at Helene’s, in 1812 as in 1808, they talked with enthusiasm 
of the “great nation” and the “great man,” and regretted the rupture 
with the French, which in the opinion of the habitues of Helene's 
salon ought to end with peace. 

Prince Vasili, who as always held important official posts, formed 
a bond of union between the two cliques. He was equally at home 
with “my good friend Anna Pavlovna” and in “the diplomatic salon 
of my daughter”; and frequently, owing to his constant visits from 
one camp to the other, he got confused, and said at Flelcnc's what he 
should have said at Anna Pavlovna's, and vice versa. 

Shortly after the sovereign’s arrival. Prince Vasili was at Anna 
Pavlovna’s conversing about the war, sharply criticizing Barclay de 
Tolly, and frankly confessing his doubt as to the fit person to call to 
the head of the armies. 

One of the visitors, who was known as “the man of great merit,” 
mentioning the fact that he had that day seen Kutuzof, the newly 
appointed chief of the Petersburg militia, at the Treasury Department 
enrolling volunteers, allowed himself cautiously to suggest that Kutuzof 
would be the man to satisfy all demands. 

Anna Pavlovna smiled sadly and remarked that Kutuzof caused the 
sovereign nothing but unpleasantness. 

“I have said, and I have said in the chamber of nobles,” interrupted 
Prince Vasili, “but they would not heed me—I have said that his election 
as commandant of the militia would not please the sovereign. They 
would not listen to me. It is this everlasting mania for petty intrigue,” 
pursued Prince Vasili. “And for what purpose? Simply because we want 
to ape that stupid Moscow enthusiasm,” said Prince Vasili, becoming 
confused for a moment, and forgetting it was at Helene’s that it was 
considered correct to make sport of Moscow enthusiasm, but the fashion 
to praise it at Anna Pavlovna’s. But he instantly corrected himself. 

“Now, then, is it fit for Count Kutuzof, Russia’s oldest general, to 
be holding such sessions at the court? And that’s as far as he will get. 
Is it possible to make a man commander-in-chief who cannot sit a 
horse, who dozes during council meetings— a man of the worst possible 
manners? Fie won a fine reputation for himself at BucharestI And I 
have nothing to say about his qualities as a general; but is it possible, 
under present circumstances, to nominate to such a place a man wdio 
is decrepit and blind, simply blind? A blind general would be a fine 
thingl He can’t see anything at all! He might play blindman’s buff- 
but, really, he can’t see anything!” 

No one raised any objection to this. 

On the fifteenth of August this was perfectly correct. But five days 
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later Kutuzof was made a prince. This advance in dignities might 
also signify that they wanted to shelve him, and therefore Prince 
Vasili’s aiticism would continue to be well received, although he was 
not so eager to deliver it. But on the twentieth of August, a committee 
w'as summoned composed of Field Marshal Saltikof, Arakcheyef, Viaz- 
mitinof, Lopukhin, and Kotchubey, to consider the conduct of the war. 
The committee decided that the failures were attributable to the division 
of command; and although the individuals composing the committee 
well knew the sovereign’s dislike of Kutuzof, tliey determined after a 
brief deliberation to place him at the head of the armies. On that same 
day Kutuzof was made plenipotentiary commander-in-chief of the 
armies, and of the whole district occupied by the troops. 

On the twenty-first Prince Vasili and “the man of great merit” met 
again at Anna Pavlovna’s. ”The man of great merit” was dancing at- 
tendance on Anna Pavlovna with the hope of securing the appointment 
of trustee to a woman’s educational institute. 

Prince Vasili entered the drawing-room with tlie air of a rejoicing 
conqueror who had reached the goal of all his ambitions. 

“Well, you know the great news: Prince Kutuzof is appointed field 
marshal. All discords are at an end! I am so happy, so very happy I” 
exclaimed Prince Vasili. “There’s a man for youl” he added, with 
significant emphasis, surveying all in the room with a stern ?Jiincc. 

“The man of great merit,” in spite of his anxiety to obtain a fine 
position, could not refrain from reminding Prince Vasili of his former 
criticism. This was an act of discourtesy both toward Prince Vasili, 
in Anna Pavlovna’s drawing-room, and toward Anna Pavlovna herself, 
who had also been greatly delighted with the news; but he could not 
refrain. 

“But it is said that he is blind, prince,” he suggested, quoting Prince 
Vasili’s own words. ^ 

“Oh, nonsense! He secs well enough,” replied Prince Vasili, in quick, 
deep tones, and clearing his throat— the same voice and the same 
clearing of the throat that he always used in getting himself out of an 
awkward situation. “Certainly he sees w^cll enough,” Ik* repeated. “And 
what makes me happy,” he went on to say, “is that the sovereign has 
?^iven him full powers over all the forces and over the whole district- 
such powers as no commander-in-chief ever enjoyed before. This makes 
him the second autocrat,” he said, in conclusion, wiih a triumphant 
smile. 

"God grant it, God grant it,” said Anna Pavlovna. 

“The man of great merit,” who was still somewhat of a novice in 
courtly circles, wishing to flatter Anna Pavlovna by taking the gi'ound 
which she had formerly taken in regard to the same subject, said: 

“They say it went against the sovereign's heart to allow these jxjwers 
to Kutuzof. They say that Kutuzof blushed like a schoolgirl hearing 

447 



Jaconde when the emi>eror said: 'The sovereign and your country 
confer this honor on you.' " 

"Possibly his heart had nothing to do with it," said Anna Pavlovna. 

"Oh, no, certainly not," hotly cried Prince Vasili, coming to his 
defense. He could not now allow anyone to surpass him in his zeal 
for Kutuzof. According to his idea at the present time, not only was 
Kutuzof himself the best of men, but everyone worshiped him. "No, 
that is impossible, because his majesty long ago appreciated his worth,” 
said he. 

"Only, God grant"— ejaculated Anna Pavlovna— "God grant that 
Prince Kutuzof may have actual power and will not allow anyone to 
put a spoke in his wheels." 

Prince Vasili instantly understood whom she meant by anyone. He 
said in a whisper: 

"I know for a certainty that Kutuzof demanded as an absolute con- 
dition that the heir apparent should not have anything to do with 
the army. You know what he said to the emperor?"— and Prince Vasili 
repeated the words that Kutuzof was supposed to have spoken to the 
sovereign—" ‘I cannot punish him if he does wrong, or reward him if 
he does well.' Ohl he is a shrewd man, that Prince Kutuzof— I have 
known him for a long time." 

"But they do say," insisted "the man of great merit," not as yet 
having the tact required at court— "they do say that his serene highness 
made it a sine qua non that the sovereign himself should keep away 
from the army." 

The moment he had spoken those words Prince Vasili and Anna 
Pavlovna simultaneously turned their backs on him and, with a sigh 
of pity for his simplicity, exchanged melancholy glances. 


Princess Maria was not at Moscow and out of harm’s way, as her 
brother supposed. 

When Alpatitch returned from Smolensk, the old prince seemed 
suddenly to wake, as it were, from a dream. He ordered the peasantry 
from his villages to be enrolled in the militia and armed, and wrote 
a letter to the commander-in-chief informing him of his resolution 
to remain at Lisiya Gori and defend it to the last extremity, leaving 
it to his judgment whether or not to take measures for the defense of 
the place where one of the oldest of Russian generals proposed to be 
taken prisoner or to die. At the same time he announced to his house- 
hold that he would remain at Lisiya Gori. 

But while he was determined to remain at Lisiya Gori, he insisted 
that the princess with Dessalles and the young prince should go to 
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Bogucharovo, and from there to Moscow. The princess, alarmed by 
her father's feverish, sleepless activity, which had so suddenly sup- 
planted his former lethargy, could not bring herself to leave him alone, 
and for the first time in her life permitted herself to disobey him. 
She refused to leave, and tliis drew upon her a terrific storm of fury 
from the prince. He brought up against her everything he could find 
that was most unjust toward her. In his endeavors to incriminate her, 
he declared that she was a torment to him, that she had made him 
quarrel with his son, that she had harbored shameful suspicions of 
him, that she made it her purpose to poison his life; finally he drove 
Jicr out of his study, saying that if he never set eyes on her again it 
would be all the same to him. 

He declared that never would he allow her name to be mentioned 
in his hearing, and henceforth she might do what she pleased, but she 
was never to dare show herself to him again. The fact that in spite of 
Princess Maria’s apprehensions he did not order her to be borne away 
by main force, but simply forbade her to come into his sight, was a 
comfort to her. She knew this proved that in the secret depths of his 
heart he was glad of her determination to stay at home and not 
forsake him. 

On the morning of the day after Nikolusha’s departure, the old 
prince put on his full uniform and prepared to visit the commander- 
in-chief. The carriage was already at the door. Princess Maria saw 
him as he left the house in his uniform with all his orders and went 
down into the park to review his peasantry and household serfs under 
arms. She sat at the window and listened to the tones of his voice echoing 
through the park. Suddenly a number of men came running from the 
avenue with frightened faces. 

Princess Maria hastened down the steps, along the flower-bordered 
walk, and into the avenue. Here she was met by a great crowd of the 
niiiitia and the household serfs, and saw in the center of this crowd 
several men carrying tlie poor little veteran in his uniform bedecked 
with all his orders. 

Princess Maria ran up to him and, in the shifting play of the sun- 
beams which fell in little circles through the linden boughs and 
flecked the ground, she could nor clearly make out what change had 
taken place in her father's face. The one thing she noticed was that 
the former stern and resolute expression of his face had changed into 
an expression of timidity and submission. When he caught sight of 
his daughter he moved his lips, but the words were unintelligible, and 
the only sound that came forth was a hoarse rattle. It was impossible 
to understand what he wished to say. They lifted him in their arms, 
carried him into his study, and laid him on the couch he had so 
dreaded of late. The doctor who was summoned that same night took 
blood from him and announced that paralysis had affected his right side. 


449 



As it grew more and more dangerous to remain at Lisiya Gori, the 
day after the stroke the prince was removed to Bogucharovo. The 
tloctor went with him. 

When they reached Bogucharovo, Dessalles and the little prince had 
already started for Moscow. 

For three weeks the old prince, helpless with paralysis, lay in the 
same condition, neither better nor worse, in the new house his son had 
built at Bogucharovo. He was unconscious. He lay like a mutilated 
corpse. He kept muttering something with twitching brows and lips, 
but it was impossible to make out whether or not he realized what 
was going on around him. The only thing certain was that he felt an 
urgent impulse lo say something; but no one could divine whether 
it was the whim of a sick and semidelirious man, or whether it referred 
to the general course of affairs, or whether it was in regard to the 
circumstances of the family. 

The doctor insisted that there was no significance to be found in 
this restlessness, that it proceeded wholly from physical causes; but 
Princess Maria felt certain that he wished to say something to her, 
and the fact that her presence always increased his agitation confirmed 
her in this supposition. 

He apj)aremly suffered both physically and mentally. There was no 
hoj>e of his recovery. It was impossible to move him. And what would 
hayjpen if he died on the road? 

“Would noi ihe end, would not death, be far better?” Princess Mai in 
sometimes asked heiself. She sat by him night and day, almost denying 
herself sleep; and, teriilile to say, she often watched him closely, not 
with the hope of discovering symyiioms of improvement, but rather 
with the wish that she might dis(.ovei the approaching end. 

Strange as it was lor the jnincess to confess to this feeling, still it 
was there. And what was still more horiiblc for her was that since the 
illness of her father-even if it were not earlier, at the time, say, when 
with some vague expectation she had elected to stay by him— all her 
long-forgotten hopes and desires seemed to wake and take possession 
of liCT once more. What she had long years ago ceased to think of— 
the thought of a life free from the terror oL her father’s tyranny, even 
the dream of love and the possibility of family happiness— constantly 
arose in her imagination like the suggcsiicms of the evil one. 

No matter hoAv strenuously she tried to put them all away, the 
thought would constantly arise in her mind how she would henceforth, 
after this was over, arrange her life. This was the devil’s temptation, 
and Princess Maria knew it. She knew that the only weapon against 
fhis was prayer, and she tried to pray. She pul herself into the attitude 
of pni)er, she looked at the holy pictures, she read the words of the 
breviary, but she could not pray. She felt that now she would be 
brought into contact with life itself, hard and yet free activity, so 
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different, so wholly opposed to that drcumsci ibed world by which she 
had been hitherto surrounded, in which her best consolation had been 
prayer. She could not pray, could not weep, and the details of daily 
life occupied her. 

It was becoming dangerous to remain at Bogucharovo. From every 
direction came rumors of the approach of the French, and in a village 
only ten miles from Bogucharovo a farmliouse had been pillaged by 
French marauders. The doctor insisted that it was necessary to get his 
patient farther away. The marshal of the nobility sent an officer to 
Princess Maria, urging her to get away as speedily as possible. The 
police inspector arrived in person to Bogucharovo and insisted on 
the same thing, declaring tliat the French were only some twenty-five 
miles off, that the French proclainaiions were circulating among the 
villages, and that if the princess did not get her father away by the 
twenty-seventh he would not answer for the consequences. 

The princess resolved to start on the twenty-seventh. The work of 
pieparation, the many orders she had to give, as everyone came to 
her for directions, kept her busy all day long. The night of the twenty- 
sixth she spent as usual, without undressing, in the room next to that 
occupied by the prince. Several times, aroused from a do/e, she heard 
his hoarse breathing and muttering, the creaking of his bed, and the 
siej^s of Tikhon and the doctor as they turned him over. Several times 
she listened at the door, and it seemed to her that he muttered more 
distinctly than hitherto, and turned over more frequently. She could 
not sleep, and many times she went to the door and listened, wishing 
to go in and yet not having the courage to do so. Although he could 
not tell her so, still she had seen and she knew how much he was 
annoyed by every expression of solicitude on his account. She had 
observed how he impatiently avoided her eyes, which she sometimes 
fixed on him in spite of herself, full of anxiety. She knew that her 
intrusion at night, at such an unusual time, would annoy him. 

But never before had she felt so sad, so terribly sad, at the thought 
of losing him. She recalled all her life with him and discovered the 
evidence of his love for her in his every word and every deed. Occa- 
sionally these recollections would be interrupted by those pjomptings 
of the devil, the thoughts of what would happen after he was gone, 
and how she would arrange her new life of freedom. But she dismissed 
such thoughts with loathing. 

Toward morning he became quieter, and »he fell into a sound 
sleep. 

She aw^oke late. The clear-sightedness which accompanies our waking 
hours made her realize that her father's illness was the one predominant 
problem of her life. As she awoke she listened for what went on in’ 
the next room and, hearing his hoarse breathing, she said to herself 
'vith a sigh that there was no change. 
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“But why should there be? What is it that 1 wish? I am looking 
forward to his death/' she told herself, revolted at the very thought. 

She washed, changed her gown, said her prayers, and went out on 
the porch. In front of the door the carriages stood without horses; a 
number of things had been already packed. 

The morning was warm and hazy. Princess Maria was standing on 
the steps, her mind still lull of horror at the thought of her moral 
depravity, and striving to bring some order into her mental state before 
going to him. The doctor came downstairs and approached her. 

“He is better today,” said he. “I was looking for you. You may be 
able to understand something of what he says. His mind is clear. Come. 
He is calling for you.” 

Princess Maria’s heart beat so violently at this news that she turned 
pale and leaned against the door lest she should fall. To sec him, to 
speak with him, to come under the power of his eyes now when hei 
soul had just been full of these terrible, criminal, sinful temptations 
was too painful a mixture of joy and horror. 

“Come,” said the doctor. 

The princess went to her father’s room and approached his bed. He 
was lying propped high up, with his small, bony hands with their 
network ol knotted purple veins resting on the counterpane, his Iclt 
eye straight as it always had been, and his right eye drawn down, 
though now his brows and lips were motionless. He was the same little, 
lean, wizened, pitiful old man. His face seemed shrunk up or shriveled, 
his features without character. Princess Maria approached him and 
kissed his hand. His left hand gave her hand a returning pressure 
which made it evident he had been expecting her for some time. He 
held her hand, and his brows and lips moved impatiently. 

She looked at him in terror, striving to divine what he wanted of 
her. When she changed her position and moved so that he could sec 
her face with his left eye, he seemed satisfied and for several seconds 
did not let her out of his sight. Then his brows and lips quivered; he 
uttered sounds and began to speak, looking at her timidly and suppli 
catingly, evidently apprehensive that she would not understand him 

Princess Maria, concentrating all her powers of attention, looked 
at him. The peculiar difficulty he had in managing his tongue caused 
her to drop her eyes and made it hard for her to choke down the sobs 
that rose in her throat. He said something, several times repeating 
his words. The Princess Maria could not understand them, but in 
her attempts to guess at what he said she uttered several sentences 
questioningly. 

“Gaga . . . boi . . . boi ...” he ref>eated several times. It was 
impossible to make any sense out of those sounds. The doctor though i 
that he had found the clue, and, trying to come the nearest to those 
sounds, asked: “Do you mean, is the princess afraid?” 
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He shook his head and again repeated the same sounds. 

“His mind, his mind troubles himl'* suggested the princess. He 
uttered a sort of roar by way of affirmation, seized her hand and pressed 
it here and there on his chest, as if trying to find a place suitable for 
it to rest. 

“Think . . . all . . . the time . . . about . . . you," he then said 
far more distinctly than before— now that he was persuaded that they 
understood him. Princess Maria bowed her head down to his hand to 
hide her sobs and tears. 

He smoothed her hair. 

“I was calling you ... all night," he went on. 

“If I had only known," said she, through her tears. "I was afraid 
to come in." 

He pressed her hand. "Were you not asleep?" 

“No, I was not asleep," replied the princess, shaking her head. Invol- 
untarily falling under the influence of her father’s condition, she now, 
in spite of herself, had to speak, as he did, more by signs, and almost 
found it difficult to manage her tongue. 

"Darling"— Or did he say little daughter?— She could not tell, but 
she was assured by his look that he had called her some affectionate, 
caressing name, which he had never done before— "why did you not 
come in?" 

"And I was wishing him dead, wishing him dead," thought Princess 
Maria. 

He lay silent. 

"Thank you . . . daughter, dearest . . . for all . . . for everything. 

. . . Forgive . . . Thank you . . , Forgive . . . Thank youl" 

And the tears trickled from his eyes. 

“Call Andrei," he said suddenly, and as he made this request a 
childishly puzzled and distrustful expression came into his face. It 
seemed as if he himself knew that this request had no sense. So at least 
it seemed to Princess Maria. 

"I have had a letter from him," replied Princess Maria. He gazed 
at her in puzzled amazement. 

"Where is he?" 

“He is with the army, father, at Smolensk." 

He closed his eyes and remained silent for a long momenl. 7'hen 
he opened his eyes and nodded his head affirmatively as if in answer 
to his own doubts, as much as to say that now he understood and 
remembered everything. 

"Yes," said he, in a low but distinct voice. "Russia is ruined, lost. 
They have ruined her I" 

And again he sobbed and the tears rolled down his checks. Princess 
Maria could not longer contain herself, and she also wept as she looked 
into his face. 
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He again closed his eyes. His sobs ceased. He made a gesture toward 
his eyes with his hand, and Tikhon, understanding what he meant, 
wiped away the tears. 

Then he opened his eyes and made some remark that no one under- 
stood for some time; at last Tikhon made out what he had said, and 
repeated after him. Princess Maria had been trying to connect the 
sense of his words with what he had just before been speaking about. 
She thought he might be speaking of Russia, or of Prince Andrei, or 
of herself, or of his grandson, or of his own death. And consequently 
she could not make it out. 

“Put on your white dress; I like it,*’ was what he had said. 

On hearing this. Princess Maria sobbed still more violently; and the 
doctor, taking her by the arm, led her from the room out upon the 
terrace, telling her to calm herself and then finish the preparations 
for the departure. After his daughter had left him, the old prince 
again spoke about his son, about the war, about the sovereign, and 
scowled angrily, and tried to raise his hoarse voice; and then came 
the second and final stroke. 

Under the sujKTvision of Tikhon and the doctor, the women washed 
what had been tJie ])rinc'e; they tied a handkerchief around his head, 
so that his jaw might not stiffen with the mouth open, and they bound 
together his legs with another handkerchief. Then they dressed him 
in his unilorm, with his decorations, and laid out his little wizened 
body on a table. God knows under whose direction and at what time 
all this was accomplished, but everything seemed to be done of itself. 

By night the candles were burning around the coffin, the pall was 
laid over it; juniper was strewn on the floor; a printed prayer scroll 
was placed under the wrinkled head of the dead, and in the room sal 
the deacon reading the psalms. 

Just as horses shy and crowd together and neigh at the sight of a 
dead hcjrse, so in the drawing-room, around the coffin of tlie dead 
prince, gathered a throng of strangers and the members of the household 
—the commander of the locality, and the elder of the village, and 
peasant women— and all, with terrified fixed eyes, crossed themselves 
and bowed low, and kissed the aged prince’s cold, stiff hand. 


VI 

Until Prince Andrei settled at Bogucharovo, the place had always 
been an “absentee” estate where the peasantry bore an entirely dif- 
ferent character from those of Lisiya Gori. They differed in speech and 
in dress and customs. They called themselves “children of the steppe.” 
Their crude manners had not been softened since Prince Andrei’s last 
residence there, in spite of his dispensaries and schools, and his light- 
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ening of the taxes; on the contrary, those traits of character which the 
old prince called boorishness seemed to have been intensified. Strange, 
obscure rumors always found credence among them. At one time they 
got the notion that they were all to be enrolled as Cossacks; another 
time, it was a new religion which they were to be forced to accept; 
then, again, there was talk about certain imperial dispensations; then, 
at the time tliey took the oath of allegiance to Tsar Paul in 1797, 
they got the notion that tlieir freedom had been granted them, but 
(hat their masters had deprived them of it. 

Rumors of the war and of Napoleon and his invasion were connected 
in their minds with obscure ideas of Antichrist, the end of the world, 
and perfect freedom. 

In the vicinity of Bogucharovo the lives of the peasantry were more 
iiodceably and powerfully affected than elsewhere by those mysterious 
nirrents characteristic of the common people in Russia, the significance 
and causes of which are so inexplicable to contemporaries. A phe- 
nomenon which illustrates this had taken place a score of years before, 
\\hen an exodus of the peasantry was made toward certain ‘‘warm 
livers.” Hundreds of peasants, including some from Bogucharovo, sud- 
denly sold their cattle and set off with their families “somewhere” 
toward the southeast. Just as birds fly “somewhere” across the sea, 
so these men, with their wives and children, made every endeavor to 
I each that unknown southeast, where none of them had ever been 
before. They marched in caravans; here and there one bought his 
freedom; others ran away, and set forth in wagons or on foot for the 
“warm rivers”! Many were caught and punished; many were sent to 
Siberia; many perished of cold and starvation on the road; many re- 
lurned of their own accord; and, at last, this migration died out of 
itself, just as it had begun— without any visible reason. But these 
underground currents never ceased to flow among these people, and 
(1 k 7 were gathering impetus for some new outbreak, likely to prove 
)ust as perplexing, as unexpected, and, at the same time, as simple, 
natural, and violent. In 1812 any man whase life brought him in 
contact with the people might have observed these hidden currents 
working with extraordinary energy, all ready for a new manifestation. 

For thirty years, Dron, whom the old prince always called by the 
affectionate diminutive, Dronushka, had exercised the functions of 
bailiff at Bogucharovo. 

Dron was one of those peasants— powerful, physically and morally— 
who as soon as they come to years of discretion, grow a beard and live 
on without change till they are sixty or seventy years old, without a 
f^ray hair or the loss of a tooth, just as erect and powerful at sixty as 
they were at thirty. During all the time of his service, Dron had never 
once been drunk or sick. Never, even after sleepless nights or after 
the most exhausting labors, was he known to show the slightest sloth- 
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fulness, and, though he was illiterate, he never made any mistakes in 
his money accounts, or as to the number of pounds of flour that he 
carried in monstrous loads and sold, or as to the amount of a single 
rick of corn harvested in the fields of Bogucharovo. 

Alpatitch, on his arrival from the devastated Lisiya Gori, summoned 
this Dron on the very day of the funeral, and ordered him to have 
ready a dozen horses for the princess’ conveyance, and eighteen teams 
for the luggage she was to take with her from Bogucharovo. Although 
the peasantry paid taxes, Alpatitch never dreamed that there would 
be any difficulty in having this order carried out, since the villages 
contained two hundred and thirty taxable households, and the peasants 
were well-to-do. 

But Dron, on receiving this order, dropped his eyes and made no 
answer. Alpatitch named certain peasants whom he knew, and ordered 
Dron to make the requisitions on them. 

Dron replied that these men’s horses were off on carrier duty. Alpa- 
titch named still other peasants. And these men also, according to Dron, 
had no horses; some were off with the government trains; others were 
out of condition; still others had been lost through lack of forage. 
According to Dron's report it was impossible to secure horses for the 
carriages, to say nothing of those for the baggage wagons. 

Alpatitch looked keenly at him and scowled. Just as Dron was ? 
model of what a peasant leader should be, in the same way Alpatitch 
had not managed the prince’s estates for nothing all those twenty years, 
and he also was a model overseer. He was in the highest degree quali- 
fied to understand the wants and instincts of the people with whom 
he dealt and this made him a surpassingly excellent overseer. 

He knew from a single glance at Dron that Dron’s answers were not 
the expression of Dron’s individual opinions, but ratlier expressed the 
general wishes of the village council, to which the bailiff evidently 
belonged. But, at the same time, he knew that Dron, who had grown 
rich and was hated by the village, must necessarily waver between the 
two camps, the peasants’ and the master’s. This wavering he could 
detect in his eyes, and, therefore, Alpatitch, with a frown, drew near 
to Dron. 

“Listen, you, Dron my friendl’’ said he. “You need not tell me idle 
tales. His excellency Prince Andrei himself gave me orders that all 
the peasantry sliould leave, and not remain behind with the enemy; 
and those are the Tsar’s orders also. So anyone who stays is a traitor 
to the Tsar. Do you hear?” 

“I hear,’’ replied Dron, keeping his eyes lowered. 

Alpatitch was not satisfied with this answer. 

“Ah, Dron I ill will come of it I’’ exclaimed Alpatitch, shaking his 
head. 

“You have the power,” returned Dron, mournfully. 
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“Ah, Dron! give ini” exclaimed Alpatitch, taking his hand out from 
the breast of his coat, and with a solemn gesture pointing under Dron's 
feet. “Not only do I see through and through you, but I can see three 
yards under you; everything there is,” said he, looking down at Dron's 
feet. Dron grew confused; he gave Alpatitch a fleeting glance and then 
dropped his eyes again. 

“Stop all this nonsense and tell the people to get ready to leave for 
Moscow, and have the teams ready tomorrow morning for the princess, 
and mind you don't attend any more of their meetingsl Do you hear?” 

Dron suddenly threw himself at his feet. 

“Alpatitchl Discharge mel Take the keys from me! Discharge me, foi 
Christ's sake I” 

“Stop!” said Alpatitch, sternly. “I can see three yards deep under 
youl” he repeated, knowing that his skill in going after bees, his 
knowledge of the times and seasons for sowing, and the fact that for 
a score of years he had succeeded in satisfying the old prince, had 
long ago given him the reputation of being a wizard, and that to wizards 
was attributed the power of seeing three yards under a man. 

Dron got to his feet and tried to say something, but Alpatitch inter- 
rupted him. 

“Come nowl What is your idea in all this? Ha? What are you 
dreaming of? Ha?” 

“What shall I do with the people?” asked Dron. “They are all stirred 
upl And, besides, I have told them ...” 

“Told them?” repeated Alpatitch. “Are they drunk?” he demanded 
laconically. 

“All stirred up, Alpatitchl They have just brought another caskl” 

“Now, then, listenl I will go to the police, and you hurry back to 
the people, and bid them quit all this sort of thing, and get ready the 
teams.” 

“1 obey,” replied Dron. 

Alpatitch insisted on nothing more. He had been in control of the 
villages too long not to know that the best way to control them was 
by showing not the slightest doubt that they would become subordinate. 
Having wrung from Dron the submissive “I obey,” Alpatitch contented 
himself with tliat, although he not merely suspected, but was even 
certain in his own mind, that without the assistance of a squad of militia 
nothing would be done. 

And, in point of fact, there were no teams forthcoming, as he sup- 
posed. Another meeting of the peasantry was held at the village tavern; 
and this meeting voted to drive the horses out into the woods and not 
to furnish the teams. Saying nothing of all this to the princess, Alpatitch 
gave orders to unload the carts that had brought his own belongings 
from Lisiya Gori, and to have his horses put fo Princess Maria's carriage; 
and he himself went to consult with the authorities. 
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fulness, and, though he was illiterate, he never made any mistakes in 
his money accounts, or as to the number of pounds of flour that he 
carried in monstrous loads and sold, or as to the amount of a single 
rick of corn harvested in the fields of Bogucharovo. 

Alpatitch, on his arrival from the devastated Lisiya Gori, summoned 
this Dron on the very day of the funeral, and ordered him to have 
ready a dozen horses for the princess’ conveyance, and eighteen teams 
for the luggage she was to take with her from Bogucharovo. Although 
the peasantry paid taxes, Alpatitch never dreamed that there would 
be any difficulty in having this order carried out, since the villages 
contained two hundred and thirty taxable households, and the peasants 
were well-to-do. 

But Dron, on receiving this order, dropped his eyes and made no 
answer. Alpatitch named certain peasants whom he knew, and ordered 
Dron to make the requisitions on them. 

Dron replied that these men’s horses were off on carrier duty. Alpa- 
titch named still other peasants. And these men also, according to Dron, 
had no horses; some were off with the government trains; others were 
out of condition; still others had been lost through lack of forage. 
According to Dron's report it was impossible to secure horses for the 
carriages, to say nothing of those for the baggage wagons. 

Alpatitch looked keenly at him and scowled. Just as Dron was ? 
model of what a peasant leader should be, in the same way Alpatitch 
had not managed the prince’s estates for nothing all those twenty years, 
and he also was a model overseer. He was in the highest degree quali- 
fied to understand the wants and instincts of the people with whom 
he dealt and this made him a surpassingly excellent overseer. 

He knew from a single glance at Dron that Dron’s answers were not 
the expression of Dron’s individual opinions, but rather expressed the 
general wishes of the village council, to which the bailiff evidently 
belonged. But, at the same time, he knew that Dron, who had grown 
rich and was hated by the village, must necessarily waver between the 
two camps, the peasants’ and the master’s. This wavering he could 
detect in his eyes, and, therefore, Alpatitch, with a frown, drew near 
to Dron. 

“Listen, you, Dron my friendl’’ said he. “You need not tell me idle 
tales. His excellency Prince Andrei himself gave me orders that all 
the peasantry should leave, and not remain behind with the enemy: 
and those are the Tsar’s orders also. So anyone who stays is a traitor 
to the Tsar. Do you hear?” 

“I hear,” replied Dron, keeping his eyes lowered. 

Alpatitch was not satisfied with this answer. 

“Ah, Dronl ill will come of it!” exclaimed Alpatitch, shaking his 
head. 

“You have the power,’’ returned Dron, mournfully. 
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“Ah, Dronl give ini” exclaimed Alpatitch, taking his hand out fiom 
the breast of his coat, and with a solemn gesture pointing under Dron's 
feet. "Not only do I see through and through you, but I can see three 
yards under you; everything there is,” said he, looking down at Dron's 
feet. Dron grew confused; he gave Alpatitch a fleeting glance and then 
dropped his eyes again. 

“Stop all this nonsense and tell the people to get ready to leave for 
Moscow, and have the teams ready tomorrow morning for the princess, 
and mind you don't attend any more of their meetingsl Do you hear?” 

Dron suddenly threw himself at his feet. 

“Alpatitchl Discharge me! Take the keys from mel Discharge me, foi 
Christ's sakel” 

“Stop!” said Alpatitch, sternly. “I can see three yards deep under 
youl” he repeated, knowing that his skill in going after bees, his 
knowledge of the times and seasons for sowing, and the fact that for 
a score of years he had succeeded in satisfying the old prince, had 
long ago given him the reputation of being a wizard, and that to wizards 
was attributed the power of seeing three yards under a man. 

Dron got to his feet and tried to say something, but Alpatitch inter- 
rupted him. 

“Come nowl What is your idea in all this? Ha? What are you 
dreaming of? Ha?” 

‘What shall I do with the people?” asked Dron. “They are all stirred 
upl And, besides, I have told them ...” 

“Told them?” repeated Alpatitch. “Are they drunk?” he demanded 
laconically. 

“All stirred up, Alpatitchl They have just brought another caskl” 

“Now, then, listeni I will go to the police, and you hurry back to 
the people, and bid them quit all this sort of thing, and get ready the 
teams.” 

“1 obey,” replied Dron. 

Alpatitch insisted on nothing more. He had been in control of the 
villages too long not to know that the best way to control them was 
by showing not the slightest doubt that they would become subordinate. 
Having wrung from Dron the submissive “I obey,” Alpatitch contented 
himself with that, although he not merely suspected, but was even 
certain in his own mind, that without the assistance of a squad of militia 
nothing would be done. 

And, in point of fact, there were no teams forthcoming, as he sup- 
posed. Another meeting of the peasantry was held at the village tavern; 
and this meeting voted to drive the horses out into the woods and not 
to furnish the teams. Saying nothing of all this to the princess, Alpatitch 
gave orders to unload the carts that had brought his own belongings 
from Lisiya Gori, and to have his horses put to Princess Maria’s carriage; 
^nd he himself went to consult with the authorities. 
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VII 


Princess Maria, after her father's funeral, shut herself up in her room 
and admitted no one. Her maid came to the door to say that Alpatitcli 
was there to learn her wishes in regard to the departure. (This was 
before his interview with Dron.) The princess sat up on the couch 
where she had been lying and spoke through the closed door, declaring 
that she would never go away anywhere, and asked to be left in peace. 

She wanted, but she dared not, to pray; she dared not, in that state 
of mind in which she found herself, to turn to God in prayer. For a 
long time she lay in that position. 

Someone, in a soft, affectionate voice, called her name from ilie 
park side of her window, and kissed her on the head. She looked up 

It was Mile. Bourienne, in a black dress trimmed with white. Slie 
had softly approached Princess Maria, kissed her with a sigh, and 
immediately burst into tears. The princess looked at her. All her 
previous collisions with her, her jealousy of her, came back to her; 
she also remembered how he of late had changed toward Mile. 
Bourienne, how he could not even bear to see her, and consequently how 
unjust had been the reproaches that Princess Maria had in her heart 
made against her. 

“Yes, and can I, I who have wished for his death, can I judge anyone 
else?" she asked herself. 

Princess Maiia had a keen sense of Mile. Bourienne's trying situ- 
ation, held at a distance as she had recently been and yet at the same 
time dependent on her, and dwelling under a stranger's roof. And she 
began to feel pity for her. She looked at her wdih a sweet, questioning 
look, and stretched out her hand. Mile. Bourienne immediately had 
a fresh paroxysm of tears, began to kiss the princess' hand and to speak 
of the sorrow that had come upon her, and claimed to share that sorrow. 
She declared that her only consolation was that the princess allowed 
her to share her sorrow. She said that all their previous misunderstand- 
ings ought to be forgotten in the presence of this terrible loss, that she 
felt that her conscience was clear before all men, and that he from 
above would bear witness to her love and gratitude. 

The princess listened without comprehending, but looked at her 
from time to time and heard the sounds of her voice. 

“Your position is doubly terrible, dear princess," said Mile. Bou- 
rienne, after a short silence. “I understand how it is that you could 
not have thought . . . that you cannot think about yourself, but from 
the love I bear you, I am compelled to do so for you. Has Alpatitch 
been to see you? Has he said anything to you about going awayr" 
she asked. 

Princess Maria looked at her friend without comprehending what 
she was saying. 
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“Ah, if you could only know how little, how little I care now," said 
she. “Of course, I should never wish such a thing as to go away and 
leave /uVn. . . . Alpatitch said something to me about going away. Talk 
it over with him; I cannot and I will not hear." 

“I have spoken with him. He hopes that we will be able to get away 
tomorrow; but it is my opinion that we had better remain here now," 
said Mile. Bourienne. “Because— you must agree with me, dear Marie 
—to fall into the hands of the soldiers or insurgent peasants would 
be horrible." 

Mile. Bourienne drew forth from her reticule a proclamation- 
printed on paper different from that used generally in Russia— from 
the French General Rameau, in which the inhabitants were advised 
not to abandon their homes, since full protection would be given them 
by the French authorities. The princess, with the paper in her hand, 
got up from the window, and with a pale face left the room and went 
into Prince Andrei's study, which was the next room. 

“What if Prince Andrei knew that I was under the protection of 
the Frenchl That I, the daughter of Prince Nikolai Bolkonsky, had 
asked General Rameau to grant me his protection, and put myself 
under obligation for benefits received from him I" 

The mere suggestion of such a thing filled her with horror, made 
her shudder, turn red, and feel still more violently than ever those 
impulses of anger and outraged pride. The demands of life, which 
she had felt were annihilated at the moment of her father's death, 
suddenly rose up before her with new violence never before experi- 
enced, and took possession of her. 

Flushed with excitement, she walked up and down the room, sum- 
moning first Alpatitch, then Mikhail Ivanovitch, then Tikhon, then 
Dron. Alpatitch was not at home; he had gone to consult with the 
authorities. Mikhail Ivanovitch, the architect, on being summoned, 
came into Princess Maria's presence with sleepy eyes and could tell 
her nothing. Then the old valet Tikhon was called, and, with a down- 
east and impassive face, bearing all the marks of incurable woe, he 
replied to all her questions with “I obey," and could scarcely refrain 
from sobbing as he looked at her. 

At last Dron came into the room, and, making her a low bow, stood 
respectfully at the threshold. 

Princess Maria walked across the room and^ paused in front of 
him. 

"Dear DronI" said she, seeing in him a true friend, the same kind 
DiOn who had always brought home pieces of gingerbread from his 
trips to the annual fair at Viazma, and presented them to her with a 
smile. “Dear Dron, now, since our sad loss ..." 

She began and then paused, unable to proceed. 

“We are all in God's hands," said he, with a sigh. Neither spoke. 
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“Dron dear! Alpatitch has gone; I have no one to turn to; is it true, 
what I am told, that we cannot get away?’* 

“Not get away? Certainly you can get away, princess/’ said Dron. 

“They tell me there is danger from the enemy. My friend, I am 
helpless, 1 don’t understand anything about it, I am entirely alone. 
I decidedly wish to start tonight or tomorrow morning early.” 

Dron stood silent. He looked from under his brows at the princess. 

”No horses,” said he at last, ”and I have told Alpatitch so.” 

“How is that?” asked the princess. 

”It is God’s punishment,” said Dron; “what horses we had have 
been taken by the troops, and the rest have perished. That’s the way 
it is this year. It wouldn't so much matter about feeding the horses, if 
we ourselves weren’t perishing of starvation. Often for three days at a 
time we go without a bite. We have nothing at all; we are utterly 
ruined.” 

Princess Maria listened attentively to what he said. 

“The peasants are ruined? You mean they have no bread?” she 
asked. 

“They are dying of starvation,” said Dron. “And as for teams ...” 

“But why haven’t you told me of this before, Dron? Can’t they be 
helped? I will do all in my power ...” 

It was strange for Princess Maria to think that now, at this moment 
when her heart was filled with such sorrow, there could be poor men 
and rich, and that the rich did not help the poor. She had a general 
notion that when the masters had a reserve of grain it was distributed 
among the serfs. She knew also that neither her father nor her brother 
would refuse to help the peasantry in case of need; all she feared was 
that she might make some blunder in speaking about this distribution 
of grain which she was anxious to make. She was glad of some pretext 
for active work, something that would allow her without pangs of 
conscience to forget her own sorrow. She {)roceeded to question Dron 
in regard to the needs of the peasants and the store of reserve grain 
belonging to the estate at Bogucharovo. 

“We have gTain belonging to the estate, have we not, my friend?” 
she demanded. 

“The master’s grain is untouched,” said Dron, with pride. “Our 
prince had not ordered it to be sold.” 

“Give that to the peasants; give them all they need. I grant it in my 
brother’s name,” said Princess Maria. 

Dron made no reply, and drew a long sigh. 

“You give them this grain, if there is enough for them. Give it all 
to them. I order it in my brother's name, and tell them: ‘What is ours 
is always theirs. We shall not begrudge it.’ Tell them so.” 

Dron looked steadily at the princess while she was saying this. 

“Discharge me, my girl, for God’s sake; order the keys to be taken 
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from me,” said he. ”I have been in service for twenty-three yearsl I 
have never done anything dishonest; discharge me, for God's sakel” 
Princess Maria could not understand what he wanted of her, or why 
he wished to be relieved of his office. She replied that she had never 
conceived a doubt of his devotion, and that she was always ready to 
do anything for him or for any of the peasants. 


VIII 

An hour later Dunyasha came to the princess with the news that Dron 
was there, and that all the peasants had collected at the granary in ac- 
cordance with the princess’ orders and wished to speak with their 
mistress. 

“But I never called them,” said Princess Maria; “I merely told old 
Dron to give them grain.” 

“Then, for God’s sake, princess darling, order them to disperse and 
don’t go to them They arc deceiving you,” exclaimed Dunyasha. “But 
Alpatitch will soon be back, and then we will go . . . and don’t you 
allow ...” 

“How are they deceiving me?” asked the princess in amazement. 

“But I am certain of itl Only heed my words, for God’s sake. Just 
ask nurse here. They declare they will not go away at your orders.” 

‘Tou have it entirely wrong. Besides, I have never ordered them to 
go away,” said the Princess Maria. “Fetch Dron.” 

Dron came in and confirmed what Dunyasha said: The peasants had 
assembled at the princess’ orders. 

“But I never summoned them,” said the princess. “You did not give 
ray message correctly. I only told you to give them grain.” 

Dron made no reply, but sighed. 

“If you order it they will disperse,” said he. 

“No, no, I will go to them,” said the princess. 

In spite of the persuasion of Dunyasha and the old nurse, Princess 
Maria went down the steps. Dron, Dunyasha, the old nurse, and Mikhail 
Ivanovitch followed her. 

“They apparently think that I give them the grain so that they 
should stay at home, while I myself am going away, abandoning them 
to the mercy of the French,” thought Princess Maria. “But I will 
promise them rations and quarters at our Mosebw estate; I am sure 
Andrei would do even more in my place,” she said to herself as she 
went toward the crowd gathered in the twilight on the green near the 
granary. 

The peasants showed some signs of confusion, and moved and 
swayed a little, and hats were quickly removed as she approached. 
Jhincess Maria, with downcast eyes, and getting her feet entangled in 
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her dress, went toward them. So many different eyes from faces young 
and old were fixed on her, and so many different people were collected 
that the princess did not distinguish any particular person; and, as she 
;elt the necessity of addressing them all at once, she did not know how 
io set about it. But once more the consciousness that she was the repre- 
sentative of her father and brother gave her courage, and she boldly 
began to speak. 

“I am very glad that you came," she began, not raising her eyes and 
conscious of her heart beating fast and strong. "Dron told me that you 
were ruined by the war. That is our common misfortune, and I shall 
spare no endeavor to help you. I myself am going away because it is 
dangerous here . . . and the enemy are near . . . because ... I will 
give you everything, friends, and I beg of you to take all, all our grain, 
so that you may not suffer from want. And if you have been told that 
I distribute the grain among you so as to keep you here, that is a 
falsehood. On the contrary, I beg of you to go with all your possessions 
to our Moscow estate and I promise that you will not suffer. You will 
be given homes and provisions." 

The princess paused. In the crowd sighs were heard, and that was all. 

"Our misfortune is universal, and we will share everything together. 
All that is mine is yours," said she, gazing at the faces ranged in front 
of her. 

All eyes were fixed on her with one expression, the significance of 
which she could not interpret. Whether it was curiosity, devotion, 
gratitude, fear, or distrust, that expression, whatever it was, was the 
same in all. 

"Very grateful for your kindness, but we don't want to take the 
master’s grain," said a voice in the rear of the crowd. 

"Yes, but why not?" asked the princess. 

No one replied, and Princess Maria, glancing around, observed that 
now all eyes that met hers immediately turned away. 

"Why don't you speak?" demanded the princess, addressing an aged 
man, who, leaning on his cane, was standing in front of her. "Tell me 
if you think that anything else is needed. I will do everything for you/' 
said she, as she caught his eye. But he, as if annoyed by this, hung his 
head and muttered: 

"Why should we? We don't want your grain." 

"Wliatl Us abandon everything? We don’t agree to it.” . . . "We 
don't agree to it.” . . . "Not with our consent." . . . "We are .sorry, 
but it won’t be done with our consent. Go off by yourself a lone I" rang 
out from the mob on different sides. 

And again all the faces of the throng had one and the same ex- 
pression; but this time it was assuredly not curiosity or gratitude, but 
one of angiy, obstinate resolution. 

"Oh, but you have not understood me," exclaimed Princess Maria, 
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smiling sadly. "Why are you unwilling to go? I promise to give you 
new homes and feed you. But if you stay here the enemy will ruin you.” 

But her voice was drowned by the voices of the mob. 

*'Not with our consent. Let him destroy us. We won’t touch your 
grain. Not with our consent.” 

Princess Maria tried again to catch the eyes of some other j>erson 
in the crowd; but not one was directed toward her; their eyes evidently 
avoided her. She felt strange, and ill at ease. 

“There nowl She’s a shrewd one. Follow her to prison. They want 
to get our houses and make serfs of us again— the ideal We won’t touch 
your grain,” rang the various voices. 

Princess Maria, lianging her head, left the crowd and went back to 
the house. Repeating her orders to Dron to have the horses ready for 
their departure the next day, she went to her room and remained alone 
with her thoughts. 


IX 

On the twenty-ninth of August, Rostof and Ilyin, accompanied only 
1)V Lavrushka and an orderly sergeant of hussars, set forth from their 
bivouac at Yankovo, ten miles from Bogucharovo, to try a new horse 
that Ilyin had recently purchased and to find whether there was any 
fodder in the villages roundabout. Rostof, like the thoughtful squadron 
commander that he was, conceived the notion of taking possession of 
the provisions at Bogucharovo before the French could get them. 

Rostof and Ilyin were in the most jovial of moods on the way to 
Bogucharovo, the princely estate and farm where they hoped to find 
nianv domestics and pretty young girls. Rostof had not tlie slightest 
notion that this village where he was bound was the estate of that very 
same Bolkonsky who had been betrothed to his sister. 

He and Ilyin, in trial of their horses, made a final spurt down the 
slope in front of Bogucharovo, and Rostof, outriding Ilyin, was the 
first to enter the street of the village. 

They rode at a walk up to the granary, near which a great crowd 
of peasants were gathered. One of them came out of the crowd and 
approached Rostof. 

“Which side are you from?” he asked. 

“The French,” replied Rostof, jokingly, with a smile. “And that's 
Napoleon himself,” he added, pointing to Lavrushka. 

“Of course you're Russians, aren’t you?” asked the peasant. 

“Is there a large party of you?” asked another, a little man, who also 
joined them. 

“Ever so many,” replied Rostof. “And what brings you all together 
here?” he added. “A holiday festival?” 
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*'The ciders have collected for village business," replied Uic peasant 
who had spoken first. 

Alpatitch, who took off his hat some distance away, approached 
Rostof. 

"I make bold to trouble your honor," said he, politely, but mani- 
festing a certain scorn of the officer’s youthful appearance, and placing 
his hand in the breast of his coat. “My mistress, the daughter of 
general-in-chicf, the late Prince Nikolai Bolkonsky, who died on the 
twenty-seventh of this month, finds herself in difficulty on account of 
the insubordination and rudeness of these individuals here"— he pointed 
to the peasants. “And she begs you to confer with her— if it would not 
be asking too much,” said Alpatitch, with a timid smile— “if you would 
come a few steps farther . . . and besides it is not so pleasant in the 
presence of ... " 

He indicated the two drunken peasants w^ho were circling round 
them and in their rear like gadflies round a horse. 

“Hey I Alpatitch— Hey!" . . . “Scr’ous shing! ’Scuse us! Ser’ous 
shing!" . . . “ ’Sense us, for Christ’s sake! Hey!" said the peasants at 
him. Rostof looked at the drunken men and smiled. 

“Or perhaps this pleases your excellency?" suggested Alpatitch, with 
a sedate look, and indicating the old men with his other hand— the one 
not in the breast of his coat. 

“No, there’s no pleasure in that," said Rostof, and started off. “What 
is the trouble?" he asked. 

“I make bold to explain to your excellency that these coarse peasants 
here are not willing to have their mistress leave her estate, and they 
threaten to take her horses out; and though everything has been packed 
up since morning, her highness can’t get away." 

“Incredible!" cried Rostof. 

“I have the honor of reporting to you the absolute truth," maintained 
Alpatitch. 

Rostof dismounted and, throwing the reins to his orderly, went with 
Alpatitch to the house, questioning him on the state of affairs. In point 
of fact, the offer of grain which the princess had made to the peasants 
the evening before, her explanations to Dron and to the meeting, had 
made affairs so much worse that Dron had definitely laid down his kc7s, 
and taken sides with the peasantry, and had refused to obey Alpatitch's 
summons; and that morning, when the princess had ordered to have 
the horses harnessed for her departure, the peasants had gone in a 
regular mob to the granary, and sent a messenger declaring that they 
would not allow the princess to leave the village, that orders had come 
not to leave and they would unharness the horses. 

Princess Maria, entirely bewildered and weak with fright, was sitting 
in the drawing-room wffien Rostof was brought in to her. When she saw 
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his Russian face, and recognized by his manner and the first words he 
spoke that he was a man of her own class, she looked at him with her 
deep, radiant eyes, and began to speak in broken tones, her voice 
trembling with emotion. 

Rostof immediately found something very romantic in this adventure. 
'‘An unprotected maiden, overwhelmed witli grief, left alone at the 
mercy of rough, insurgent peasants! And what a strange fate has brought 
me here!'* thought Rostof, as he listened to her and looked at her. “And 
what sweetness and gratitude in her features and her words!" he said 
to himself, as he listened to her faltering tale. 

When she related all that had taken place on the day after her father's 
funeral, her voice trembled. She turned aside, and then, as if she were 
afraid Rostof would take her words to be an attempt to arouse his pity, 
she glanced at him with a timidly questioning look. 

The tears stood in Rostof 's eyes. Princess Maria observed this, and 
she looked gratefully at him with those brilliant eyes of hers which 
made one forget the plainness of her face. 

“I cannot tell you, princess, how happy I am at the chance that 
brought me here and puts me in a position to show you how ready I am 
to serve you," said Rostof, rising. “You can start immediately, and I 
pledge you my word of honor that no one shall dare cause you the 
slightest unpleasantness, if you will only permit me to serve as your 
escort''; and, making her a courtly bow such as are made to ladies of the 
imperial blood, he went to the door. 


X 

“Well, now, pretty? Ah, brother, my pink one's a beauty, and her 
name is Dunyasha.'' 

But as he glanced in Rostof's face Ilyin held his tongue. He saw that 
his hero and commander had come back in an entirely different frame 
of mind. 

Rostof gave Ilyin a wrathful glance and without deigning to give him 
any answer strode swiftly down to the village. 

“I will teach them! I will give it to those cutthroats," he muttered to 
himself. 

Alpatitch, with a sort of swimming gait that was just short of running, 
found it hard to overtake him. 

“What decision have you been pleased to come to?" he asked, at 
last catching up with him. Rostof halted and, doubling his fists, made 
3 threatening movement toward Alpatitch suddenly. 

“Decision? What decision? You old dotard!" cried he. “What are you 
staring at? Ha?— The peasants are in revolt and you can't bring them to 
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terms? You yourself are a traitor! I know you. I’ll take the hide off you, 
the whole of you.” And, as if afraid ot wasting the reserve fund of his 
righteous wrath, he left Alpatitch and hastened forward. 

Alpatitdi, evidently fighting down his sense of injured innocence, 
h2istened after Rostof with that ambling gait of his, and continued to 
give him his opinions in regard to the matter. He declared that the 
peasants had got themselves into such a stale of rebellion that at the 
present moment it would be imprudent to oppose them unless one had 
a squad of soldiers first. 

”I'll give them a squad of soldiers . . . I’ll sliow how to oppose tliem,” 
replied Rostof, not knowing what he was saying, and breathing hard 
from his unreasoning, keen indignation and the necessity he felt of 
expressing this indignation. With no definite plan of action, he rushed 
with strong, resolute steps straight at the mob. And the nearer he ap- 
proached it, the more firmly convinced grew Alpatitch that this im- 
prudent action of his miglu lead to excellent results. The peasants felt 
the same thing as they saw his swift, unswerving movements and his 
resolute, scowling face. 

After the hussars had entered the village and Rostof had gone to see 
the princess, a certain perplexity and division of opinion had prevailed 
among the peasantry. It began to be bruited among them that these 
visitors were Russians, and some of them declared that the hussars 
would be angry because their young mistress was detained. Dron was of 
this opinion, but as soon as he had so expressed himself, the peasant 
Karp, and other peasants, who possessed great influence in the village, 
attacked their former bailiff. 

"How many years have you been getting your belly full in this 
village?” cried Karp. “It’s all the same to you. You’ll dig up your pot 
of money and be off 1 What do you care whether they burn up our houses 
or not?” 

As soon as Rostof, accompanied by Ilyin, Lavrushka, and Alpatitch, 
drew near the mob, Karp, thrusting his fingers in his belt and slightly 
smiling, came foiward. Dron, on the contrary, got into the rear ranks, 
and the throng crowded closer together. 

"Hey I Which of you is the elder here?” cried Rostof, coming up to 
the mob with swift strides. 

"The elder? What do you want of him?” asked Karp. 

But before he had a chance to utter another word his cap flew off, 
and he was sent reeling with a powerful blow. 

"Hats off, you traitors!” cried Rostof, in a stentorian voice. "Where 
is the elder?” he thundered, in a voice of fury. 

"The cider, he wants the elder . . . Dron, you!” was spoken by various 
officiously submissive voices, and every hat was doffed. 

"We would never think of rebelling; we are keeping order,” insisted 
Karp, and several voices in the rear suddenly shouted: 
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“It was what the village council ordered. We had to obey.** 

“Do you dare answer back? Mobl Cutthroats! Traitors!** yelled Ros- 
tof, beside himself with rage and in an unnatural voice, seizing Karp 
bv the collar. “Tie him up! Tie him up!'’ he cried, though there was no 
one to execute his orders except Lavrushka and Alpatitch. 

l.avrushka, however, sprang forward and seized Karp by the arms 
from behind. 

“Do you wish us to call our boys from below?** he cried. 

Alpatitch turned to the peasants, calling two by name, to bind Karp*s 
arms. These peasants submissively stepped forth from the crowd and 
bei^an to unfasten their belts. 

‘AVhere is the elder?*’ cried Rostof. 

Dron, pale and scowling, stood forth. 

“Are you the elder? I'ie him up, Lavrushka,’* cried Rostof, as if it 
were impossible for this command to meet with resistance. And, in 
fact, two other peasants began to bind Dron, who in order to facilitate 
tin* operation took off his girdle and handed it to them. 

“And sec here ... all of you obey mc!“— Rostof had turned to the 
peasants— “Disperse to your homes instantly, and don't let me hear a 
wold from one of you!’* 

“(^ome, now! We’ve done no harm!** . . . “We’ve only been acting 
sillv.” . . . “Made fools of ourselves, that’s all.’’ ... “I said there wasn’t 
no such orders,** said various voices, reproaching one another. 

“That’s what I told you,’’ said Alpatitch, resuming his rights. “It 
wasn’t right of you, boys.’’ 

“Our foolishness, Alpatitch,’’ replied the voices, and the crowd im- 
mediately began to break up and scatter to their homes. 

The two peasants with their arms bound were taken to the master’s 
house. Two drunken men followed. 

“Now I get a good look at you!’’ said one of them, addressing Karp. 

“How could you speak to your betters in that way? What were 
\oii thinking of? Idiot!’’ exclaimed the other. “Truly you were an 
idiot!” 

Inside of two hours the teams were ready in the courtyard of the 
Bogucharovo mansion. The men were zealously lugging out and packing 
I’p the master’s belongings, and Dron, at the princess’ inierccssion, let 
out of the shed where he had been locked up, directed the peasants at 
their work, standing in the court. 

Rostof, not wishing to impose himself on the princess, did not return 
*0 her, but remained in the village waiting for her to pass on her way. 
Having waited until Princess Maria’s carriages had left I he house he 
mounted and accompanied her on horseback along the highway occu- 
pied by our troops for a few miles. 

At Yankovo, where his bivouac was, he politely took leave of her, and 
for the first time permitted himself the liberty of kissing her hand. 
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“But it was nothing— nothing,” protested Rostof, reddening, as 
Princess Maria expressed her gratitude for his having saved her— for so 
she spoke of what he had done. “Any policeman would have done as 
much. If we had only peasants to fight with, we would not have let 
the enemy advance so far,” said he, feeling a twinge of shame, and 
anxious to change the topic. “I am only delighted that this has given 
me a chance to make your acquaintance. Farewell, princess. I wish 
you all happiness and consolation, and I hope that we shall meet under 
more favorable circumstances. If you wish to spare my blushes, please do 
not thank me.” 

But the princess, if she did not thank him further in word, could not 
help expressing her gratitude in every feature of her face, which fairly 
beamed with acknowledgment and gentleness. 

When she bade him farewell and was left alone, Princess Maria 
suddenly felt her eyes fill with tears, and then, it seemed not for the first 
time, the strange question came into her mind: Did she love him? 

And it was fate that hr should come to Bogucharovo, and at such a 
time! she thought. And it xvas fate that his sister should jilt Prince 
A ndrei! 

And in all this Princess Maria saw the workings of Providence. 

The impression made on Rostof by Princess Maria was very agree- 
able. Whenever his thoughts returned to her, happiness filled his heart; 
and when his comrades, learning of his adventure at Bogucharovo, 
teased him because in going after hay, he had fallen in with one of the 
richest heiresses of Russia, Rostof lost his temper. He lost his temper 
for the very reason that the idea of marrying the princess, who had 
impressed him so pleasantly and who had such an enormous property, 
had more than once, against his will, occurred to him. As far as he 
personally was concerned, he could not wish a better wife than Princess 
Maria. To marry her would give great delight to the countess, his 
mother, and would help him to extricate his father's affairs from their 
wreck; and then, again— Nikolai felt this— it would be for Princess 
Maria's happiness. 

But Sonya? And his plighted troth? 

And that was the reason Rostof grew angry when they teased him 
about Princess Bolkonsky. 


XI 

Having accepted the command of the armies, Kutuzof remembered 
Prince Andrei and sent word to him to join him at headquarters. 

Prince Andrei reached Tsarevo-Zaimishche and sat down to await 
his “serene highness,” as everyone now called Kutuzof. Two of Kutuxof* 
servants— the courier and his house steward— stood near by. 
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A dark-complexioned little lieutenant colonel of hussars, with a heavy 
mustache and side whiskers, came riding up to the gates and, seeing 
Prince Andrei, asked if his serene highness lodged there. 

Prince Andrei replied that he did not belong to his serene highness' 
staff, and had, likewise, only just arrived. 

The lieutenant colonel turned to a spruce-looking orderly with the 
same question; and the chief commander's orderly answered him with 
that contemptuous indifference with which the servants of commanders- 
in-chief are apt to treat lower-ranking officers. 

“What? His serene highness? Likely to be here before long. What do 
you want?" 

The lieutenant colonel laughed in his mustaches at the orderly's tone, 
dismounted from his horse, gave the bridle to his orderly, and joined 
Bolkonsky, making him a stiff little bow. Bolkonsky made room for 
him on the bench. The lieutenant colonel of hussars sat down beside him. 

“So you're waiting for the commander-in-chief, too, are you?" asked 
the lieutenant colonel. "He’s weported to be vewy accessible! Thank 
God for thatl That was the twouble with those sausage stuffers. There 
was some weason in Ycrmolof's asking to be weekoned as a German. 
Now pe'w’aps we Wussians will have something to say about things. 
The devil knows what they’ve been doing! Always wetweating— always 
wetweating! Have you been making the campaign?" he asked. 

"1 have had that pleasure," replied Prince Andrei. "Not only have I 
taken part in the retreat, but I have lost thereby all that I hold dear, to 
say nothing of my property and the home of my ancestors and my 
father, who died of grief. 1 am from Smolensk." 

"Ah? Are you Pwince Bolkonsky? Vewy glad to make your acquaint- 
ance:— laeutenant Colonel Denisof, better known as Vaska," said 
Denisof, shaking hands with Prince Andrei and looking with a pe- 
culiarly gentle expression into his face. "Yes, I heard about it," said he 
svnipathetically; and, after a short pause, he continued: "And so this 
is Scythian warfare. It’s all vewy good except for those whose wibs are 
bwoken. And you are Pwince Andwei Bolkonsky?" He shook his head. 
"Vewy, vewy glad, pwince, vewy glad to make your acquaintance," he 
repeated for the second time, squeezing his hand. 

Prince Andrei had known from Natasha that Denisof was her first 
suitor. This recollection, at once sweet and bitter, brought back to him 
those painful sensations which of late he had not allowed himself to 
harbor, but which were always in his heart. Recently so many other and 
more serious impressions— like the evacuation of Smolensk and the news 
of his father’s death— and so many new sensations had been experienced 
by him, that it was some time since he had even thought of his disap- 
pointment, and now, when he was reminded of it, it seemed so long ago 
that it did not affect him with its former force. 

For Denisof, too, the series of recollections conjured up in his mind 
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by Bolkonsky's name belonged to a distant, poetic past, to that time 
when he, after the supper, and after Natasha had sung for him, himself 
not realizing what he was doing, offered himself to a maiden of fifteen! 
He smiled at his recollection of that time and of his love for Natasha, 
and immediately proceeded to the topic which at present passionately 
occupied him to the exclusion of everything else. 

This was a plan of campaign which he had developed during the 
retreat, while on duty at the outposts. He had proposed this plan to 
Barclay de Tolly, and was now bent on proposing it to Kutuzof. The 
plan was based on the fact that the French line of operations was too 
widely spread out, and his idea was that instead of attacking them in 
front, or possibly in connection with offensive attacks at the front, so as 
to block their road, it was necessary to act against their communications. 
He began to outline this plan to Prince Andrei. 

“'Fhey can’t sustain such a long line. It is impossible! I’ll pwomisc to 
bweak thwough them; give me five hundred men and I’ll cut my way 
thwough, twuly. A sort of system of gucwillas.” 

Denisof had got up in his excitement, and as he laid his plan before 
Bolkonsky he gesticulated eagerly. In the midst of his exposition, the 
army was heard cheering, and the trampling of horses and shouts neared 
the village. 

"Here he comes,” shouted the Cossack guard. 

"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!” The cheera rent the air behind him. 

Kutuzof, since Prince Andrei had last seen him, had grown stouter 
than ever; he seemed flabby and bloated. But the whitened eye, and the 
scar, and that expression of lassitude in face and figure which Prince 
Andrei knew so well, w^erc the same. He was dressed in a military long 
coat, a whij^ hung by a slender ribbon over his shoulder, and he wore his 
white cavalier-guard cap. Heavily sprawled out and swaying, he sat his 
little hoise. His whistling breath could just be heard as he rode into the 
courtyard. 

His face had that expression of relief which a man shows when he 
makes up his mind to have a rest after a public exhibition. He extricated 
his left leg from the stirrup, leaned back with his whole body, and, 
scowling with the exertion ol getting his leg up over the saddle, rested 
with his knee a mcjmeni, and then with a whack like a duck he let him- 
self down into the arms of the Cossacks and aides who were waitiiig to 
assist him. 

He straightened himself up, looked around with blinking eyes, and, 
glancing at Prince Andrei but evidently failing to recognize him, he set 
out in his clumsy, plunging gait for the steps. Fiu-fiu-fiu, he puffed, and 
again he glanced at Prince Andrei. The impression made by Prince 
Andrei’s lace, though it was reached only after several seconds, at last 
connected itself with die recollection of who he was. 

"Ah! How are you, prince, how are you, my good fellow? Come wiib 
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me/' he said wearily, glancing round, and beginning heavily to mount 
the steps, which groaned under his weight. Then he unbuttoned his 
uniform and sat down on the bench at the top of the steps. 

“Well, how is your father?'* 

“Yesterday I received news of his death," said Prince Andrei abruptly. 

Kutuzof looked at Prince Andrei with startled, wide-open eyes; then 
he took off his cap and crossed himself. 

“The kingdom of heaven be his. God’s will be done to us all.” 

He drew a deep, heavy sigh and was long silent. “I loved him dearly 
and I realized his worth, and I sympathize with you with all my heart.” 

He embraced Prince Andrei, pressed him to his fat chest, and held 
him there long. When at last he released him. Prince Andrei saw that 
his blubbery lips trembled, and that his eyes were full of tears. He 
sighed and took hold of the bench with both hands so as to rise. 

“Come, come to my room and let us talkl” said he; but just at that 
instant Denisof, who was as little apt to quail before his superiors as 
before his enemies, strode with jingling spurs to the steps, in spite of the 
aides who with indignant whispers tried to stop him. Kutuzof, still 
clinging to the bench, gave him a displeased look. 

Denisof, introducing himself, explained that he had something of the 
greatest importance for the good of the country to communicate to his 
serene highness. Kutuzof, with his weary look, continued to stare at 
Denisof, and with a gesture of annoyance released his hands and folded 
them on his belly, repeating: “For the good of the country? Well, whal 
is it? Speakl” 

Denisof reddened like a girl— it was so strange to see the blush on the 
veteran’s mustached, bibulous face— and he began boldly to evolve his 
plan for breaking through the enemy's line between Smolensk and 
V^iazina. Denisof’s home was in this region, and he was well aetjuainted 
with every part of it. His plan seemed unquestionably excellent, espe- 
cially owing to the force of conviction that he put into his words. 
Kutuzof regarded his own legs and occasionally looked over into the 
yard of the adjoining cottage, as if he were expecting something un- 
pleasant to appear there. And sure enough, from the cottage at which 
lie was looking during Denisof’s speech, emerged a general with a 
portfolio under his arm. 

“What?” exclaimed Kutuzof, interrupting Denisof in the midst of 
his exposition. “Ready so soon?” 

“Yes, your serene highness,” replied the general. Kutuzof shook his 
head as much as to say, “How can one man have time for all this?” and 
'^'cnt on listening to Denisof. 

**I give you my twuest word of honor as a Wussian officer,” insisted 
Denisof, “that I will cut off Napoleon’s communications.” 

“Whatl Is Quartermaster General Kirill Andreyevitch Denisof any 
relation of yours?” asked Kutuzof, interrupting him. 
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*‘My uncle, your sewene highness.” 

”Oh, we were good friends,” exclaimed Kutuzof, jovially. ”Very good, 
very good, my dear. Stay here at headquarters; we will talk it over 
tomorrow.” 

Nodding to Denisof, he turned away and stretched out his hand for 
the papers which Konovnitsin had brought him. 


XII 

In half an hour, Prince Andrei was again summoned to Kutuzof. 
Kutuzof was sprawled out in an easy-chair, with his uniform coat un- 
buttoned. He held a French book in his hand, and when Prince Andrei 
came in he laid it down, marking the place with a knife. This book, as 
Prince Andrei could see by the cover, was Les Chevaliers du Cygne, a 
work by Madame de Genlis. 

“Well, now, sit down, sit down here,” said Kutuzof. ”Ifs sad, very 
sad. But remember, my boy, that I am a father to you— a second father.” 

Prince Andrei told Kutuzof all that he knew about his father's death. 

“To what— to what have they brought usi” suddenly exclaimed 
Kutuzof in an agitated voice, evidently getting from Prince Andrei’s 
story a clear notion of the state in which Russia found herself. 

“Wait a bit! Wait a bit I” he added with a wrathful expression; and 
then, evidently not wishing to dwell on this agitating topic, he went on 
to say: “I have summoned you to keep you with me.” 

“I thank your serene highness,” replied Prince Andrei. “But I fear 
that I am not good for staff service,” he explained, with a smile which 
Kutuzof noticed. “And chiefly,” added Prince Andrei, “I am used to 
my regiment. I have grown very fond of the officers, and the men, so far 
as I can judge, are fond of me. I should be sorry to leave my regiment. 
If I decline the honor of being on your staff, believe me, it is ... ” 

A keen, good-natured, and at the same lime shrewdly sarcastic ex- 
pression flashed over Kutuzofs puffy face. He interrupted Bolkonsky. 

“I am sorry. You might have been useful to me; but you are right, 
you are right. We don't need men herd There are everywhere plenty of 
advisers, but not of men. Our regiments would be very different if all 
the advice givers would serve in them as you do. I remember you at 
Austerlitz— I remember you, I remember you with the standard,” said 
Kutuzof; and a flush of pleasure spread over Prince Andrei's face at 
this recollection. Kutuzof drew him close and stroked his cheek, and 
again Prince Andrei observed tears in liis eyes. Though Prince Andrei 
knew that tears were Kutuzof 's weak point, and that he was especially 
flattering to him, and was anxious to express his sympathy for his loss, 
still Prince Andrei felt particularly happy and gratified at this allusion 
to Austerlitz. 
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“Go, and God bless youl I know, your road is the road of honor/' 

He paused. 

“I missed you sadly at Bucharest. I needed a messenger to send/' 

And, changing the conversation, Kutuzof began to talk about the 
Turkish war and the peace that had been concluded. 

“Yes, they abused me not a little," said he, "botli for the war and for 
the peace; but all came about in time. All things come to those who 
wait. There I had just as many advisers as I have here," he went on to 
say, turning to the counselors, who evidently were an annoyance to him. 
“Oh I These counselors, these counselors!" he e.\claimed. "If their ad- 
vice had been taken, we would still be in Turkey, and peace would 
not have been signed, and the war would not be over yet. Everything 
in haste, but 'more haste, less speed.' If Kamiensky had not died, he 
would have been ruined. He stormed a fortress with thirty thousand 
men. It is not hard to take a fortress; it's hard to gain a campaign. And to 
do that, not storm and attack, but patience and time are recpiired. 
Kamiensky sent his soldiers against Rushchuk; and while I employed 
nothing but time and patience, I took more fortresses than Kamiensky 
ever did, and I made the Turks feed on horseflesh." He shook his head. 
“And the French will do the same. Take my word for it," he exclaimed, 
growing more animated, and pounding his chest, "if I have anything to 
do with it, they will be eating horseflesh too!" 

And again his eyes overflowed with tears. 

“Still, it will be necessary to accept a battle, won't it?" asked Prince 
Andrei. 

“Certainly, if all demand it, there's no help for it. But trust me, my 
boy. There are no more powerful fighters than these two-time and 
patience; they do everything. But our advisers— they won't see it in that 
light, that's the trouble. Some are in favor, and some are opposed. What’s 
to be done?" he asked, and wailed for an answer. "Yes, what is it you 
advise doing?" he repeated, and his eyes gleamed with an expression of 
deep cunning. "I will tell you what is to be done, and I shall do it. 
When in doubt, my dear"— he hesitated- "don't. When in doubt, doni** 
he repeated, after an interval. "Well, good-by, my dear boy. Remember 
that I sympathize with all my heart in your loss, and that to you I am 
not his serene highness nor prince nor commander-in-dtief, but a father 
to you. If you want anything, apply directly to me. Good-by, my dear." 

He again embraced and kissed him. And before Prince Andrei had 
actually reached the door, Kutuzof drew a long sigh of relief and had 
resumed his unfinished novel by Madame de Genlis, Les Chevaliers du 
Cygne. 

Prince Andrei could not account to himself for the why or wherefore 
of it, but it was a fact that after this interview with Kutuzof he returned 
to his regiment much relieved as to the general course of affairs and as 
to the wisdom of intrusting them to this man whom he had just seen. 
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The more he realized the utter absence of all self-seeking in this old 
man, who seemed to have outlived ordinary passions, and whose intellect 
—that is, the power of coordinating events and drawing conclusions— 
had resolved itself into the one faculty of calmly holding in check the 
course of events, the more assured Prince Andrei felt that everything 
would turn out as it should. 

“There is nothing personal about him. He won’t give way to his 
imaginations; he won’t do anything rash,’’ said Prince Andrei to himself, 
“but he will listen to all suggestions; he will remember everything; he 
will have everything in its place; he will hinder nothing that is useful, 
and permit nothing that is harmful; he will remember that there is 
something more powerful and more tremendous than his will— the 
inevitable course of events— and he will have the brains to see them; he 
will have the ability to realize their significance, and, in view of this 
significance, he will be sensible enough to see what a small part he 
himself and his own will have to play in them. But chief of all,’’ thought 
Prince Andrei, “what makes me have confidence in him is that he is 
Russian, in spite of his French novel of Madame de Genlis, and his 
French phrases; because his voice trembled when he exclaimed, ‘What 
have they brought us tol’ and because he sobbed when he declared that 
he would make them eat horseflesh.*’ 

It was due to this feeling, which all felt more or less vaguely, that 
Kutuzof’s selection as commander-in-chief, in spite of court cabals, met 
with such unanimous and general approval among the people. 


XIII 

After the soveri^ign’s departure from Moscow, the life in the capital 
flowed on in its ordinary channels, and the current of this life was so 
commonplace that it was hard to recall those days of patriotic enthusi- 
asms and impulses, and hard to believe that Russia was actually in peril, 
and that the members of the English Club were at the same time “Sons 
of the Fatherland,’’ and had declared themselves prepared for any 
sacrifice. 

The only thing that recalled the general spurt of patriotic enthusiasm 
that had taken place during the sovereign’s recent visit to Moscow was 
the demand for men and money, which, coming now in legal, official 
form, had to be met, the sacrifice having once been offered. 

Though the enemy was approaching Moscow, the Muscovites were 
not inclined to regard their situation with any greater degree of serious- 
ness; on the contrary; the matter was treated with peculiar lightness, as 
is always the case with people who see a great catastrophe approaching. 
At such a time, two voices are always heard speaking loudly in the heart 
of man: the one, with perfect reasonableness, always preaches the reality 
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of the peril and counsels him to seek for means of avoiding it; the other, 
\\rith a still greater show of reason, declares that it is too painful and 
difficult to think about danger, since it is not in the power of man to 
foresee everything or to escape the inevitable course of events; and, 
therefore, it is better to shut the eyes to the disagreeable until it actually 
comes, and to think only of what is pleasant. When a man is alone, he 
generally gives himself up to the first voice, but in society, on the con- 
trary, to the second. This was the case at the present time with the 
inhabitants of Moscow. Moscow had not been so gay for a long time 
as it was that year. 

It was reported that Rostopchin had sent the French and, indeed, all 
other foreigners, out of Moscow. It was also reported that the courts of 
justice had been removed from the city, and here there was a chance 
given for repeating one of Shinshin’s jests to the effect tliat for this, at 
least, Moscow ought to be grateful to Napoleon. 

It was said that Mamonof’s regiment would cost him eight hundred 
thousand rubles, that Bezukhof was spending still more on his warriors; 
but the best joke of all was that the count himsell was going to buckle 
on his uniform and ride in front of his regiment, and those who would 
be in the front would not sell their chances to sec this great sight for any 
money. 

“You have no mercy on anyone," said Julie Drubetskoy, picking up 
and pressing together a bunch of picked lint between her slender fingers 
covered with rings. 

Julie had determined to leave Moscow the next day, and she was 
giving her last reception. “Bezukhof is absurd, but he is so good, so 
kind! What is the pleasure to be .so caiistique?'* 

“Fined!" exclaimed a young man in a militia uniform, whom Julie 
called “My knight," and who was going to accompany her to Nizhni. 

In Julie’s set, as in many other sets of Moscow society, it had been 
agreed to speak only in Rii.ssian, and those who forgot themselves and 
made use of French words in conversation had to pay a fine, which was 
turned over to the committee of public defense. 

“That’s a double fine, for a Gallicism," said a Russian authcjr who 
was in the drawing-room, “ ‘Pleasure to be’ is not good Ru.ssian." 

“You show no mercy upon anyone," pursued Julie, paying heed to 
the author’s criticism. 

“For using the word caustique, I admit my guilt, and will pay my 
fine for it, and for the pleasure to tell you the truth, lam ready to pay 
linother fine; but for Gallicisms I am not to be held answerable," she 
said, turning to the author. “I have neither the money nor the time to 
hire a teaclier and take Russian lessons, as Prince Galitsin is doing. 

“Ah, there he is," exclaimed Julie. ''Quand on— No, no," said she to 
the militiaman, "do not count that one. I’ll say it in Russian: ‘When we 
speak of the sun we see his rays,’ " said the hostess, giving Pierre a 
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fascinating smile— “we were just talking about you. We were saying 
that your regiment would be really much better than Mamonofs/’ said 
she, with one of those white lies so characteristic of society women. 

“Don't speak to me about my regiment," replied Pierre, kissing the 
hostess's hand, and taking a chair near her. “I am tired to death of it.” 

“But surely you are going to take the command of it yourself?" asked 
Julie, shooting a glance of cunning and ridicule at the militiaman. 

The militiaman in Pierre’s presence was no longer so caustique, and 
his face expressed some perplexity at the meaning expressed in Julie’s 
smile. In spite ot his absent-mindedness and good humor, Pierre’s per- 
sonality immediately cut short all attempts to make a butt of him in his 
own presence. 

“No," replied Pierre, with a glance down at his big, portly frame, “I 
would be too good a mark for the French, and I am afraid that I could 
not get on a horse." 

Among those who came up as a subject for gossip in the course of the 
shifting conversation were the Rostofs. 

“They say their affairs are in a very bad condition,” remarked Julie. 
“And the count himself is so utterly lacking in common sense! The 
Razumovskys wanted to buy his house and his Moscow estate, and it is 
still in abeyance. He asks too much." 

“No, I believe the sale was made a few days ago," said someone. 
“Though now it is nonsense for anyone to buy property in Moscow.” 

“What makes you go away?" 

“I? That is an odd question. I am going because— well, 1 am going 
because everybody's going, and because I am not a Jeanne d'Arc and not 
an Amazon." 

“There, now, give me some more rags." 

“If he can only economize, he may be able to settle all his debts,” 
pursued the militiaman, still speaking of Count Rostof. 

“A good old man, but a very pauvre sire. And why have they been 
living here so long? They intended long ago to start for the country. 
Natasha, I believe, is perfectly restored to health? Isn't she?" asked 
Julie of Pierre, with a mischievous smile. 

“They are waiting for their youngest son,” replied Pierre. “He was 
enrolled among Obolensky’s Cossacks and was sent to Byelaya Tserkov. 
The regiment wms mobilizing there. But now he has been transferred to 
my regiment and is expected every day. The count wanted to start long 
ago, but the countess utterly refused to leave Moscow until her son 
came." 

“I saw them three days ago at the Arkharofs’. Natasha has grown 
very pretty again and w^as very gay. She sang a romanza. How easy it is 
for some people to forget everything!" 

‘Torget what?” asked Pierre, impulsively. 

Julie smiled. 
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“You know, count, that knights like you are to be found only in the 
romances of Madame de Souza.” 

“What sort of knights? Why, what do you mean?” asked Pierre, red- 
dening. 

“Oh, fie now! dear count, c*est la fable de tout Moscou. Je vous 
admire, ma parole d*honneur!” 

“FinedI FinedI” exclaimed the militiaman. 

“Very well, theni It’s impossible to talk; how annoying!” 

“What is the talk of all Moscow?” asked Pierre, angrily rising to his 
fcc't. 

“Oh! fie! count. You know!” 

“1 don't know at all what you mean,” said Pierre. 

“I know that you and Natasha were good friends, and consequently 
... No, 1 always liked Vera better. Cette chere Vera!** 

"'Non, Madame,” pursued Pierre, in a tone of annoyance. “I have 
iu\cr in the slightest degree taken upon myself to play the r61e of 
kni^Jit to the Countess Rostof, and I have not been at their house for 
almost a month. But I do not understand the cruelty ...” 

"Qui s*excuse s'accuse/* said Julie, smiling and waving the lint; and 
m order to have tlie last word herself, she abruptly changed the conver- 
sation. “What do you suppose I heard last night? Poor Maria Bolkonsky 
arrived in Moscow yesterday. Have you heard? She has lost her father!” 

“Really? Where is she? I should like very much to see her,” said Pierre. 

“I spent last evening with her. She is going today or tomorrow 
morning with her little nephew to their estate near Moscow.” 

“But what about her? How is she?” insisted Pierre. 

“Well, but sad. But do you know who rescued her? It’s a perfect 
loniance! Nikolai Rostof! Her people surrounded her; they would have 
killed her. She was already wounded. He rushed in and saved her.” 

“Lots of romances!” exclaimed the militiaman. “Really, this general 
SI. impede seems to have been made for providing husbands for all the 
old maids. Catherine is one, the Princess Bolkonsky two ...” 

“Do you know, really I think that she is un petit peu amoureuse du 
jcune homme}** 

“FinedI Fined! Fined!” 

“But really, how could one say that in Russian?” 


XIV 

U^HEN Pierre reached home he was handed two of Rostopchin’s bul- 
letins, which had been distributed that day. 

In the first the count denied having forbidden anyone to leave Mos- 
cow. and declared that, on the contrary, he was delighted to have ladies 
of rank and merchants* wives leave town. “Less panic, less gossip!” said 
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the bulletin. “But Til answer for it with my life that the villain wilJ 
never be in Moscow.” 

By these words Pierre was for the first time fairly convinced that the 
French would get to Moscow. 

The second placard proclaimed that our headquarters were at 
Viazma, that Count Wittgenstein had beaten the French, but that, as 
very many ol the inhabitants had expressed a desire to arm themselves, 
there were plenty of weapons for them at the arsenal: sabers, pistols, 
muskets, all of which the inhabitants might buy at the lowest prices. 

“Shall I enter the military service and join the army, or shall I wait?” 
This question arose in his mind for the hundredth time. He took a 
pack of cards, which was lying on the table near him, and began to lay 
out a game of patience. 

“If the game comes out,” said he to himself, as he shuffled the cards, 
held them in his hand and looked up— “if it comes out right, then it 
means— What shall it mean?” 

Before he had time to decide on what it should mean, he heard at the 
door of his room the voice of the oldest princess, asking if she miglit 
come in. 

“Well, it shall mean that I must join the army,” said Pierre to himself 
“Come in, come in,” he added, replying to the princess. 

Only the oldest of the three princesses— the one with the long waist- 
continued to make her home at Pierre’s; the two younger ones were 
married. 

“Forgive me, cousin, for disturbing you,” said she, in an agitated voice. 
“But you see it is high time to reach some decision. What is going to lx* 
the outcome of this? Everyone is leaving Moscow, and the people are 
riotous. Why do we stay?” 

“On the contrary, everything looks very propitious, cousin,” said 
Pierre, in that bantering tone which, in order to hide his confusion at 
having to play the part of benefactor before the princess, he always 
adopted in his dealings with her. 

“Yes, everything is propitiousi . . . Certainly a fine state of affairs! 
This very day Varvara Ivanovna was telling me how our armies had 
distinguished themselves. It brings them the greatest possible honor 
But still the servants are exceedingly refractory; they won’t obey at all: 
my maid— why, she was positively insolent I And before we know it they 
will be massacring us. It is impossible to go into the streets. But worst 
of all the French arc liable to be here today or tomorrowl Why should 
we wait for them? I ask for only one favor, cousin,” pleaded the princess 
"Give orders to have me taken to Petersburg. Whatever I am, I cannot 
endure to live under the rule of Bonaparte! If you do not wish to do 
this for me ... ” 

“Yes, I will do it. I will give orders immediately.” 
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The princess was evidently annoyed that she had no one to quarrel 
with. She sat on the edge of her chair, muttering to herself. 

“Nevertheless, this has been reported to you all wrong,'* said Pierre. 
“All is quiet in the city, and there is not the slightest danger. Here, I 
am just this moment reading . . . *’ Pierre showed the princess Rostop- 
rhin’s placards. 

“Oh, this count of yours," exclaimed the princess, angrily. “He’s a 
hypocrite, a rascal who has himself been exciting the people to sedition. 
Varvara Ivanovna told me that the mob almost killed her because she 
spoke French." 

“Well, there’s something in that. But you take everything too much 
to heart," said Pierre, and he began to lay out his game of patience. 

The game of patience came out correctly, and yet Pierre did not Join 
the army but remained in deserted Moscow in the same fever of anxiety 
and indecision and fear, and, at the same time, joy, though he was ex- 
pecting something horrible. 

Toward evening of the lollowing day the princess took her departure, 
and Pierre’s head overseer came to him with the report that the money 
jctjuired by him for the equipment of his regiment could not possibly 
he raised except by selling one of his estates. The head overseer ex- 
plained to him that such expensive caprices as fitting out regiments 
would be his ruin. Pierre, with difficulty repressing a smile, listened to 
the man’s despair. 

"Well, sell it, then," he replied. "There’s no help for it now. I cannot 

back on my promise now." 

The worse the situation of affairs in general, and his own in partic- 
ular, the more agreeable it was to Pierre; the more evident it seemed 
to him that the long-expected catastrophe was drawing near. Already 
almost none of his acquaintances remained in town. Julie had gone; 
ihincess Maria had gone. Of near acquaintances only the Rostofs were 
left; but Pierre stayed away from their house. 

On the fifth of September foul weather was followed by fair, and that 
day after dinner Pierre left Moscow. In the evening while stopping to 
change horses at Perkhushkovo, Pierre learned that a great battle had 
been fought that afternoon. He was told that there at Perkhushkovo 
the cannon had shaken the ground; but when Pierre inquired who had 
been victorious, no one could give him any information. 

This was the Battle of Shevardino, which was fought on the fifth of 
September. 

Cossacks, infantry, cavalry, baggage wagons, caissons, were to be 
seen on all sides. Pierre made all haste to reach the front, and the farther 
he went from Moscow, and the deeper he penetrated into this sea of 
troops, the more he was overcome by anxiety, disquietude, and a feeling 

joy such as he had never before experienced. It was somewhat akin to 
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that which he had experienced at the Slobodsky palace at the time of 
the sovereign's visit— a feeling that it was indispensable to do something 
and make some sacrifice. 

He now felt the pleasant consciousness that all that constitutes the 
happiness of men— the comforts of life, wealth, even life itself— was 
rubbish, which it was a delight to renounce in favor of something else. 

Still Pierre could not account to himself, and indeed he made no 
attempt to decide, for whom or for what the sacrifice of everything, 
which gave him such a sense of charm, was made. He did not trouble 
himself to ask inquiry for what he wished to sacrifice himself; the mere 
act of sacrifice constituted for him a new and joyful feeling. 


XV 

On the fifth of September was fought the battle at the redoubt of 
Shevardino; on the sixth not a single shot was fired on either side; on the 
seventh came the Battle of Borodino. 

Why was the Battle of Borodino fought? Neither for the French nor 
for the Russians had it the slightest sense. The most immediate result 
for the Russians— and it was inevitable— was an onward step toward 
the destruction of Moscow, a thing that we dreaded more than anything 
else in the world; and for the French an onward step toward the destruc- 
tion of their entire army— a thing they dreaded more than anything else 
in the world. This result was even then perfectly obvious, and yet Na- 
poleon offered battle and Kutuzof accepted it. 

Up to the Battle of Borodino our forces were to the French in the 
approximate proportion of five to six, but after the battle, of one to two. 
That is, before the battle we had 100,000 to every 120,000; but after the 
battle 50,000 to every 100,000. And yet the wise and experienced Kutuzof 
accepted battle. Napoleon, also, the leader of genius, as he was called, 
offered battle, losing a fourth of his army, and still further extending 
his line. The historians of Napoleon themselves admit that he was 
anxious to call a halt at Smolensk; that he knew the risk he ran in his 
extended position, and knew that the capture of Moscow would not 
be the end of the campaign, because he had seen, by the example of 
Smolensk, in what a state the Russian cities would be left to him, 
and he did not receive a single response to his repeated offers to 
negotiate. 

After the loss of the Shevardino redoubt on the morning of the sixth, 
we were left without any position on our left flank, and were reduced 
to the necessity of straightening our left wing and of making all haste 
to fortify it as best we could. The Battle of Borodino did not take place 
on a selected and fortified position, or with forces only slightly dis 
proportioned; but the battle, in consequence of the loss of the Shevar- 
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dino redoubt, was accepted by the Russians at an exposed and almost 
unfortified position, with doubly strong forces opposed to them— in 
other words, under conditions whereby it was not only unfeasible to 
fight ten hours and then leave the contest doubtful, but unfeasible to 
keep the army even for three hours from absolute confusion and flight. 

Pierre left Mozhaisk on the morning of the seventh. 

On the monstrously steep and precipitous hillside down which winds 
the road from the city, just beyond the cathedral that crowns the hill 
on the right, where service was going on and the bells were pealing, 
Pierre dismounted from his carriage and proceeded on foot. 

Behind him, laboriously proceeding downhill, came a regiment of 
cavalry led by its singers. 

A train of carts full of men, wounded in the last evening's engage- 
ment, met him on its way up the hill. The peasant drivers, shouting 
at their horses and lashing them with their knouts, ran from one side 
to the other. The carts, on which lay or sat three or four wounded 
soldiers, bumped over the rough stones which were scattered about and 
did duty as a causeway on the steep road. The soldiers, bandaged with 
rags, pale, and with compressed lips and knit brows, clung to the sides 
as they were bounced and jolted in the carts. Nearly all of them looked 
with naive, childlike curiosity at Pierre's white beaver hat and green 
coat. 

The strange thought struck Pierre that out of all the thousands of 
living, healthy men, young and old, who had looked at his white hat 
with such jovial curiosity, probably twenty thousand were doomed to 
suffer wounds and death— very possibly among them the very men he 
saw tliat moment. 

“They, very possibly, will be dead men tomorrow; how, then, can 
they be thinking of anything besides death?" 

Pierre drove on farther, to Gorki. Mounting the hill, and passing 
beyond the narrow street of the village, he saw for the first time the 
peasant militia, with crosses on their caps and in white shirts, working 
with a will, with boisterous talk and laughter at something, on a high, 
grass-grown mound to the right of the road. 

Piene left his equipage, and, passing by the laboring militia, he 
directed his steps to the mound, from which the whole battlefield was 
visible. 

It was eleven o'clock in the morning. The sun stood a trifle to Pierre’s 
left and rear, and sent its beams down through the pure, rarefied at- 
mosphere, brilliantly lighting up the immense panorama of hill and 
vale that spread before him as in an amphitheater. 

All that Pierre saw was so confused that he found nothing that in 
^ny degree fulfilled his expectations. Nowhere could he find any such 
field of battle as he had counted on seeing, but only fields, clearings, 
troops, woodland, bivouac fires, villages, hills, brooks; and in spite of 
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all his eflEorts he could not make out any definite {>o6ition in this varied 
landscape, nor could he even distinguish our troops from the enemy'g. 

“I must ask someone who knows,” he said to himself, and he ad- 
dressed himself to one of the officers, who was looking inquisitively at 
his huge, unmilitary figure. 

“May I ask,” said Pierre, turning to this officer, “what that village 
is yonder?” 

“Burdino, isn’t it?” replied the officer, referring to his comrade. 

“Borodino,” said the other, correcting him. 

The officer, evidently pleased to have a chance to talk, approached 
Pierre. 

“Are those our men yonder?” asked Pierre. 

“Yes, and still farther are the French,” said the officer. “There they 
are, there. Can you see?” 

“Where? where?” asked Pierre. 

“You can sec them with the naked eye. See there.” 

The officer pointed at the columns of smoke rising at the left, on 
the far side of the river, and his face assumed that stern and gia\e 
expression which Pierre had noticed on many faces he had lately seen. 

“Ah I Are those the French? But who are yonder?” . . . 

Pierre indicated a mound at the left, where troops were also visible. 

“Those are ours.” 

“Oh, ours! But there? ...” 

Pierre pointed to another hill in the distance, where there was a 
tall tree near a village showing up in a valley, and with smoking bivouac 
fires and something black. 

“That is them again,” explained the officer (tliis was the Shevardino 
redoubt). “Yesterday it was ours, but now it’s theirs. And who are 
you? One of the doctors, arc you?” 

“No, I was merely looking.” 

And Pierre again descended the hill, past the militiamen. 

Extricating himself from the crowd, Pierre looked around. 

“Count BezukhofI How did you get here?” cried a voice. Pierre 
looked round. Boris Drubetskoy came up to him, smiling. Boris was 
elegantly attired, with just a shade of the wear and tear of having l>een 
on service. He wore a long fiock coat and a whip over his shoulder in 
imitation of Kutuzof. 

Kutuzof, meantime, had reached the village and sat down in the 
shadow cast by the adjoining house, on a bench brought out in all 
haste by a Cossack, while another had covered it with a rug. A large 
and brilliant suite gathered about him. 

Pierre, engaged in talking with Boris, remained standing about 
thirty paces from Kutuzof. He was explaining his intention of being 
present at the battle, and of rcconnoitering the position. 

“This is what you must do,” said Boris. “I will do you the honors 
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of the camp. The best thing is tor you to see the whole affair from 
where Count Benigsen will be. You see. I am with him. I will propose 
it to him. And if you would like to ride around the position we will 
do it together. And when we return I will beg you to do me the favor 
of spending the night with me, and we will get up a party.*' 

“Yes, yes. But where is Prince Bolkonsky's regiment? Can't you show 
me?” demanded Pierre. 

“Andrei’s? We shall ride directly past it; I will take you to him." 

Kutuzof caught sight of Pierre's figure and the group that had 
gathered round him. 

“Bring him to me," said Kutuzof. An aide communicated his serene 
highness’ message, and Pierre started for the place where he was sitting. 
Blit before he got there, a private of militia approached Kutuzof. 

It was Dolokhof. 

“How comes this man here?" asked Pierre. 

“He’s such a beast 1 He’s sneaking in everywhere!" was the answer. 
“He has been cashiered. Now he must climb up again. He has all sorts 
ol schemes, and one night he aept up as far as the enemy’s picket 
lines . . . he’s brave.” 

Pierre, taking oil his hat, bowed respectfully to Kutuzof. 

“I had an idea that il I made this report to your serene highness, 
you might order me off, or tell me that what I had to say was already 
known to you, and then all would be up with me . . . " Dolokhof 
w^as saying. 

"Very true, very true!" 

“And if your serene highness needs a man who would not care if 
he came out with a whole skin or not, then please remember me . . . 
maybe 1 might be of use ro your serene highness." 

"Very true, very true!" said Kutu/of lor the third time, looking at 
Pierre wdth his one eye squinted up, and smiling. 

Ai this instant Boris, with his usual adroitness, came up in line with 
Pierre close to the chief, and, in the most natural manner in the world, 
Haid to Pierre in his ordinary tone of voice, as it he were pursuing what 
he had already begun to say: 

‘Tlie militia have put on clean white shirts, so as to be ready for 
death. What heroism, count!" 

Boris said this to Pierre evidently for the sake of being overheard by 
his serene highness. He knew that Kutuzof would be attracted by these 
Words, and, in fact, his serene highness turned to him. 

"What did you say about the militia?” he asked of Boris. 

"I said, your serene highnc.ss, that they had put on white shirts for 
tomorrow, as a preparation lor death.” 

"Ah! They are a marvelous, incomparable people!" exclaimed 
Kutuzof, and, closing his eyes, he shook his head. "An incomparable 
people," he repeated, with a sigh. "So you wish to smell gunpowder?” 
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he asked, addressing Pierre. “Well, it’s a pleasant odor. I have the 
honor of being one of your wife's admirers; is she well? My quarters 
are at your service.” 

When Pierre left Kutuzof, Dolokhof approached and took him by 
the arm. 

“Very glad to meet you here, count,” said he in a loud tone and with 
peculiar resolution and solemnity, not abashed by the presence of 
strangers. “On the eve of a day when God knows which of us may quit 
this life, I am glad of the opportunity to tell you that I am sorry for 
the misunderstandings which have existed between us, and that I hope 
you bear me no grudge. I beg you to pardon me.” 

Pierre, smiling, gazed at Dolokhof, not knowing what answer to 
make. 

Dolokhof, with tears in his eyes, threw his arms around Pierre and 
kissed him. 


XVI 

Prince Andrei, that bright September afternoon of the sixth, was 
stretched out with his head leaning on his hand, in a dilapidated barn 
in the village of Kniazkovo, at the end of the position occupied by 
his regiment. 7'hrough a hole in the l>rf)ken wall he was gazing at a 
row ot thirty-year-old birches with their lower limbs trimmed off, 
which ran along the edge of the inclosure, and at a plowed field over 
which were scattered sheaves of oats, and at the wood where the smoke 
of bivouac fires was rising and where the soldiers were cooking their 
suppers. 

Narrow and useless and sad as Prince Andrei’s life now seemed to 
him, he felt excited and irritable on the eve of the battle, just as he 
had seven years before at Austerlitz. 

The orders for the next day’s battle were given and received by him. 
There was nothing further left for him to do. Hut his thoughts, the 
simplest, clearest, and therefore most terrible thoughts, would not give 
him respite. He was aware that tomorrow’s engagement would be the 
most formidable of all in which he had ever taken part, and the possi- 
bility of death, for the first time in his life without reference to anv 
worldly aspect, without consideration as to the effect it might produce 
upon others, but in its relation to himself, to his own soul, confronted 
him with vividness, almost with certainty, in all its grim reality. And 
from the height of this consideration, all that which hitherto tormented 
and preoccupied him was suddenly illumined by a cold white light, 
without shadow, without perspective, without distinction of outline 

All his life appeared to him as in a magic lantern, into which he 
had long been looking through a glaw and by artificial light. Now 
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he could suddenly see without a glass, by the clear light of day, these 
wretchedly painted pictures. 

“Yes, yes, here are those false images which have excited and enrap- 
tured and deceived me,*' said he to himself, as he passed in review, in 
his imagination, the principal pictures of his magic-lantern life, now 
looking at them in this cold white light of day— tlie vivid thought of 
death. 

“Here they are, these coarsely painted figures which pretended to 
represent something beautiful and mysterious. Glory, social advan- 
ra,i;es, woman’s love, the country itself— how great seemed to me these 
pictures, what deep significance they seemed to possess. And now it 
all seems so simple, so cheap and tawdry, in the cold white light of 
that morning which I am convinced will dawn for me tomorrow." 

The three chief sorrows ol his life especially arrested his attention 
—his love for a woman, the death of his father, and the French invasion 
that was engulfing half of Russia. 

“l.ovel . . . That young girl seemed to me endowed with mysterious 
powers. How was it? I loved her. I dreamed poetic dreams of love and 
liappiness with her. What a foolish boyl" he cried aloud savagely. 
“How was it? I had faith in an ideal love that would keep her faithful 
to me during the whole year of my absence. Like the tender dove of 
the table, she should have pined away while separated from me. Bur 
the reality was vastly more simple. ... It was all horribly simple, 
disgustingl 

“My father was building at Lisiya Gori and supposing that it 
was his place, his land, his air, his peasants; but Napoleon came, and, 
not even knowing of his existence, swept him aside like a chip from 
the road, and his Lisiya Gcrri was swallowed up, and his life with it. 
But Princess Maria says that this is a discijdine sent from above. 
For whom is it a discipline, since he is no more and will never be again? 
He will never be seen again. He is no more. Then to whom is it a 
discipline? 

“The fatherland, the destruction of Moscowl But tomorrow I shall 
be killed— perhaps not even by the French, but by one of our own 
men, just as I might have been yesterday when a soldier discharged 
his musket near my head— and the French will come, will lake me by 
the legs and shoulders and fling me into a pit, so that I may not become 
a stench in their nostrils, and new conditions of existence will spring 
tip, to which other men will grow just as accustomed, and I shall not 
know about them, for I shall be no more!" 

He gazed at the row of birches shining in the sun, with their motion- 
less yellow, green and white boles. 

"I must (lie; suppose I am killed tomorrow, suppose it is the end 
of me, the end of all, and I no longer existi" 

He vividly pictured the world, and himself not in it. The birches, 
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with the light and shade, and the billowing clouds, and the smoke of 
the bivouac fires— all suddenly underwent a change ana became for 
him terrible and threatening. A cold chill ran down his back. Quickly 
leaping to his feet, he began to walk up and down. 

Voices were heard behind the shed. 

“Who is there?” asked Prince Andrei. 

“What the devil 1“ exclaimed the voice of a man, as he tripped over 
something. 

Prince Andrei, peering out of the shed, saw advancing toward him 
his friend Pierre, who had just succeeded in stumbling and almost 
falling flat over a pole that was lying on the ground. As a general thing 
it was disagreeable for Prince Andrei to see men from his own rank 
in life, and especially to see Pierre, who brought back to his remem- 
brance all the trying moments which he had experienced during his 
last visit to Moscow. 

“Well, well I” he exclaimed. “What chance brings you here? I was 
not expecting you.” 

While he was saying these words his eyes and his whole face ex- 
pressed something more than mere coolness— it was rather an unfriend- 
liness, which Pierre instantly noticed. He had approached the shed in 
the most cheerful frame of mind, but when he saw Prince Andrei's 
face he felt suddenly embarrassed and awkward. 

“I came . . . well . . . you know ... I came ... it was interest- 
ing to me,” stammered Pierre, who had already used the word “inter- 
esting” no one knows how many times during the course of that day. 
“I wanted to see a battle.” 

“So, so, but what do your brotherhood of Masons say about war? 
How can it be prevented?” asked Prince Andrei, ironically. “Well, how 
is Moscow? How are my family? Have they got to Moscow at last?” he 
asked gravely. 

“Yes, they got there. Julie Drubetskoy told me. I went to call upon 
them, and failed to find them. They had gone to your estate near 
Moscow.” 


XVII 

The officers were going to take their leave, but Prince Andrei, ap- 
parently not wishing to be left alone with his friend, invited them to 
sir down and take tea. Stools and tea were brought. The officers, not 
without amazement, gazed at Pierre’s enormously stout figure and 
listened to his stories of Moscow^ and the position of our troops which 
he had chanced to visit. 

“So you understood all the arrangement of our forces, did you?” 
suddenly interrupted Prince Andrei. 
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“Yes— that is, to a certain extent,” said Pierre; ”so far as a civilian 
ran. I don't absolutely, but still I understood the general arrangements.” 

“Then you are ahead of anyone else!” said Prince Andrei. 

“Ha.^” exclaimed Pierre, looking in perplexity over his glasses at 
Prince Andrei. “Well, what do you think about the appointment of 
Kutuzof?” he asked. 

“I was very much pleased with it; that is all I can say about it,” 
replied Prince Andrei. 

“Now, then, please tell me your opinion of Barclay de Tolly. They 
are saying all sorts of things about him in Moscow. What is your 
judgment of him?” 

“He is good for nothing now, for the very reason that he lays out 
all his plans beforehand very judiciously and punctiliously, as it is 
natural for every German to do. How can 1 make it clear? See here! 
^'otir father has a German lackey, and he is an excellent lackey, and 
lie serves him in all respects better than you could do, and so you let 
Iiiin do his work; but if your father is sick unto death, you send the 
Lifkcy off, and with your own unaccustomed, unskilful hands, you look 
after your father, and you are more of a comfort to him than the 
skilful hand of a foreigner would be. And that is the case with Barclay. 
As long as Russia was well, a stranger could serve her and was an 
excellent servant; but as soon as she was in danger, she needs a man 
ol her own blood. Well, you have accused him at the club of being a 
tiaifor. The only effect of traducing him as a traitor will be tliat 
alterwards, becoming ashamed of such a false accusation, the same 
men will suddenly make a hero or a genius of him, and that will be 
still more unjust. He is an honorable and very punctilious German.” 

“At all events, they say he is a skilful commander,” interposed Pierre. 

”1 don’t know what is meant by a skill ul commander,” said Prince 
Andrei, with a sneer. 

“A skilful commander,” explained Pierre, “well, is cme who foresees 
all contingencies, reads his enemy’s intentions.” 

“Well, that is impossible,” said Prince Andrei, as if the matter had 
hcen settled long ago. 

Pierre looked at him in amazement. 

“Certainly,” said he, “it has been said that war is like a game of 
chess.” 

“Yes,” replied Prince Andrei; “only with this slight difference: that 
in chess you can think over each move as long as you wish, for you are 
heed from conditions of time; and there is this difference also, that 
the knight is always stronger than the pawn, and two pawns are always 
stronger than one, while in war a single battalion is sometimes stronger 
than a division, and sometimes weaker than a company. The relative 
k^trength of opposing armies can never be predicted. Believe me,” said 
“if it depended on the dispositions made by the staff officers, then 
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I would have remained on the staff and made my dispositions; while 
as it is, instead, I have the honor of serving here in the regiment with 
these gentlemen, and I take it that, in reality, the affair of tomorrow 
will depend on us, and not on them. Success never has depended, and 
never will depend, either on position or on armament or on numbers, 
and least of all on position.'* 

Contrary to his ordinary silent self-restraint, Prince Andrei seemed 
now excited. Evidently he could not refrain from expressing the 
thoughts that had unexpectedly occurred to him. 

“The battle will be won by the side that is resolutely bent on winning 
it. Why did we lose the Battle of Austerlitz? Our loss was not mucti 
greater than that of the French, but we said to ourselves very early in 
die engagement that we would lose it, and we did lose it. And we said 
this because there was no reason for being in a battle there, and we 
were anxious to get away from the battlefield as soon as possible. ‘We 
have lost, so let us run,' and we did run. If we had not said this till 
evening, God knows what would have happened. But tomorrow we 
shall not say that. You may say our position, the left flank, is weak, 
the right flank too much extended,'' he pursued, “but that is all non- 
sense. It is not so at all. For what is before us tomorrow? A hundred 
millions of the most various possibilities, which will be decided in- 
stantaneously: the fact that either they, or our men, will start to run; 
this one or that one will be killed. All that is being done now, though, 
is mere child's play. The fact is, those with whom you rode around 
inspecting the position, instead of promoting the general course (d 
events, rather hinder it. They are occupied only with their own petty 
interests." 

“At such a moment?" asked Pierre, reproachfully. 

“Yes, even at such a moment," repeated Prince Andrei. “For them 
this is only a propitious time to oust a rival or win an extra cross or 
ribbon. I will tell you what I tliink tomorrow means. A hundred 
thousand Russian and a hundred thousand French soldiers meet in 
battle tomorrow, and the result will be that when these two hundred 
thousand soldiers have fought, the side will win that fights most des- 
perately and is least sparing of itself. And, if you like, I will tell you 
this: Whatever happens, whatever disagreements there may be in the 
upper circles, we will win the battle tomorrow. Tomorrow, whatever 
happens, we will win." 

"So you think we will win a victory tomorrow?" asked Pierre. 

“Certainly I do," replied Prince Andrei, absently. “One thing I 
would have done if I could," he began, after a short pause; “I would 
have allowed no prisoners to be taken. What is the taking of prisoners? 
It is chivalry. The French have destroyed my home, and thev are 
coming to destroy Moscow; they have insulted me, and they go on 
insulting me every second. They are my enemies, they are in my opinion 
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criminals. And that expresses the feeling of the whole army. They must 
he punished. If they are my enemies, they cannot be my friends, what- 
ever may have been said at Tilsit.*' 

“Yes, you are right," assented Pierre, glancing at Prince Andrei with 
shining eyes. “I entirely agree with you." 

The question which had been troubling Pierre ever since he had 
been on the hillside of Mozhaisk, and all that long day, now became 
to him perfectly clear and settled beyond question. He now compre- 
hended all the meaning and significance of this war and of the im- 
pending battle. All he had seen that day, all the stern thoughtful faces 
of which he had caught a cursory glimpse, now were illuminated with 
a new light for him. He comprehended that latent heat of patriotism 
—to use a term of physics— which was hidden in all the men he had 
seen, and this explained to him why it was all these men were so 
calm and, as it were, heedless in their readiness for death. 

“Let no quarter be given," pursued Prince Andrei. “That alone 
would change all war, and would really make it less cruel. Hut, as it 
is, we play at making war. That's the wretchedness of it; we are 
magnanimous and all that sort of thing. This magnanimity and sensi- 
bility— it is like the magnanimity and sensibility of a high-born lady, 
who is offended if by chance she sees a calf killed: site is so good that 
she cannot see the blood, but she eats the same calf with good appetite 
when it is served with gravy. They prate to us about the laws of warfare, 
chivalry, flags of truce, humanity to the wounded, and the like. It's all 
nonsense. I saw what chivalry, what our 'parliamentarianism' was in 
1805; they duped us, we duped them. They pillage our homes, they 
issue counterfeit money, and worst of all, they kill our children and 
our fathers, and then talk about the laws of warfare and generosity 
to our enemies. Give no quarter, but kill and be killedi Whoever has 
reached this conclusion, as I have, by suffering ..." 

Prince Andrei, who had believed that it was a matter of indifference 
to him whether Moscow were taken or not taken— just as Smolensk had 
been— suddenly stopped short in the middle of his argument, owing 
to an unexpected cramp that took him in the throat. He walked up 
and down a few times in silence; but his eyes shone fiercely and his 
lip trembled when he again resumed the thread of his discourse. 

“If there were none of this magnanimity in warfare, that we would 
only undertake it when, as now, it was a matter for which it was 
worth while to meet one's death. Then there would not be war because 
Pavel Ivanitch had insulted Mikhail Ivan itch. But if there must be 
war like the present one, let it be war. Then the zeal and intensity of 
flic troops would always be like what it is now. Then all these West- 
phalians and Hessians whom Napoleon has brought with him would 
not have come against us to Russia, and we would never have gone 
fight in Austria and Prussia without knowing why. War is not 
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sweetness and light, but the dirtiest thing in the world, and it is neces- 
sary to understand it as such and not to play at war. It is necessary to 
take this frightful necessity sternly and seriously. This is the core of 
the matter; avoid falsehood, let war be war, and not sport. For other- 
wise war becomes a favorite pastime for idle and frivolous men. The 
military are the most honored of any class. 

“But what is war, and what is necessary for its success, and what are 
the laws of military society? Tlie end and aim of war is murder; the 
weapons of war are espionage, and treachery and the encouragement 
of treachery, the ruin of the inhabitants, and pillage and robbery of 
their possessions for the maintenance of the troops; deception and lies 
which pass under the name oi military finesse. The privileges of tlie 
military class are the lack of freedom, that is, discipline, idleness, 
ignorance, rudeness, debauchery, drunkenness. And yet this is the 
highest caste in society, respected by all. All rulers except the Emperor 
of China wear military uniforms, and the one who has killed the greatest 
number of men gets the greatest reward. 

“Tens of thousands oi men meet, just as they will tomorrow, to 
murder one another; they will massacre and maim; and afterwards 
thanksgiving Te Dcums will be celebrated, because many men have 
been killed— the number is always exaggerated— and victory will he 
proclaimed on the supposition that the more men killed, the greater 
the Cl edit. Think of God looking down and listening to them!” ex- 
claimed Prince Andrei, in his sharp, piping voice. “Ah! my dear fellow, 
of late life has been a heavy burden. I see I have obtained too deep 
an insight into things. It is not for man to taste of the knowledge oi 
good and of evil— well, it is not for long, now,” he added. “However, 
it is your bedtime; and it is time for me to turn in too. Go back to 
Gorki!” suddenly exclaimed Prince Andrei. 

“Oh, no,” cried Pierre, looking at Prince Andrei with frightened, 
sympathetic eyes. 

“Go, go; behne an engagement one must get some sleep,” insisted 
Prince .Andrei. He came swiftly up to Pierre, threw his arms around 
him, and kivSsed him. “Good-by; go now,” he cried. “Wc may not meei 
again . . . no” . . . and. hurriedly turning his back on his friend, he 
went into the barn. 

It was already dark, and Pieiie could not make out the expression 
of Prince Andrei’s lace, whether it was angiy or lender. 

Pierre stood for some time in silence, deliberating wdicther to follow 
him or go to his lodgings. 

“No, he does not want me,” Pierre decided, “and I know' that this 
is our last meeting.” 

He drew^ a deep sigh and went back to Gorki. 

Prince Andrei, retiring into the barn, threw himself down on a 
blanket, but he could not sleep. 
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He closed his eyes. One picture after another rose before him. One 
in particular held him long in rapt, joyous attention. He had a vivid 
remembrance of an evening at Petersburg. Natasha, with her eager, 
vivacious face, was telling liim how, the summer before, while she was 
out gathering mushrooms, slie had lost her way in the great forest. She 
gave him a disconnected description of the darkness of the woods, and 
her sensations, and her conversation with a bee hunter whom she had 
met; and every little while she had interrupted her story and said: 
“No, I can’t tell you, you won’t understand.” although Piince Andrei 
had tried to calm her by assuring her that he understood; and in 
reality he had understood all that she wanted to say. 

Natasha had been dissatisfied with her own words; she felt that she 
could not express the passionately poetical sensation she had felt that 
day, and which she desired to express in words. 

“The old man was so charming, and it was so dark in the forest . . . 
and he had such good . . . but, oh dear, 1 can't describe it,” she had 
said, blushing and becoming agiiated. 

Prince Andrei smiled even now the same joyous smile he had smiled 
then as he looked into her eyes. 

“I understood her,” said he to himself; “not only did I understand 
her, but I loved that spiritual power of hers, that frankness, that perfect 
honesty of soul— yes, her soul itself, which seemed to dominate her 
body— her soul itself I loved— so powerfully, so happily I loved ...” 

And suddenly he recalled what it was that had put an end to his love, 
needed nothing of the sort. He saw nothing, understood nothing, 
of all tliis. All he saw was a very pretty and innocent young girl, with 
whom he did not even think it worth his while to join his fate. But 
I? . . . and he is still alive and enjoying life!” 

Prince Andrei, as if something had scared him, sprang up and once 
more began to pace up and down in front ot the barn. 


XVIII 

On the sixth of September, the day before the Battle of Borodino, 
M. de Beausset, grand chamberlain to the emperor of the French, and 
Colonel Fabvier arrived, the first from Paris, the other from Madrid, 
with dispatches to the Emperor Napoleon at his camp at Valyevo. 

After M. de Beausset had put on his court uniform, he* ordered a 
packet he had brought to be taken in, and he entered the outer division 
of Napoleon’s tent, where, while talking with Napoleon’s aides-de-camp 
who crowded round him, he busied himself with undoing the wrapper 
of the case. 

Fabvier, not entering the tent, paused at the entrance, and entered 
into conversation with generals of his acquaintance. 
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The Emperor Napoleon had not yet left his bedroom, where he was 
engaged in making his toilet. Sniffing and grunting, he was turning 
first his stout back, then his fat chest, to the valet who was plying the 
brush. A second valet, holding his fingers over the bottle, was sprinkling 
the emperor's neatly arrayed person with eau de cologne, his expression 
intimating that he was the only one who knew how much cologne to 
use, and where it should be applied. Napoleon’s short hair was wet 
and pasted down on his forehead. But his face, though puffy and sallow, 
expressed physical satisfaction. “Brush harder . . . put more energy 
in it," he was saying to the valet, as he shrugged his shoulders and 
grunted. 

One of his aides-de-camp, who had been admitted into his bedroom 
to submit a report to the emperor as to the number of prisoners taken 
during the engagement of the preceding day, having accomplished 
his errand, was standing by the door, awaiting permission to retire. 
Napoleon scowled and glared at the aide from under his brows. 

“No prisoners,’’ said he, repeating the aide-de-camp’s words. “They 
compel us to annihilate them. So much the worse for the Russian army. 
Go on, more energy 1’’ he exclaimed, hunching up his back and offering 
his plump shoulders. “That’ll do. Show in M. de Beausset, and Fabvier 
as well.’’ 

“Yes, sire,’’ and the aide-de-camp disappeared through the door of 
the tent. 

The two valets de chambre quickly dressed his majesty, and, in the 
blue uniform of the Guards, he entered the anteroom with firm, swift 
steps. Beausset was at that instant engaged in placing the gift which 
he had brought from the empress on two chairs directly in front of 
the entrance. But tlie emperor had dressed and come out with such 
unexpected promptness that he had not time to get the surprise ar- 
ranged to his satisfaction. 

Napoleon instantly noticed what he was doing, and conjectured that 
they were not quite ready for him. He did not want to spoil their 
pleasure in surprising him. He pretended not to see Beausset, and 
addressed himself to Fabvier. 

With a deep frown and without speaking, Napoleon listened to what 
Fabvier said about die bravery and devotion of his trcxips who had 
been fighting at Salamanca, at the other end of Europe, and who had 
only one thought— to be worthy of their emperor; and one fear— that 
of not satisfying him. 

The result of the engagement had been disastrous. Napoleon, during 
Fabvier ’s report, made ironical observations, giving to understand that 
the affair could not have resulted differently, he being absent. 

“I must regulate this in Moscow," said Napoleon. “Good-by for now,” 
he added, and approached de Beausset, who by this time had succeeded 
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in getting his surprise ready— some object covered with a cloth having 
been placed on the chairs. 

De Beausset bowed low with that courtly French bow which only 
the old servants of the Bourbons could even pretend to execute, and 
advancing, he handed Napoleon an envelope. 

Napoleon approached him and playfully took him by the ear. 

‘‘You have made good time; I am very glad. Well, what have they 
to say in Paris?” he asked, suddenly changing his former stern expres- 
sion into one of great amiability. 

“Sire, all Paris regrets your absence,” replied de Beausset, as in duty 
bound. 

But though Napoleon knew that de Beausset was bound to say this, 
or something to the same effect, though in his lucid intervals he knew 
it was not true, it was agreeable to him to hear this from de Beausset. 
He again did him the honor of taking him by the ear. 

“I am sorry to have caused you to make such a long journey,” said he. 

"Sire, I expected nothing less than to find you at the gates of Moscow,” 
said Beausset. 

Napoleon smiled and, heedlessly raising his head, he glanced to the 
right. 

An aide-de-camp with a gliding gait approached with a gold snuffbox 
and presented it. Napoleon took it. 

“Yes, it has turned out luckily for you,” he said, {)utting the open 
snuflFbox to his nose. “You enjoy traveling; in three days you will sec 
Moscow. You really could not have expected to see the Asiatic capital. 
You will have had a pleasant journey.” 

Beausset made a low bow to express his gratitude lor this discovery 
of his proclivity for traveling, till now unknown to him. 

“Ah, what is that?” exclaimed Napoleon, noticing that all the 
courtiers were glancing at the something hidden by a covering. 

Beausset, with courtierlike dexterity, not turning his back on his 
sovereign, took two steps around and at the same time snatched off 
the covering, saying: “A gift to your majesty, from the empress.” 

This was Gerard's portrait in vivid colors of the little lad born to 
Napoleon and the Austrian emperor’s daughter— the child whom all, 
lor some reason, called the King of Rome. 

The lovely, curly-haired boy, with a face like the face of the child 
in the Sistine Madonna, was represented playing cup-and-ball. The 
hall represented the earth, and the cup in his other hapd represented a 
scepter. Although it was not perfectly clear why the artist wished to rep- 
resent the so-called King of Rome impaling the earth-ball with a stick, 
^till this allegory seemed perfectly clear to all who saw the picture in 
l^aris, as well as to Napoleon, and greatly delighted them. 

“King of Rome!” he exclaimed, with a graceful gesture pointing to 
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the portrait. “Admirable.” With that facility, characteristic of Italians, 
of changing at will the expression of his countenance, he approached 
the portrait and assumed a look of thoughtful tenderness. 

He was conscious that what he was saying and doing at that moment 
was history. And it seemed to him that the best thing he could do 
now was to display the simplest paternal affection, as being most in 
contrast to that majesty whose consequence was that his son played 
cup-and-ball with the earth for the ball. 

His eyes grew dim; he drew near it, he looked around for a chair 
—the chair sprang forward and placed itself under him— and he sat 
down in front of the portrait. He waved his hand, and all retired on 
their tiptoes, leaving the great man to himself and his feelings. 

Alter wSitting there for some time and letting his attention, he knew 
not why, be attracted to the rough texture of the paints, he got up and 
again beckoned to Beausset and the aide on duty. 

He gave orders to have the portrait carried out in front of his tent 
so that his Old Guard, who were stationed around his tent, might not 
be deprived ol the bliss of seeing the King of Rome, the son and heir 
of their beloved monarch. As he anticipated, while he was eating 
breakfast with Beausset, on whom he conferred this honor, he heard 
the enthusiastic shouts of the officers and soldiers of the Old Guard, 
who came to view the portrait. 

“Long live the emperor! Long live the King of Rome! Long live the 
emperor!" shouted the enthusiastic voices. 

After breakfast, Napoleon, in Beausset’s presence, dictated his ad- 
dress to the army. 

“Short and to the point!" exclaimed Napoleon as he read aloud ilic 
proclamation which liad been written down word for word as he die 
tated it, without a change. The proclamation said: 

“Soldiers! the battle which you have so eagerly desired is at hand. 
Victory depends on you, but victory is indispensable for us; it will 
give you all that you need, comfortable quarters, and a speedy return 
to your native land. Behave as you behaved at Austerlitz, Friedland. 
Vitebsk, and Smolensk. Let your remotest posterity recall wdth 
your exploits on this day. And it wdll be said of each one of you. Tic 
was present at the great battle of Moscow.' " 

**De la Moskoxvay repeated Na]K)leon, and taking with him M. de 
Beausset, who was so fond of traveling, he left the tent and mounted 
his horse, which w^as waiting already saddled. 

“Your majesty is too kind,” said Beausset, in reply to the emperor’s 
invitation to accompany him on his ride; he would have preferred to 
go to sleep, and he did not like, nay. he even feared, to ride on 
horseback. 

But Napoleon nodded his head to the traveler, and Beausset had 
to go. 
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When Napoleon left the tent the cheers of his guards in front of 
his son's portrait were more eager than ever. Napoleon frowned. 

“Take it away," said he, pointing to the portrait with a graceful 
and imperious gesture. “He is too young yet to see a battle." 

Beausset, closing his eyes and bending his head, drew a deep sigh, 
signifying thereby how able he was to appreciate and prize his em- 
peror's words. 


XIX 

The principal action in the Battle of Borodino took place on a space 
of seven thousand feet, between Borodino and Bagration’s earthworks. 

Outside of this space there had occurred about noon, on one side, 
a demonstration on the part of Uvarof’s Russian cavalry; on the other, 
beyond Utitsa, the skirmish between Poniatowski and Tutchkof had 
raken place; but these were two distinct engagements and insignificant 
in comparison with what went on in the middle of the battlefield. 

On this field, between Borodino and the forticarions, near the forest, 
on an open tract visible from both sides, the principal action of the 
battle was fought in the simplest, most artless manner imaginable. 

The action began with a cannonade on both sides from several hun- 
dred cannon. 

Then, when the smoke had settled down on the whole field, forward 
through it, on the side of the French, at the right, moved the two 
divisions of Dessaix and Campan against the earthworks, and at the 
left moved the viceroy’s regiments against Borodino. 

From the Shevardino redoubt, where Napoleon had taken up his 
position, the distance to Bagration’s fortifications was about two-thirds 
of a mile, while Borodino was more than a mile distant in a straight 
line, and, consequently, Napoleon could not see what was going on 
there— all the more because the smoke, mingling with the mist, covered 
the w’hole locality. 

The soldiers of Dessaix’s division, as they moved against the fortifi- 
cations, were visible only until they began to descend the ravine that 
separated them from the earthworks. As soon as they descended into 
the ravine, the smoke of the cannon and musketry from the earthworks 
was so dense that it completely masked everything on the farther side 
of the ravine. 

Through the smoke, here and there, gleamed some black object, 
apparently a body of men, and from time to time the glittering of 
bayonets. But whether they were moving or standing still, whether they 
were French or Russians, it was impossible to distinguish from the 
Shevardino redoubt. 

The sun came out bright and shone with its slanting rays full into 
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Napoleon's face, as he looked from under the shade of his hand toward 
the fortifications. 

The smoke hung like a curtain in front of them, and sometimes it 
seemed that the smoke was in motion, sometimes that the troops were 
in motion. Occasionally, above the noises of the musketry, the shouts 
of men could be heard; but it was impossible to know what they were 
doing. 

Napoleon, standing on the knoll, gazed through his field glass, and 
in the small circlet of the instrument he could see smoke and men, 
sometimes his own, sometimes Russians; but when he came to use his 
naked eye, he could not find even where he had been looking the 
moment before. 

He went down from the redoubt, and began to pace back and forth 
in front of it. 

Occasionally he paused and listened to the firing, or strained his 
sight to see the battlefield. 

Not only from that lower ground where he was standing, not only 
from the mound on which some of his generals were left, but likewise 
from the fortifications themselves— where, now together and now alter- 
nately, Russians and French were in the fore, crowded with soldiers, 
dead and wounded, panic-stricken or frenzied— it was impossible to 
make out what was going on in that place. 

For several hours, amid the incessant firing of musketry and cannon, 
now the Russians appeared in the ascendant, and now the French; now 
the infantry, and now the cavalry; they showed themselves, they fell, 
they fired, they struggled hand to hand; not knowing what they were 
doing to one another, they shouted and they retreated. 

Napoleon's aides and his marshals' orderlies kept galloping up from 
the battlefield wuth reports as to the progress of affairs; but all these 
reports were false for the reason that, in the heat of the engagement, 
it was impossible to say what was taking place at a given moment; 
and for the reason that many of the aides did not reach the actual 
place of conflict, but reported what they had heard from others; and 
again for the reason that, while some aide was traversing the mile or 
so which separated his starting point from Napoleon, the circumstances 
might have changed and the tidings become false. 

Thus the viceroy sent an aide posthaste with the report that Borodino 
had been captured and the bridge over the Kalotcha was in the hands 
of the French. The aide asked Napoleon w^hether he would command 
the troops to make a flank movement. 

Napoleon commanded them to be drawn up into line on the other 
side of the river and to wait, but at the time when Napoleon issued 
this command— in fact, even before the aide had fairlv left Borodino 
—the bridge was recaptured and burned by the Russians. 

Another aide, galloping up from the fortifications with frightened 
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face, reported to Napoleon that the charge had been repulsed, and 
that Campan was wounded and Davoust killed; but, in reality, the 
fortifications had been recaptured by another division of the troops 
at the very moment that the aide was told that the French were de- 
feated, and Davoust was alive and suffering only from a slight contusion. 

Drawing his own conclusions from such unavoidably false reports, 
Napoleon made his dispositions, which either were already fulfilled 
before he had made them, or else could not be, and never were, fulfilled. 

The marshals and generals, who were in closer touch with tlie battle- 
field, but who, nevertheless, just like Napoleon, did not actually take 
part in the battle itself, and only rarely came actually under fire, did 
not ask Napoleon, but made their dispositions and gave their orders 
as to where and whence to fire, and when to have the cavalry charge 
and the infantry take to the double-quick. 

But even their dispositions, exactly like Napoleon’s, were only partly 
and rarely carried out. For the most part exactly the opposite of what 
they ordered was carried into effect. Soldiers commanded to advance 
would be exposed to a fire of grape, and retreat; soldiers commanded 
to hold their ground, suddenly seeing an unexpected body of Russians 
coming against them, would sometimes rush on to meet them, and 
the cavalry without orders would gallop off to cut down the fleeing 
Russians. 

All dispositions as to where and when cannon were to be unlim- 
bered, when the infantry were to be sent forward, when to fire, when 
the cavalry were to hammer down the Russian infantry— all these 
dispositions were made on their own responsibility by the subordinate 
officers who were close at hand, in the ranks, and they did not stop to 
consult with either Ney or Davoust or Murat, and certainly not with 
Napoleon. 


XX 

Napoleon's generals— Davoust, Ney, and Murat— finding themselves 
near to this terrain of fire, and sometimes even riding up into it, more 
than once led into it enormous and well-ordered masses of troops. But, 
contrary to what had invariably happened in all their former engage- 
ments, instead of the expected report that the enemy were fleeing, 
these well-ordered masses of troops returned in disorderly, panic- 
stricken mobs. 

Then again the generals would collect them, but each time in 
diminished numbers. In the afternoon Murat sent his aide to Napoleon 
for rcenforcements. 

Napoleon was sitting at the foot of the mound, drinking punch, 
when Murat’s aide-de-camp came galloping up with the report that 
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the Russians would be defeated if his majesty would send one more 
division. 

“Reenforcements?*' exclaimed Napoleon, in grim amazement, as if 
not realizing the meaning of his words, and looking at the handsome 
young aide, who wore his dark hair in long curls just as Murat wore 
his. “ReenforceinentsI” muttered Napoleon. “How can they ask for 
rcenlor cements when they already have in their hands half of tlie army 
to throw against the weak, unfortified Russian flank! . . .Tell the 
King of Naples,” said Napoleon, sternly, “tell the King of Naples that 
it is not noon, and that I do not yet see clearly on my chessboard. Go!” 

I’he handsome young aide-de-camp with the long hair, not removing 
his hand from his hat, heaved a deep sigli, and galloped back again to 
the place where they were slaughtering men. 

Napoleon got up and, calling Caulaincourt and Berthier, began to 
discuss with them matters that had nothing to do with the battle. 

In the midst of this conversation, wliich began to engross Napoleon, 
Bcrthicr’s eyes were attracted to a general with his suite who came 
galloping up to the mound on a sweaty horse. 

This was Belliard. Throwing himself from his horse, he approached 
the emperor with swift strides, and boldly, in a loud voice, began to 
argue the imperative necessity of reenforcements. 

lie swore on his honor that the Russians were beaten if the emperor 
would only give them one divison more. 

Napoleon shrugged his shoulders and without making any reply 
kept on pacing back and forth. Belliard began to talk loud and 
earnestly with the generals of the suite gathered round him. 

“You are very hot-headed, Belliaid,” exclaimed Napoleon, again 
approaching the general who had brought the message. “It is easy to 
make a mistake in the thick of battle. Go back and look again, and 
then return to me.” 

Hardly had Belliard time to disappear from sight when, from the 
other side, a new messenger came hastening up from the battlefield. 

“Well, what is it?” demanded Napoleon in the tone of a man an- 
noyed by importunate dilTiculties. 

“Sire, the prince ...” began the aide-de-camp. 

“Wants recnforcements?*’ said Napoleon with a furious gesture, 
taking the words out of his mouth. The aide-de-camp bowed his head 
affirmatively, and began to make his re[K)rt; but the emperor turned 
away, took a couple steps, paused, turned back, and addressed Berthier. 

“We must give them the reserves,” said he, slightly throwing out 
his hands. “Which should we send?” he asked, addressing Berthier, 
“that gosling which I made into an eagle,” as he was of late in the 
habit of calling him. 

“Sire, send Claparede’s division,” suggested Berthier, who knew b> 
heart every division, regiment, and battalion. 
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Napoleon nodded approval. 

The aide-de-camp dashed ofF to ClaparMe’s division, and within a 
few minutes the Young Guard, who were drawn up back of the 
mound, were on the way. Napoleon looked on in silence at this 
movement. 

“No,” he cried, suddenly turning to Berthier, “I cannot send 
Claparede. Send Friant's division,” said he. 

Although there was no advantage in sending Friant's division rather 
than Clapar^de’s, and the delay caused by recalling ClaparMe and 
sending Friant was unfortunate, still this order was carried out to the 
letter. Napoleon did not see that in thus treating his forces he was 
playing the part of a doctor who, by his very remedies, hinders recovery 
—a part which he thoroughly appreciated and criticized. 

Friant’s division, like the others, also vanished in the smoke that 
hung over the battlefield. From all sides aides kept galloping up with 
reports, and all, as if by previous agreement, had one and the same 
story to tell. All asked for reenforcements, all declared that the Russians 
were holding desperately to their positions and that they were returning 
an infernal fire— a hellfire— under which the French troops were melting 
away. 

Napoleon, in deep thought, sat down on a camp chair. 

M. de Beausset, who was so fond of traveling, and had been fasting 
since early morning, came up to the emperor and permitted himself 
the boldness of respectfully proposing to his majesty to eat some 
breakfast. 

“I hope that I am not premature in congratulating your majesty on 
a victory,” said he. 

Napoleon silently shook his head. M. de Beausset, taking it for 
granted that this negation was a disclaimer of victory and did not refer 
to breakfast, permitted himself in a playfully respectful manner to 
remark that there was no reason on earth why they should not have 
some breakfast when they could have some. 

“Go away I” suddenly cried Napoleon, gruffly, and turned his back 
on him. A beatific smile of pity, regret, and enthusiasm irradiated M. 
Beausset's face, and with a swaggering gait he rejoined the other 
generals. 

Napoleon was under the sway of a gloomy feeling like that experi- 
enced by a universally fortunate gambler who has senselessly staked 
his money because he is always sure of winning, and suddenly, just at 
the moment when he has calculated all the chances of the game, realizes 
that the more he puzzles over its course, the more surely will he lose. 

The troops were the same, the generals were the same, the prepara- 
tions were the same, the same disposition, the same proclamation short 
and to the point; he himself was the same— he knew it; he knew that 
he had vastly more experience and skill than ever before; even the 
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enemy were the same as at Austerlitz and Friedland— but the magnifi- 
cent crushing swing of his hand fell powerless as if magic interfered. 

All those former measures which had invariably been crowned with 
success— the concentration of all the batteries on one spot, and the attack 
of the reserves to crush the lines, and the charge of tlie cavalry, his men 
of iron— all these measures had already been employed, and not only 
there was no victory, but from all sides came the same reports of generals 
killed and wounded, of the necessity of reenforcements, of the impossi 
bility of defeating the Russians, and of the demoralization of the troops. 

Hitherto, after two or three moves, two or three hasty orders, marshals 
and aides-de-camp would come galloping up with congratulations and 
joyous faces, announcing whole corps of prisoners as trophies, sheaves 
of standards and eagles taken from the foe, and cannon, and provision 
trains; and Murat would only ask for permission to let the cavalry set 
forth to gather in the booty. This was the case at Lodi, Marengo, 
Arcole, Jena, Austerlitz, Wagram, and so on, and so on. But now, 
something strange had happened to his warriorsl 

Notwithstanding the report that the fortifications had been captured, 
Napoleon saw that this success was different, entirely different, from 
what had occurred in all his other battles. He saw that his feeling was 
also felt by all the men around him who were familiar with military 
affairs. All faces were gloomy, all eyes were averted. Beausset alone 
failed to understand the significance of what was happening. 

Napoleon, after his long experience of war, well knew what it meant 
that, after eight hours’ steady fighting, after the expenditure of such 
efforts, victory had not crowned tlie attacking columns. He knew that 
it was almost a defeat, and that the slightest mischance might now, 
at this critical apex on which the battle teetered, ruin him and his army. 

When he jxisscd in review all this strange Russian campaign, in 
which not one victory had been won— in which for two months not a 
standard, not a cannon, not a squad of men had been captured; when 
he looked at the openly dejected faces of those around him, and heard 
the reports that the Russians still stood their ground— a terrible feeling 
like that experienced in nightmares seized him, and all the unfortunate 
circumstances that might ruin him came into his mind. 

The Russians might fall on his left wing, might break through his 
center, a random projectile might even kill him I All this was possible. 
In his previous battles he had reckoned only with the chances of 
success; now, an infinite number of possible mischances confronted 
him, and he expected them all. Yes, this was just as in a dream, when 
a man imagines that a murderer is attacking him, and the man, in 
his dream, swings his arms and strikes his assailant a tremendous blow 
which he knows must annihilate him, and then feels that his arm falls 
weak and limp as a rag, and the horror of inevitable destruction, because 
be is helpless, seizes him. 
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The report that the Russians were really charging the left Qank of 
the French army awoke in Napoleon this horror. He sat in silence at 
the foot of the mound, on his camp chair, with his head bent and his 
elbows on his knees. Berthier came to him and proposed to him to 
ride around the line, so as to assure himself how affairs really stood. 

“What? What did you say?*’ asked Napoleon. “Yes, have my horse 
brought.” He mounted, and rode toward Semenovskoye. 

In the slowly dissipating gunpowder smoke that spread all over this 
terrain where Napoleon rode, in the pools of blood, lay horses and 
men, singly and in heaps. Such a horror, such a collection of slaughtered 
men, neither Napoleon nor any of his generals had ever seen in so 
small a place. The thunder of the cannon, which had not ceased rolling 
for icn hours, and had become a torment to the ear, gave a peculiar 
significance to this spectacle (as music does to pageants). 

Napoleon rode to the height over Semenovskoye, and through the 
smoke he could see ranks of men in uniforms of unfamiliar colors. They 
were the Russians. 

The Russians, in dense rows, were posted behind Semenovskoye and 
the mound, and their cannon all along the line roared incessantly, 
filling the air with smoke. This was not a l)aiile. It was wholesale 
butchery, incapable of bringing any advantage to either the Russians 
or the French. 

Napoleon reined in his horse, and again fell into a fit of musing 
like that from which Berthier had aroused him. He could not stop 
this show that was going on in front of him and all around him. A 
show supposedly directed by him and dependent on his will; a show 
that now, for the first time, because of its failure, appeared to him as 
j)ointless and horrible. 

One of the generals who came galloping up to Napoleon permitted 
himself to propose that the Old Guard should be sent into the battle. 
Ney and Berthier, who were standing near Napoleon, exchanged 
glances and smiled scornfully at this general’s senseless proposal. 

Napoleon let his head sink on his breast, and was long silent. 

“We are eight hundred leagues from France, and I will not have 
my Guard destroyedl” said he; and, turning his horse, he rode back 
to Shevardino. 


XXI 

Kutuzof, with his gray head lowered and his heavy body sprawled 
out on a rug-covered bench, was sitting in the same place where Pierre 
had seen him that morning. He gave no definite orders, but merely 
approved or disapproved of what was reported to him. 

“Yes, yes, do so,” he would answer to the various suggestions. “Yes. 


501 



yes, go, my boy, go and seel*’ he would say to one or another of those 
near him; or, “No, it is not necessary, we had better wait,” he would say. 

Me listened to the reports brought to him, gave his commands when 
his subordinates expected them; but even while he was listening to 
what was said to him, he was apparently not interested in the sense 
of the words so much as in the expression of the faces, in the tones of 
voice, of those who brought the reports. Long experience in war had 
taught him, and his old man's wisdom made him realize, that it is 
impossible for one man to direct a hundred thousand men engaged 
in a death struggle, and he knew that the issue of a battle is determined, 
not by the plans of the cominander-in-chief, not by the place where 
the troops are stationed, not by the number of the cannon or the 
multitude of the slain, but by that imponderable force called the spirit 
of the army; and he made use of this force, and directed it, as far as it 
was in his ])ower. 

The general expression of Kutuzofs face was one of calm conccn- 
irated attention and energy, barely able lo overcome the weariness of 
his old and feeble frame. 

At eleven o’clock in the morning he was informed that the fortifi- 
cations captured by the French had been retaken, but that Prince 
Bagration was wounded. Kutuzof groaned and shook his head. 

“Go to Prince Bagration, and Icain the particulars, what and how,” 
said he to one of his aides; and immediately after he turned to the 
Prince of Wurtemberg, who was standing just back of him: 

“Would not your highness like to take command of the first division?” 

Soon after the prince’s departure, so soon, in fact, that he could not 
have reached Semcnovskoye, the prince’s aide came back and informed 
his serene highness that the prince desired moie troops. 

Kutuzof frowned and sent word to Dokhiurof to take command of 
the first division, and begged the prince to return to him, as, so he 
said, he could not do without him at tliis important crisis. 

When the report was brought that Murat was taken prisoner, and 
the staff hastened to congratulate Kutuzof, he smiled. 

“Wait, gentlemen,’’ said he. “There is nothing extraordinary in the 
vic tory being won, and Murat being a prisoner. But it is best to post- 
pone our elation.’’ 

Nevertheless, he sent one of his aides to ride along the lines and 
announce this news to the troops. 

When Shcherbin in came spurring up from the left flank to report 
that the French had captured the fortifications and Semcnovskoye. 
Kutuzof, judging from the sounds on the battlefield and by She her- 
binin’s face that he was bringing bad news, got up, as if to stretch his 
legs, and, taking Shcherbinin by the arm, he led him to one side. 

“Go, rny ciear,’’ said he to Yerniolof, “go and see if it is possible to 
do anything.” 
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Kutuzof was at Gorki, the center of the position of the Russian 
troops. The assaults on our left flank, directed by Napoleon, had been 
several times repulsed. At the center the French had not pushed beyond 
Borodino. On the right Uvarof’s cavalry had put the French to flight. 

At three o’clock the French attack began to slacken in violence. On 
the faces of all who came from the battlefield and of all who stood 
around him, Kutuzof read an expression of the most intense excite- 
ment. Kutuzof was satisfied with the success of the day, which surpassed 
liis expectations. But the old man’s physical strength began to desert 
him. Several times his head sank forward as if out of his control, and 
he dozed. They brought him something to eat. 

Adjutant General Woltzogen came riding up while Kutuzof was 
eating his dinner. Woltzogen came from Barclay with a report as to 
the course of affairs on the left wing. The prudent Barclay de Tolly, 
seeing the throngs of wounded hastening to the rear, and the ragged 
ranks of the army, and taking all circumstances into consideration, 
decided that the battle was lost, and sent his favorite with this news 
to the general-in-chief. 

Kutuzof laboriously chewed a piece of roasted chicken and gazed at 
Woltzogen with squinting, jocose eyes. 

Woltzogen, stretching his legs negligently, with a half-scornful smile 
on his lips, came to Kutuzof, barely lifting his hand to his vizor. He 
behaved to his serene highness with a certain affectation of indifference 
which was intended to show that he, as a highly cultured military 
man, permitted the Russians to make an idol ol this good-for-nothing 
old man, but that he knew with whom he was dealing. **Der alte Herr 
-ihc old gentleman,” as Kutuzof was called by the Germans in his 
(ircle— ‘‘is taking things very easy,” said Woltzogen to himself; and, 
casting a stern glance at the platter set in front of Kutuzof, he pro- 
( ceded to report to the old gentleman the position of affairs on the 
Icli flank, as Barclay had told him to do, and as he himself had seen 
and understood them. 

“All the points of our position are in the enemy’s hands, and we 
fannot regain them, because we have no troops; they are in full retreat, 
and there is no possibility of stopping them,” was his report. 

Kutuzof, ceasing to chew, stared at Woltzogen in amazement, as if 
1 h‘ did not comprehend what was said to him. 

Woltzogen, observing the alter Herr's excitement, said with a smile, 
‘1 did not feel that it was right to conceal from your scTene highness 
'diat I have been witnessing. The troops are wholly demoralized.” 

"You have seen it? You have seen it?” screamed Kutuzof, scowling 
and leaping to his feet, and swiftly approaching Woltzogen. “How 
• . how dare you?” and he made a threatening gesture with his palsied 
'>ands, and, choking, he cried: “How dare you, d(*ar sir. say this to me? 
'ou know nothing about it. Tell General Barclay from me that his 



observations are inaccurate, and that the actual course of the battle 
is better known to me, the commander-in-chief, than it is to him!" 

Woltzogen was about to make some remark, but Kutuzof cut him 
short: 

“The enemy are beaten on the left and crushed on the right. If you 
saw things wrong, my dear sir, you should not permit yourself to talk 
of what you know nothing about. Be good enough to go to General 
Barclay and tell him that it is my absolute intention to attack the 
enemy tomorrow,’* said Kutuzof, sternly. 

Everyone was silent, and all that could be heard was the heavy 
breathing of the excited old general. 

“They arc beaten all along the line, thank God and the gallantry 
of the Russian army for that! The enemy are crushed, and tomorrow 
we will drive them from the sacred soil of Russia,” said Kutuzot, 
crossing himself, and suddenly the tears sprang to his eyes and he 
sobbed. 

Woltzogen, shrugging his shoulders, and pursing his lips, silently 
went to one side, expressing his amazement at the old gentleman’s con 
ceited stubbornness. 

“Ah, here comes my hero,“ exclaimed Kutuzof, to a stalwart, hand 
some, dark-haired general, who at this moment approached the mound 

This was Rayevsky, who had been all that day at the critical point 
of the field of Borodino. 

Rayevsky reported that the troops were unmoved in their positions, 
and that the French did not dare to attack them any more. 

On hearing this, Kutuzof said in French, “Then you do not think, 
as some others do, that we are forced to withdraw?” 

“On the contrary, your highness, in drawn battles it is always the 
most stubborn who can be called victorious,” replied Rayevsky, “and 
my opinion ...” 

“Kaisarofl” cried Kutuzof, summoning his adjutant. “Sit down and 
write an order for tomorrow. And you,” he said, addressing anothci, 
“hasten down the lines and have them understand that we attack 
tomorrow.” 

While Kutuzof was talking to Rayevsky and dictating his order of the 
day, Woltzogen came back from Barclay and announced that Genera’ 
Barclay de Tolly wcmld like a written confirmation of the order which 
the field marshal had delivered to him. 

Kutuzof, not looking at Woltzogen, commanded his aides to write out 
the order, which the former commander-in-chief desired to ha\e i" 
relieve him completely of personal responsibility. 

And bv that intangible, mysterious connection which communicate' 
throughout a whole army one and the same disposition, the so-calh’d 
esprit de corps, and constitutes the chief sinew of an army, Kutuzofh> 



words and his order for renewing the battle on the following day were 
known simultaneously from one end of the force to the other. 

The exact words or the absolute form of the order was not indeed 
carried to the utmost limits of this organization; in the stories that 
were repeated in the widely separated ends of the lines there was prob- 
ably nothing like what Kutiizof really said; but the gist of his words 
was conveyed everywhere, for the reason that what Kuiuzof said sprang 
not from logical reasoning, but was the genuine outcome of the senti- 
ment that was in the heart of the commander-in-chief, and to which 
every Russian heart responded. 

And when they knew that on the next day they were to attack the 
enemy, and heard from the upper circles of the army the confirmation 
of what they wished to believe, these men, tortured by doubt, were 
comforted and encouraged. 


XXII 

Prince Andrei’s regiment was among the reserves, which had been 
stationed until two o’clock behind Semenovskoye, remaining inactive 
under the severe fire of the artillery. At two o’clock the regiment, which 
had already lost more than two hundred men, was moved forward upon 
the trampled field of oats, on that space between Semenovskoye and 
the “Kurgan” battery where thousands of men were killed that day, and 
on which was now concentrated a tremendous fire from several hundred 
enemy guns. 

Without stirring from that spot, and not themselves replying with 
a single shot, the regiment lost here two-thirds of its effectives. In front 
and especially at the right-hand side, amid the perpetual smoke, the 
cannons boomed, and from that mysterious domain of smoke that 
shrouded all the space in front, the projectiles constantly flew with a 
quick hissing whistle, and the more delibeiate shells sputtered. Some- 
times, as if to give a respite, a quarter-hour would pass during which all 
the shot and shells would fly overhead, but then, again, several men 
would be struck down in the course of a moment, and they were con- 
stantly engaged in dragging the dead to one side, and carrying the 
wounded to the rear. 

With each new casualty the chances of life were diminished for those 
who were as >et unscathed. The regiment was posted in battalion 
columns at intervals of three hundred paces, but nevertheless all the 
men were under the influence of the same mood. The men of the regi- 
ment, without exception, were silent and melancholy. Once in a while 
a few words were spoken in the ranks, but this conversation was always 
abruptly cut short wdien the thud of a falling missile was heard, and the 
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cry of “Stretchersl*’ The larger part of the time, the men of the regiment, 
by their chief's orders, lay low on the ground. 

Prince Andrei, anxious and pallid, like all the other men in his regi- 
ment, paced back and forth along the meadow next to the oat field, 
from one end to the other, with his arms behind his back and with bent 
head. There was nothing for him to do or to order. Everything went 
like clockwork. The dead were dragged to one side, away from the front; 
the wounded were carried to the rear; the ranks were closed up. If the 
soldiers stood aside, they instantly hastened back to their places again. 

At first Prince Andrei, considering it his duty to encourage his men 
and to set them an example of gallantry, kept walking up and down 
along the ranks; but afterwards he became convinced that they had 
nothing to learn from him. With all the energy of his soul— and this was 
true also of every one of the soldiers— he unconsciously tried to blind 
himself to the horrors of their situation. 

He marched along the meadow, dragging his feet, trampling down 
(he grass and contemplating the dust that covered his boots; then again 
with long strides he w^ould try to step from ridge to ridge left by the 
mowers' scythes along the meadow; or, counting his steps, he would 
calculate how many times he must go from one boundary to the other 
in order to make a mile. He would pluck up the wormwood growing on 
the edge of the field and rub (he flowers betwx^en his palms, and sniff 
the powerful, penetrating bitterness of their odor. 

Nothing remained of the fabric of thought that he had so painfully 
elaborated the evening before. He thought of nothing at all. He listened 
with weary ears to that perpetual repetition of sounds, distinguishing 
the whistling of the missiles above the roar of the musketry. He gazed at 
the indifferem faces ol the men in the first battalion, and wailed. 

“Here she comes! I'hat’s one for us," he would say to himself as he 
caught the approaching screech of something fron) that hidden realm of 
smoke. “One, a second! There’s another I It struck!’’ 

He paused, and looked along the ranks. “No, it went over. Ah! But 
tliat one struck!’’ 

And once more he would take up his promenade, trying to measure 
long steps, so as to reach the boundary in sixteen strides. 

A screech, and a thud! Within half a dozen steps from him a projectile 
flung up the dry soil and buried itself. An involuntary chill ran down 
his back. Once more he looked along the ranks: evidently many had 
been struck down; a great crowd had come together in the second 
battalion. 

“Mr. Adjutant,’’ he cried, “tell those men not to stand so close 
together.’’ 

The aide, having delivered the order, returned to Prince Andrei. 
From the other side the battalion commander rode up on horseback. 

“Look outi’’ cried a soldier in a terrified voice; and, like a bird 
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whistling in its swift flight and settling earthward, a shell came plung- 
ing down— not noisily— within two paces of Prince Andrei, and near the 
battalion commander's horse. 

The horse, not pausing to consider whether it was well or ill to 
manifest fear, snorted, shied, and darted off, almost unseating the major. 
The horse's panic was shared by the men. 

“Lie down I'' cried the aide, throwing himself on the ground. 

Prince Andrei stood undecided. The shell, with its fuse smoking, was 
spinning like a top between him and the aide, on the very edge between 
the plowed land and the meadow, near the clump of wormwood. 

“Can this be death?" wondered Prince Andrei, casting a fleeting 
glance full of a newly born envy at the grass, the wormwood, and the 
thread of smoke that escaped from the whirling black ball. “I cannot, I 
will not die; I love life, 1 love this grass, the earth, the air . . . " 

All this flashed through his mind, and at the same time he remem- 
bered that they were looking at him. “For shame, Mr. Officer I" he 
started to say to the aide. “Any ..." 

He did not finish. There came simultaneously a crash, a whizzing of 
fragments as of broken glass, a powerful odor of gunpowder smoke, and 
Prince Andrei was struck in the side, and, throwing his arms up, he 
fell on his face. 

Several officers hastened to him. From the right side of his abdomen 
a great gush of blood stained the grass. 

The stretcher-bearers came up and stood behind the officers. Prince 
Andrei lay with his face buried in the grass, gasping painfully. 

“Now, then, what arc you waiting for? Come on I" 

The peasants came close and lifted him by the shoulders and legs; 
but he groaned piteously, and the men, exchanging glances, laid him 
down again. 

“Give us a hand thercl Up with him! It's all the same!" cried some- 
one's voice. Once more they took him by the shoulders and laid him on 
the stretcher. 

“Ah! My God! My God! What?" ... “In the belly? 7'hat finishes him!" 

. , . “Oh, my God!" exclaimed various officers. 

“Na! A fragment whi/zed past my car," said the aide. 

The militiamen carried Prince Andrei to the forest, where the wagons 
were sheltered and where the field hospital had been established. This 
field hospital consisted of three tents with upturned flaps, pitched on 
the edge of the birch grove. Within the grove stood the wagons and 
horses. The horses were munching oats in haversacks, and the sparrows 
were pouncing down and carrying off the scattered grains; crows, scent- 
ing blood and impatiently cawing, were flying about over the treetops. 

Around the tents, occupying more than five acres of ground, lay and 
sat and stood blood-stained men in various attire. 

Around the wounded stood a throng of stretcher-bearers, soldiers, 

^07 



with sad but interested faces, whom the officers, attempting to carry out 
orders, found it impossible to keep away. Not heeding the officers, the 
soldiers stood leaning on the stretchers and gazed steadily as if trying to 
grasp the meaning of the terrible spectacle before their eyes. 

From the tents could be heard, now loud, fierce sobs, then pitiful 
groans. Occasionally assistants would come hurrying out after water 
and indicate the next ones to be brought in. The wounded by the tents, 
waiting their turn, hoarsely cried, groaned, wept, screamed, cursed, 
clamored for vodka. Some were delirious. 

Prince Andrei, as regimental commander, was carried through this 
throng of unbandaged sufferers close to one of the tents, and there his 
bearers waited for further orders. He opened his eyes, and it was some 
time before he could comprehend what was going on around him. The 
meadow, the wormwood, the plowed field, the black whirling ball, and 
that passionate throb of love for life, occurred to his recollection. 

Two paces from him, talking loudly and attracting general attention, 
stood a tall, handsome, black-haired, noncommissioned officer with a 
bandaged head, leaning against a dead tree. He had been wounded in 
the head and leg with bullets. Around him, attracted by his talk, were 
gathered a throng of wounded and of stretcher-bearers. 

'‘We gave it to him so hot that they dropped everything; they even 
left the king,” cried the soldier, snapping his fiery black eyes and glanc- 
ing around. ”lf only the reserves had been sent up just at that time, I 
tell you, brother, there would not have been left a show of him, because 
I am sure ...” 

Prince Andrei, like all the circle gathered around the speaker, gazed 
at him with gleaming eyes, and felt a sense of consolation. “Bui why is 
it not a matter of indifference to me now?” he asked himself. “What is 
going to hap])cn, and what does it mean? Why do I have such regret in 
leaving life? There was in this life something 1 have not understood, 
and which I still fail to understand.” 


XXIII 

One of the surgeons, with blood-soaked apron and with his small hands 
covered with gore, holding a cigar between thumb and little finger so as 
not to besmear it, came out of the tent. This doctor lifted his head and 
proceeded to look on all sides, but beyond the wounded. He was evi 
dently anxious to get a little rest. Having for some time looked toward 
the right and then toward the left, he drew a long sigh and dropped 
his eyes. 

“In a moment now,” said he in reply to his assistant, who called his 
attention to Prince Andrei, and he gave orders for him to be carried 
into the tent. 



The wounded who had been waiting were disposed to grumble. “In 
this world it seems only 'gentlemen' are permitted to livel" exclaimed 
one. 

Prince Andrei was taken in and deposited on a table that had just 
been vacated. The assistant was that instant engaged in rinsing some- 
thing from it. Prince Andrei could not distinctly make out what there 
was in the tent. The pitiful groans on all sides, the excruciating agony 
in his ribs, his belly, and his back, distracted him. All that he saw 
around him was confused for him in one general impression of naked, 
blood-stained human flesh, filling all the lower part of the tent. 

There were three tables in this tent. Two were occupied. Prince 
Andrei was laid on the third. He was left to himself for some little time, 
and he could not help seeing what was doing at the other two tables. 
On the one nearest lay a Tartar— a Cossack to judge by his uniform, 
which was thrown down beside him. Four soldiers held him down. A 
surgeon in spectacles was cutting into his cinnamon-colored, muscular 
back. 

“Ukh! Ukh! Ukh!” The Tartar grunted like a pig, and suddenly 
turned up his swarthy face with its wide cheekbones and s(|uat nose, and 
unsheathing his white teeth, he began to tug and to struggle, and set 
up a long, shrill, penetrating screech. 

On the other table, around which were gathered a number of people, 
a large, stout man lay on his back with his head thrown back. His 
streaming hair, its color, and the shape of the head seemed strangely 
familiar to Prince Andrei. 

Several of the assistants were leaning on this man's chest, and holding 
him down. His large, stout, white leg was subject to an incessant and 
rapid trembling, as if it had the ague. This man was convulsively sob- 
bing and choking. Two surgeons— one was pale and trembling, were 
silently doing something to this man's other handsome leg. 

Having finished with the Tartar, over whom they threw his cloak, 
the spectacled .surgeon, wiping his hands, came to Prince Andrei. He 
looked into Prince Andrei's face and hastily turned away. 

“Undress him. What are you dawdling for?" he cried severely to his 
assistants. 

Prince Andrei’s very earliest and most distant childhood occurred 
to him as the assistant, with hasty hands, began to unbutton his clothes 
and remove them. The surgeon bent down low over the wound, probed 
it, and drew a heavy sigh. Then he made a sign to someone. 

The exquisite agony which Prince Andrei felt within his abdomen 
caused him to lose consciousness. 

When he came to himself, the broken splinters of his thighbone had 
been removed, the torn clots of flesh cut away, and the wound was 
dressed. 

They were dashing water into his face. As soon as Prince Andrei 
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opened his eyes, the surgeon bent silently down to him, kissed him on 
the lips, and hastened away. 

After the agony he had endured. Prince Andrei was conscious of a 
well-being such as he had not experienced for a long time. 

All the best and happiest moments of his life, especially his earliest 
childhood, when they used to undress him and put him to bed, when 
his old nurse used to lull him to sleep with her songs, when as he buried 
his head in the pillows he had felt himself happy in the mere conscious- 
ness of being alive: all recurred to his imagination, no longer as some- 
thing long past, but as actuality. 

Around that wounded man whose features seemed familiar to Prince 
Andrei the doctors were still busy, lifting him and trying to calm 
him. 

“Show it to me . . . Ooooo! 01 Oooool“ he groaned, his voice broken 
by frightened sobs, subdued by suffering. 

Prince Andrei, hearing these groans, felt like weeping himself: either 
because he was dying without fame, or because he regretted being torn 
from life, or because of these recollections of a childhood never to 
return, or because he sympathized in the sufferings of others and this 
man was groaning so piteously near him; but, at any rate, he felt like 
weeping good, childlike, almost happy tears. 

The wounded man was shown the amputated leg, still in its boot, 
which was full of blood. 

“01 Oooool” and he sobbed like a woman. The surgeon, who had 
been standing in front of the patient and prevented his face from being 
seen, stepped to one side. 

“My Godl What does this mean? Why is he here?“ Prince Andrei 
wondered. 

In this wretched, sobbing, exhausted man whose leg had just been 
taken off, he recognized Anatol Kuragin. They lifted Anatol’s head 
and gave him water in a glass; but his trembling, swollen lips could not 
close over the edge of the glass. Anatol was still sobbing bitterly. 

“Yes, it is hel Yes, this man who has somehow been so closely, so 
painfully, connected with my lifel“ said Prince Andrei to himself, not 
as yet realizing clearly all the circumstances. “What has been the link 
that connects this man with my childhood, with my life?'' he asked 
himself, and could not find the answer to his question. And suddenly a 
new and unexpected remembrance from that world of the childlike, 
pure and lovely past arose before Prince Andrei. He recalled Natasha 
just as he had seen her for the first time at the ball in 1810 , with her 
slender neck and arms, with her timid, happy face so easily wakened to 
enthusiasm, and his love and tenderness for her arose more keenly and 
powerfully in his soul than ever before. He remembered now the con- 
nection between him and this man, who, through the tears that suffused 
his swollen eyes, was gazing at him with such an expression of agony. 
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Prince Andrei remembered everything, and a solemn pity and love for 
this man welled^up in his happy heart. 

Prince Andrei could no longer restrain himself, and he wept tears 
of compassionate love and tenderness over other men and over himself, 
over their errors and his own. 

‘‘Sympathy, love for one's brothers, for those who love us, love for 
those who hate us, love for our enemies, yes, the love that God preached 
on earth, which Princess Maria taught me and which I have not under- 
stood— that is what made me feel regret for life; that is what would have 
remained for me if my life had been spared. But now it is too late, 1 
know it.” 


XXIV 

Tens of thousands of men lay dead in various positions and uniforms 
on the fields and meadows belonging to Mr. Davidof and certain crown 
serfs, on those fields and meadows where for ccniuries the peasants of 
Borodino, Gorki, Shevardino and Semenovskoye had together harvested 
their crops and pastured their cattle. 

Around the field hospitals, for several acres, the grass and ground 
were soaked with blood. Thousands of men, wounded and not wounded, 
belonging to various commands, from the one side fell back to Mozhaisk, 
from the other to Valuyevo. Other thousands, weary and hungry, led 
by their chiefs, moved onward to the front. Still others stood in their 
places and went on firing. 

Over the entire field where, in the morning, the sun had shone on 
glittering bayonets and wreaths of smoke, now hung a pall of fog and 
smoke, and the air was foul with a strange reek of nitrous fumes and 
blood. 

Clouds had gathered, and the raindrops began to fall on the dead, on 
the wounded, on the panic-stricken and the weary and the despairing. 
It seemed to say to them: 

‘‘Enough! Pmough, ye men I Cease! . . . Remember! What are ye 
doing?” 

•J?ne men on either side, utterly weary, without food and without rest, 
began alike to cpiestion whether it was any advantage for them longer 
to exterminate one another, and hesitation could be^seen in every face, 
and in every mind the question arose: 

‘‘Why, wheretore are ye killing and being killed? Kill whomever ye 
please, do whatever ye please, but as for me I want no more of it!” 

This though I , toward late afternoon, burned with equal force in every 
heart. At anv moment all the.se men might suddenly manifest their 
horror at what they had been doing, give it all up, and fly anywhere 
at all. 
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But although toward the end of the struggle the men began to feel 
all the horror of their actions, although they would have been glad to 
cease, some strange, incomprehensible, mysterious power still continued 
to direct them; and the surviving gunners— one out of every three- 
covered with sweat, grimed with powder and stained with blood, stag- 
gered and panting with weariness, still dragged the projectiles, charged 
the guns, sighted them and applied the fuses, and the shot flew just as 
swiftly and viciously from the one side and the other, and crushed 
human forms, and still that strange affair went on which was accom- 
plished, not by the will of men, but by the will of Him who rules men 
and worlds. 

Anyone who had looked at the vanishing remnants of the Russian 
army would have said that all the French needed to do would be to make 
one small last effort and the Russian army would vanish; and anyone 
who had looked at the remnants of the French would have said that all 
the Russians had to do was to make one small last effort and the French 
would be destroyed. But ueitlicr the French nor the Russians made this 
last effort, and the flame ol the conflict slowly flickered out. 

'Fhe Russian failure to make this effort was in not charging the 
French. At the beginning of the battle they merely stood on the road 
to Moscow, disputing it, and they continued to stand at the end of the 
battle as tliey had stood at the beginning. But if the aim of the Russians 
had been to defeat the French, they could not put forth this last effort 
because all the Russian troops had been defeated, there was not a single 
division of their army that had not suffered in the engagement, ane!, 
though the Russians still held their own, they had lost half their troops 

T he French, with the recollections of all their fifteen years of past 
victories, with their confidence in Napoleon’s invincibility, with the 
consciousness that they had gained possession of a portion of the battle- 
field, that their loss was only a quarter of their contingent, and that the\ 
had still twenty thousand in reserve, not counting the Guard, might 
easily have made the elfort. The Fr ench, w ho w^i re attacking the Russian 
army with the intention of defeating it, ought to have made the effort 
irecause as long as the Russians disjniled the road to Moscow, as thev 
did before the battle began, the aim ol the French w^as not attained anil 
all their efforts and losses w^ere thrownt away. 

But the French did not make the effort. 

Certain historians assert that Napoleon had only to send forw^ard his 
Old Guard, who were still fresh, and the battle would have been won. 
To say what would have happened if Napoleon had sent forw’ard the 
Guard is just the same as to say wdiat would happen if autumn turned 
into spring. 

It was an impossibility. 

Napoleon did not send forw^ard his Guard, not because he did not 
want to do it, but because it was impossible for him to do it. All the 
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generals, all the ofl&cers and the soldiers of the French army knew that 
it was impossible to do this, because the dejected spirit of the army 
would not allow it. 

Napoleon was not the only one to experience that nightmare feeling 
that the terrible blow of the arm was falling in vain, but all his generals, 
all the soldiers of the French army who took part or who did not take 
part, after all their experiences in former battles, when, after exerting 
a tenth as much force as now, the enemy would be vanquished, now 
experienced alike a feeling of awe at that enemy who, having lost half 
his troops, still stood just as threateningly at the end as he had stood 
at the beginning of the engagement. 

The moral force of the French attacking army was exhausted. 

Victory is not something signalized by the fastening of certain strips 
of cloth called flags to poles, nor by the space on which troops have 
stood or are standing; victory is moral, when the one side has been per- 
suaded as to the moral superiority of the other and of its own weakness; 
and such a victory was won by the Russians over the French at Borodino. 

The invading army, like an exasperated beast of prey, having received 
as it ran a mortal wound, became conscious that it was doomed; but it 
could not halt any more than the Russian army, which was not half 
so strong, could help giving way. After the shock that had been received, 
the French army was still able to crawl to Moscow; but there, without 
any new efforts on the part of the Russian troops, it was doomed to 
perish, bleeding to death from the mortal wound received at Borodino. 

The direct consequence of the Battle of Borodino was Napoleon’s 
causeless flight from Moscow, the return along the old Smolensk high- 
way, the ruin of the five hundred thousand men of the invading army, 
and the destruction of Napoleonic France, on which at Borodino for 
tie first time fell the hand of an opponent stronger by force of spiriti 
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Warfare between Napoleon and Riissia with its x'ast population is the 
signal for the European satellites of France to rise against their foreign 
master. On the peninsula Wellington is now on the offensive; a re- 
juvenated Prussia gwes lip sennce to its French alliance, while actually 
preparing to take the side of the Russians and British: Austria is openly 
hostile and awaits only the proper moment to enter the war. Now is 
joined a contest in which Napoleon must conquer or lose all. The key is 
Russia; he keeps his place with his invading army and takes Moscow. 





PART ELEVENTH 


I 

T he Russians retreated eighty miles, beyond Moscow; the French 
advanced as far as Moscow, and there came to a standstill. 

During the five weeks that followed there was not a single battle. 
The French did not stir. 

Like a mortally wounded beast, which licks its profusely bleeding 
wounds, the French remained for five weeks at Moscow, making no at- 
tempts to do anything. Then, suddenly, without new reason, they fled 
back; they took the road to Kaluga, and, after one victory, since the 
field of Malo-Yaroslavets was theirs, they retreated still more rapidly, 
without risking any important battle, to Smolensk, beyond Smolensk, 
beyond Vilna, beyond the Berezina, and so on. 

On the night of September 7 Kutuzof and the whole Russian army 
were convinced that they had won the Battle of Borodino. Kutuzof even 
thus reported a victory to his sovereign. 

Kutuzof gave orders to prepare for another battle to finish the enemy, 
not because he wanted to deceive anyone, but because he knew that the 
enemy had been beaten; and tliis fact was likewise known to all the par- 
ticipants in the battle. 

But that night, and the next day, reports one after another began to 
come in, of the unprecedented losses sustained, showing that the array 
had been reduced to one-half; and another battle now seemed physically 
impossible. 

It was impossible to give battle when their condition was as yet un- 
known, their wounded uncared for, their dead uncounted, fresh missiles 
not furnished, new officers lacking to replace those killed, and the men 
unrefreshed by food and sleep. Moreover, the morning after the battle, 
the French army, its impetus increasing by the law of momentum, had 
already begun to move of itself against the Russian army. 
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Kutuzof wanted to renew the attack on the following day, and all his 
army desired this. But the desire to make an attack is not enough. There 
must also be the opportunity to make one; and in this case opportunity 
was lacking. 

It was impossible to prevent a one day's retreat; in the same way, it 
was impossible to prevent retreating a second day's march, then a third; 
and finally, when on September 13 the army neared Moscow, notwith 
standing all the sentiment aroused in the ranks of the Russian army, 
force of circumstance obliged them to retire beyond the city. Thus they 
made a last retrograde movement and abandoned Moscow to the enemy. 

Yermolof, who had been sent by Kutuzof to reconnoiter a position, 
came back to the field marshal and said it was impossible to fight in that 
position and they must retreat. 

Kutuzof looked at him in silence. 

"Give me your hand," said he; and, turning it round so as to feel his 
pulse, he said: 

"You are sick, my dearl Think what you are saying." 

Not even then could Kutuzof comprehend that it was possible to 
retire beyond Moscow without a battle. Kutuzof got out of his carriage 
on the Paklonnaya Hill and sat down on a bench at the edge of the 
road. A portentous array of generals gathered around him. Count Ros- 
topchin, who had driven out from Moscow, joined them. All this 
brilliant society, dividing itself into little circles, was discussing the 
advantages and disadvantages ol the position, the condition of the 
forces, the various plans proposed, the state of Moscow, and military 
matters in general. 

The commandcr-in-chief listened, and occasionally asked for a repeti- 
tion of what was said around him; but he did not himself take part in 
the conversation, and he expressed no opinion. For the most part, after 
listening to what was said in any little group, he would turn abruptly 
away with a look of disgust, as if what they said was not all what he 
wanted to hear. 

Some talked about the position chosen, criticizing not the position so 
much as tliey did the intelligence of those who had selected it. Others 
tried to prove that a mistake had been made before, that they should 
have accepted battle two days earlier; still others were talking about the 
Battle of Salamanca, wdiich a Frenchman named Crossart, who had just 
arrived in a Spanish uniform, described to them. 

In a fourth group. Count Rostopchin declared that he, together with 
the Moscow city troop, was ready to perish under the walls of the 
capital, but that he could not help regretting the uncertainty in which 
he had been left, and that if he had only known about this before, things 
would have been different. 

A fifth group, making a display of the profundity of their strategical 
calculations, talked about the route our troops should have taken. 
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A sixth group talked sheer nonsense. 

Kutuzof’s face grew more and more troubled and melancholy. 

Benigsen, having selected a position, hotly insisted on the defense of 
Moscow, thereby making a show of his Russian patriotism. Kutuzof, as 
he listened to him, could not restrain a frown. Bcnigsen’s motive was as 
clear as day to him: In case of disaster and failure he would lay the blame 
on Kutuzof, who had led the troops without a battle to the Sparrow 
Hills; while in the event of success he would claim all the credit for 
himself; but if Kutuzof refused to make the attempt, Benigsen would 
wash his hands of the crime of abandoning Moscow. 

But the old man was not at present occupied with this intrigue. One 
single, terrible question occupied him. And from no one could he obtain 
an answer to this question. The question was now merely this: 

“Have I allowed Napoleon to reach Moscow, and when did I do it? 
When was this decided? Was it yesterday, when I sent the order to 
Platof to retreat, or was it the day before yesterday, in the evening, 
when I was sleepy, and ordered Benigsen to make his own dispositions? 
Or was it before that? But when, when was this terrific deed decided? 
Moscow to be abandoned! The troops must retire, and I must give this 
order!" 

To issue this terrible order seemed to him tantamount to resigning 
the command of the army. But, besides the fact that he loved power and 
was accustomed to it, he was also deeply convinced that the salvation 
of Russia was predestined to be accomplished by him; and that it was 
only for this reason, against the sovereign's will but in accordance with 
the will of the people, he had been placed in su|)reme command. He 
was convinced that he alone could in these trying circumstances remain 
at the head of the army; that he was the only one in all the world who 
w^as able to view without terror the invincible Napoleon as his opponent, 
so that he was overwhelmed at the mere thought of the command he 
would have to give. But it was essential to come to some decision; it 
was essential to cut short these discussions around him, which were 
beginning to grow altogether too unrestrained. 

He called to him the senior generals: 

“Mfl iete, fut elle bonne ou mauvaise, n*a qu'a s'aider d'elle-meme-^ 
whether my judgment is good or bad I have no other in which I can 
put faith," said he, as he rose from the bench; and he drove to Fili, 
where his horses were stabled. 

A council was convened at two o'clock in the largest and best room 
of the peasant Andrei Savostyanof's cottage. The men, women and 
children belonging to the peasant's large household were huddled to- 
gether in the living room across the entry. Only Andrei’s granddaughter, 
Malasha, a little girl of six, whom his serene highness had petted and to 
whom he had given a lump of sugar while he was drinking tea, re- 
mained in a corner of the large room, on a broad shelf above the stove. 
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Malasha coyly and gleefully looked down on the faces, uniforms and 
crosses of the generals who came one after the other into the room and 
took their places on the wide benches in the “best corner,” under the 
holy pictures. 

The “little grandfather” himself, as Malasha secretly called Kutuzof, 
sat apart from the rest in the dark corner behind the stove. He sat far 
back on a camp chair, and kept grumbling and pulling at his coat collar, 
which, though it was turned back, seemed to choke him. 

The men as they came in one at a time paid their respects to the field 
marshal. He shook hands with some of them; he nodded to others. 
Adjutant Kaisarof was about to draw aside the curtain at the window 
facing Kutuzof, but the general fiercely waved his hand at him; Kaisarof 
understood that his serene highness did not wish his face to be seen. 
Around the peasant’s pine table, on which lay maps, plans, pencils, and 
sheets of paper, were gathered so many men that the orderlies had to 
bring in still another bench and set it down near the table. 

On this bench sat the late comers: Yermolof, Kaisarof, and Toll. 
Under the icons, in the place of honor, sat Barclay de Tolly, with the 
St. George Cross round his neck, with his pale, sickly face and lofty 
brow, between which and the bald head there was no dividing line. For 
two days he had been suffering from an attack of ague, and at this very 
moment he was chilled and shaking with fever. 

Next him sat Uvarof, who in a low tone of voice (and they all spoke 
that way) was making some statement accompanied by (piick gestures. 

The little rotund Dokhturof, arching his brows and with folded 
hands on his paunch, was listening attentively. 

On the other side sat Count Ostermann-Tolstoy, with bold features 
and gleaming eyes, leaning his big head on his hand, and seemingly 
lost in thought. 

Rayevsky, a look of impatience on his face, was as usual engaged in 
twisting his black curls forward into lovelocks, and gazed now at 
Kutuzof, now at the front door. 

Konovnitsin's reliable, handsome, good face was lighted by a shrewd 
and friendly smile. He was trying to catch Malasha’s eyes, and was wink- 
ing at her and making the little one smile. 

All were waiting lor Benigsen, w^ho had used the pretext of once 
more checking the j)osition so he could cat his sumptuous dinner in 
peace. They w'aiied for him from four o’clock till six; and during that 
time they refrained from any deliberation, talking in undertones ex- 
clusively about irrelevant matters. Only when Benigsen entered did 
Kutuzof leave his corner and approach the table, but even then he took 
care that the candles placed there should not light up his face. 

Benigsen opened the council with the question: 

“Shall the holy and ancient ca])ital of Russia be deserted without a 
blow being struck, or shall it be defended?” 



A long, general silence followed. Faces grew grave, and in the silence 
could be heard Kutuzofs angry grunting and coughing. All eyes were 
fixed on him. Malasha also gazed at the "little grandfather." She was 
nearer to him than any of the others and could see how his face con- 
tracted; he seemed ready to burst into tears. But this did not last long. 

"The holy, ancient capital of Russial" he suddenly repeated in an 
angry voice, repeating Benigsen*s words and underlining the false note 
in these words. "Permit me to tell you, your excellency, that this ques- 
tion makes no sense to a Russian." He leaned forward with his heavy 
body. "It is impossible to put such a question, and such a question has 
no sense. The problem I have convened these gentlemen to consider is a 
military one. This problem is as follows: The salvation of Russia is 
her army. Would it be more to our advantage to risk the loss of the 
army, and of Moscow as well, by accepting battle; or to abandon 
Moscow without a battle? It is on this matter that I wish to know your 
mind." 

He threw himself back into his chair again. 

The discussion began. 

Benigsen refused to believe that the game was already lost. Granting 
the opinion of Barclay and the others that it was impossible to accept a 
defensive battle at Fili, he, being thoroughly imbued with Russian 
patriotism and love for Moscow, proposed to lead the troops during the 
night over from the right to the left hank, and on the next day to strike 
a blow at the right wing of the French. 

Opinions were divided; discussion waxed hot over the pros and cons 
of this movement. Ycrmolof, Dokhturof and Rayevsky concurred with 
Benigsen's views. Whether they were dominated by a sense that some 
sacrifice was necessary before the capital was aliandoned, or whether 
personal considerations influenced them, still all these generals seemed 
unable to comprehend that no advice could alter the inevitable course 
of events, and that Moscow was already practically abandoned. 

The other generals understood this and, setting aside the question of 
Moscow, they merely discussed the route which the army should take 
in its retreat. 

Malasha gazed with steady eyes at what went on before her, and 
understood the significance of this council in an entirely different way. 
It seemed to her that the trouble was merely a personal quarrel between 
the "little grandfather" and "long-coat," as she called Benigsen. She 
saw that they became excited when they talked together, and in her 
heart she was on the side of the "little grandfather." 

In the midst of the discussion she noticed the keen, shrewd glance he 
cast upon Benigsen, and immediately after, much to her delight, she 
noticed that the "little grandfather," in saying something to '‘long- 
coat," offended him. Benigsen suddenly flushed and angrily walked 
across the room. The words which had such an effect upon Benigsen 
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were spoken in a calm, low tone, and merely expressed KutuzoPs 
opinion of Benigsen’s suggestion. 

“GentleinenI” said Kutuzof, “I cannot approve of the count's plan. 
Transfers of troops in the immediate proximity of the enemy are always 
dangerous, and military history confirms this view. Thus, for example" 
—Kutuzof paused as if he were trying to recall the desired example, and 
gave Benigsen a bright, naive look— "yes, suppose we should take the 
Battle of Fricdland, which I presume the count remembers was . . . well 
. . . about as good as given away simply for the reason that our troops 
attempted to cross from one flank to the other while the enemy were 
too near." . . . 

A silence followed, lasting for a minute, but seeming an age to all 
present. 

The discussion was resumed; but there were frequent interruptions, 
and there was a general feeling that nothing more could be said. 

During one of these lulls in the conversation Kutuzof drew a long 
sigh, as if he were preparing to speak. 

All looked at him. 

**Eh bien, Messieurs, je x>ois que c*esi moi qui payerai les pots casses— 
I see that I must bear the brunt of it," said he. And slowly getting to his 
feet he approached the table: "Gentlemen, 1 have listened to your views. 
Some of you will be dissatisfied with me. But"— he hesitated— "I, bv 
virtue of the power confided to me by the sovereign and the country, 1 
command that we reireat." 

Immediately after this the generals began to disperse with that 
solemn and silent circumspection which people observe after a funeral. 
Several of the generals, in low voices but in an entirely different kev 
from that in which they had spoken during the council, conferred 
briefly with the comma nder-in>chief. 

Malasha, w'ho had lung since been expected at the supper table, cau- 
tiously let IierscK down backwards from the shelf above the stove, 
clinging with her little bare toes to the projections of the stove; and, 
slipping between the legs of the officers, darted out the door. 

Having dismissed the generals, Kutuzof sat for a long time with his 
elbows on the table and pondered over the same dread question: 

"When w'as it, when was it, that it finally became inevitable that 
Moscow must [)c abandoned? What was it that forced the decision? And 
who is to blame for it?" 

"1 did not expect this, I did not expect it," said he aloud to his aide, 
Schneider, who came to him late that night. "I did not expect this. I 
did not dream of such a tliingl" 

"You must get some rest, your serene highness," said Schneider. 

"It’s not finished yeti They shall choke on horseflesh yet like the 
Turks," cried Kutuzof, not heeding him and thumping his fat fi*«^ '^n 
the table. “ I’hey shall ... as soon as ... " 
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II 


Helene, who had returned with the court from Vilna to Petersburg, 
found herself in a trying and delicate situation. 

At Petersburg, Helene enjoyed the special protection of a grandee 
who held one of the most important offices in the empire. But at Vilna 
she had become intimate with a young foreign prince. When she re- 
turned to Petersburg, the prince and the grandee were both in town; 
both claimed their rights, and Helene found that she had to face a new 
problem in her career: to preserve her intimacy with both without 
offending either. 

What would have seemed difficult and even impossible for any other 
woman did not cause Countess Bezukhof even a moment’s hesitation, 
(hereby proving that she deserved her reputation of being a very clever 
woman. If she had tried to hide her actions, to employ subterfuge in 
escaping from an awkward position, she would by that very method 
have spoiled her game by admitting her guilt. Instead, Helene, openly, 
after the manner of a truly great man who can do anything he pleases, 
assumed that she was in the right, as she really believed, and that all the 
rest of the world was in the wrong. 

The first time the young foreign princeling permitted himself to 
reproach her, she, proudly holding high her beautiful head and looking 
at him over her shoulder, said steadily: 

“Here is an example of man’s egotism and crueltyl I might have 
expected it. A woman sacrifices herself for you, and this is her rewardl 
What right have you, monseigneur, to hold me to account for my 
friendships, for my affections? This man has been more than a father 
to me.’* 

The princeling began to make some answer. Helene interrupted him: 

“Well, then, granted,’’ said she. “Perhaps he has for me other senti- 
ments than those of a father; but that is no reason why I should shut 
the door to him. I am not a man that I should be ungrateful. I would 
have you understand, monseigneur, that in all that touches my private 
sentiments, I am accountable only to God and my conscience,’’ said site 
in conclusion, and prc.ssed her hand to her beautiful, heaving bosom, 
with a glance toward heaven. 

“But, for God’s sake, listen to me.’’ 

“Marry me and I will be your slave.** 

“But it is impossible.’’ 

“^’ou are too proud to stoop to marriage with me, you . . . *’ said 
Helene, bursting into tears. 

The princeling tried to console her. Helene, through her tears, de- 
clared (as if she had forgotten herself) that no one could prevent her 
from marrying; that there were examples— at that time there were few 
examples, but she mentioned Napoleon and other men of high degree: 
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that she had never been to her husband what the name of wife implies; 
and that she had been led to the altar as a sacrifice. 

"But laws, religion ..." murmured the princeling, beginning to yield. 

"Laws, religion 1 . . . Why were they ever invented, if they could not 
help in such a case as this?" 

The exalted personage was amazed that such a simple line of reason- 
ing had never entered his mind, and he applied for advice to the holy 
brethren of the Society of Jesus, with whom he stood in intimate rela- 
tionship. 

A few days later, at one of the enchanting fetes which Helene gave at 
her suburban residence on the Kamennoi Ostrow, M. de Jobert, a Jesuit, 
but a lay brother, a fascinating man, no longer young, with hair as white 
as snow and with dark, glittering eyes, was presented to her; and for a 
long time, as they sat in the garden in the brilliant light of the illumina- 
tions, listening to the music, he conversed with her about love of God, 
of Christ, of the Sacred Heart of Mary, and about the consolations 
vouchsafed in this life and the life to come by the one true Catholic 
religion. 

Helene was touched, and several times the tears stood in the eyes of 
both of them, and her voice trembled. 

The dance for which a partner came to claim Helene interrupted 
her interview with her future religious adviser; but on the evening of 
the following day M. de Jobert came alone to Helene’s, and from that 
time he was frequently at her house. 

One day he took the countess to the Catholic church, and there she 
remained on her knees before the altar to which she was brought. 

The elderly, fascinating Frenchman laid his hands on her head, and, 
as she herself afterwards declared, she became conscious of something 
like a cool breeze entering her soul. 

Then an abb^ heard her confession and granted her absolution from 
her sins. 

After a few days Helene, to her satisfaction, learned that she had now 
entered the true Catholic Church, and that shortly the Pope would be 
informed of the matter, and would send her a certain document. 

All that happened at this time around her and within her; all the 
attention lavished on her by so many clever men, and expressed in such 
agreeable, refined forms; and the dovelike purity in which she dwelt— 
during these days she constantly wore white gowns with white ribbons— 
all this afforded her great satisfaction, but she did not for a moment 
allow this satisfaction to prevent her from the attainment of her 
ambitions. During one of her interviews with her spiritual guide, she 
strenuously insisted on his answering her question, how far was she 
bound by her marriage? 

They were sitting in the drawing-room by the window. It was twilight. 
Through the window drifted the fragrance of flowers. Helene wore a 
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transparent white gown which barely veiled her bosom and shoulders. 
The abb^, well-fed, with a plump face smooth-shaven, a pleasant, de- 
termined mouth, and white hands folded on his knees, sat close to 
Helene, and, with a slight smile on his lips and eyes, decorously devour- 
ing her beauty, was looking from time to time into her face and ex- 
plaining his views on the question that occupied them. 

Helene, with an uneasy smile, looked at his flowing locks, his smootli* 
shaven, dark-shaded, plump cheeks, and each moment expected som*- 
new turn to the conversation. But the abb^, though he evidently ap 
preciated his companion’s beauty, was carried away by the skill he used 
in his arguments. The course of his reasoning was as follows: 

“In your ignorance of the significance of what you took upon yourself, 
you plighted your troth to a man who, on his side, by entering into 
marriage without believing in the religious sacrament of marriage, 
committed sacrilege. This marriage had not the complete significance 
it should have. But, nevertheless, your vow binds you. You have broken 
it. What have you committed thereby, a venial sin, or a mortal one? 
Venial sin, because what you have done has been without evil intent. 
If you now, for the sake of having children, should enter into a marriage 
bond, your sin might be forgiven you. But this question resolves itself 
into two: first—*’ 

“But I think,’’ said Helene, suddenly losing patience and turning her 
fascinating smile on him, “I think that now that I have entered into the 
faith, I cannot remain bound by what was imposed on me by a false 
religion.’’ 

The spiritual guide was astonished at this solution, which had all the 
simplicity of Columbus’ egg. He was delighted by the unexpected 
rapidity with which his teachings had met with success, but he could 
not refrain from following out the train of thought which he had 
elaborated with so much effort. 

“Let us understand each other, countess,” he said with a smile, and 
he proceeded to refute his spiritual daughter’s reasoning. 


Ill 

Helene considered the matter very simple and easy from the religious 
standpoint, but she saw that her spiritual directors held out against 
her solution simply because they were apprehensive of the way it might 
strike the temporal powers. 

Consequently, she resolved that it was necessary for society to be 
prepared for this eventuality. She aroused the old grandee’s jealousy 
and told him exactly what she had said to her first suitor; in other 
words, she made him understand that the only way of establishing his 
rights over her was to marry her. 
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The aged personage at first was just as much astonished as the young 
princeling had been at this proposal of marrying during the husband’s 
lifetime. But Helene’s imperturbable assurance that this was as simple 
and natural as the marriage of a virgin had its effect even on him. If 
he had noticed the slightest symptom of vacillation, shame, or under- 
handedness on Helene's part, her game would have undoubtedly been 
lost; but, on the contrary, with simple and good-natured innocence, she 
told her closest friends (and that was all Petersburg) that both the 
grandee and the prince had proposed to her, and that she was in love 
with both of them and afraid of paining either. 

The rumor was instantly bruited through Petersburg— not that 
Helene desired to obtain a divorce from her husband; if this report had 
been current, very many would have protested against such a lawless 
proceeding— that the unhappy, fascinating Helene was in perplexity as 
to which of the two men she should marry. 

The question was not at all how far this was permissible, but which 
alliance was the most desirable, and how the court looked on it. There 
were, to be sure, a few obdurate people who were unable to rise to the 
height of this question, and who saw in this project a profanation of 
the marriage sacrament; but such people were few and they held their 
peace, while the majority were merely interested in which Helene would 
choose, and which choice would be the better. As to the question 
whether it were right or wrong to marry a second time during the life- 
time of the first husband, nothing was said, because this question had 
evidently been settled by people “who were wiser than you and me’’ (so 
they said), and to express any doubt of the correctness of such a settle- 
ment was to run the risk of showing one’s stupidity and one’s ignorance 
of society. 

Mary a Dmitrievna Akhrasimova, who had gone that summer to 
Petersburg to visit one of her sons, was the only one who permitted 
herselt frankly to express her opinion, though it was in direct contra- 
vention to that of society in general. Meeting Helene one time at a ball, 
Marya Dmitrievna stopped her in the middle of the ballroom, and in 
her loud voice which rang through the silence, she said: 

“So you propose to marry again while your husband is alivel Perhaps 
you think you have discovered something newl . . .You have been fore- 
stalled. my girl. This w'ay of behaving was invented long ago. In all 
the brothels they do the same thing.’’ 

And with these words Marya Dmitrievna, with that characteristic, 
threatening gesture of hers, turned back her flowing sleeves and, glanc- 
ing sternly around, passed through the room. 

Marya Dmitrievna, although she was feared, was regarded in Peters- 
burg as a joke, so everyone merely took notice of her use of the coarse 
word, and repeated it in a whisper, supposing that therein lay all the 
sting of her remark. 
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Prince Vasili, who of late had grown peculiarly absent-minded and 
repeated himself a hundred times, said to his daughter whenever he 
chanced to see her: 

“Helene, I have a word to say to you”; and he would draw her to 
one side and give her hand a tug. “I have heard rumors of certain proj- 
ects concerning— you know who. Well, my dear child, you know that 
my paternal heart would rejoice to feel . . . you have had so much to 
endure. . . . But, dear child . . . consult only your own heart. That is all I 
have to say.” 

And, hiding the emotion that always overmastered him, he would 
press his cheek to his daughter's and go away. 

Bilibin had not lost his reputation of being a clever man, and as he 
had been a disinterested friend of Helene’s, one of those friends whom 
brilliant woman always manage to attach to themselves— men who may 
be relied on never to cliange from friend to lover— he once, in an intimate 
talk, gave Helene the benefit of his views in regard to all this business. 

“Listen, Bilibin,” said Helene, who always called all such friends as 
Bilibin by their last names— and she laid her white hand, blazing with 
rings, on his coat sleeve; “tell me as you would a sister, what ought I 
to do? Which one of the two?” 

Bilibin knitted his brows and sat reflecting with a smile on his lips. 

“You do not take me by surprise, you know,” said he. “As a true 
friend I have thought and thought about your affairs. You see, if you 
marry the prince” (that was the young man)— he bent down a finger— 
“you lose forever your chance of marrying the other one, and, besides, 
you offend the court. As you are aware, there is some sort of relation- 
ship. But if you marry the old count, you will make his last days happy, 
and then as the widow of the great man . . . the prince v/ill not make a 
misalliance in contracting a marriage with you,” 

“Here is a true friendl” cried Helene, radiantly, and once more laying 
her hand on Bilibin’s sleeve. “But the trouble is that I love both of 
them; I should not wish to pain cither of them. I would sacrifice my 
life to make both of them hap|)y,” said she. 

Bilibin shrugged his shoulders as much as to say that even he himself 
could not endure such a grievous thing. 

“A mistress-wifcl That is what is called stating the question squarely. 
She would like to have all three as husbands at oncel” thought Bilibin. 
“But tell me how your husband is going to look on this matter,” he 
asked, trusting to the solid foundation of his reputation, and therefore 
having no fear of hurting himself by such an artless question. “Will he 
consent?” 

”AhI He loves me so!” cried Helene, who had somehow conceived the 
notion that Pierre also loved her! “He will do anything for me!” 

Bilibin again puckered his forehead, so as to give intimation of the 
approaching mot. “Even unto divorce?” he asked. 
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Helene laughed. 

Among those who permitted themselves to doubt the legality of the 
proposed marriage was Helene's mother, the Princess Kuragin. She was 
constantly tortured by jealousy of her daughter, and now when the 
object that especially aroused this jealousy was the one dearest to the 
princess’ heart, she could not even endure the thought of it. She con- 
sulted with a Russian priest in regard to how far divorce and marriage 
during the life of the husband was permissible, and the priest informed 
her that this was impossible, and to her delight pointed out to her the 
Gospel text where it is strictly forbidden to marry again during the life 
of a husband. 

Armed with these arguments, which seemed to her irrefutable, the 
princess drove to her daughter’s early one morning, so as to find her 
alone. 

After listening to her mother’s objections, Helene smiled a sweet but 
satirical smile. “Here it is said in so many words,’* said the old princess. 
“He who ever shall marry her who is put away . . . ’’ 

“Ah, mama, don’t talk nonsense. You do not understand at all. 1t> 
my position 1 have duties,’’ interrupted Helene, changing the conversa- 
tion into French, since it always seemed to her that the Russian brought 
out a certain lack of definiteness in this transaction of hers. 

“But, my dear ...” 

“Ah, mamal Can’t you understand that the Holy Father, who has the 
right to grant dispensations . . . ’’ 

At this instant the lady companion who lived at Helene’s came in to 
announce that his highness was in the drawing-room and wished to 
see her. 

“No, tell him that I do not wish to see him, that I am furious with 
him because he has broken his wordl’’ 

“Countess, there is a pardon for every sin I’’ said a fair young man 
with a long face and long nose, who came into the room. 

The old princess arose most respectfully and curtsied; the young man 
who came in paid no attention whatever to her. The princess nodded to 
her daughter and sailed out. 

“Yes, she is right,’’ mused the old princess, all of whose convictions 
were dissipated by the sight of his highness. “She is right. But how was 
it we did not know this in those days which will never return, when 
we were young.^ And it is such a simple thing,’’ mused the old princess, 
as she settled herself in her carriage. 

Toward the beginning of August Helene’s affairs were entirely settled, 
and she wrote her husband— who ’was so fond of her, as she thought- 
informing him of her intention of marrying So and So, and that she 
had embraced the one true religion, and begging him to fulfil all the 
indispensable formalities of the divorce, in regard to which the bearer of 
her letter would give due particulars: 
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And so I pray God, my dear, to have you in His holy and mighty 
protection. 

Your friend, 

Helene. 


This letter was brought to Pierre's house at the very time when he 
was on the field of Borodino. 


IV 

On the tenth of September Pierre arrived at Moscow. Near the city 
gates he was met by one of Count Rostopchin's aides. 

“Well, we have been searching for you everywhere," said the aide. 
“The count wants very much to see you. He begs that you will come to 
him immediately on very important business." 

Pierre, witliout even going first to his own house, called a cab and 
drove to the governor-general’s. 

Just as he entered the reception room, a courier from the army left 
the count’s room. The courier made a despairing gesture in answer to 
the questions showered on him, and passed through the room. Pierre, 
with weary eyes, ga/ed at the various officials, old and young, military 
and civil, who were waiting in the room. All seemed anxious and ill 
at ease. 

Pierre joined one group among whom he saw an acquaintance. 
After exchanging greetings with Pierre they went on with their con- 
versation. 

“Whether they exile him or let him come back, there’s no telling; 
you can’t answer for anything in such a state of affairs." 

“Well, here is what he writes," said another, calling attention to a 
printed broadside in his hand. 

“That’s another thing. That's necessary for the people," said the 
first speaker. 

“What is that?" asked Pierre. 

“This is the new placard." 

Pierre took it and read as follows: 

His serene highness, the Prince, in order to effect a junction as 
soon as possible with the troops coming to meet him, has passed 
through Mozhaisk and occupied a strong position where the enemy 
will not find it easy to reach him. Forty-eight cannon, with ammu- 
nition, have been sent to him from here, and his serene highness 
declares that he will shed the last drop of his blood in defense of 
Nfoscow, and that he is ready to fight even in the streets. Brothers, 
do not be surprised that the courts of justice have ceased to transact 
l>iiM*ness; it was best to send them to a place of safety, but the 
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evil-doer shall have a taite of the law all the same. When the crisis 
comes, I shall want some gallant fellows, trom both town and 
country. I shall utter my call a day or two before, but it is not 
necessary yet. I hold my peace. An ax is a good weapon; a boar- 
spear is not bad, but best of all is a three-tined pitchfork; a 
Frenchman is no heavier than a sheaf of rye. Tomorrow, after 
dinner, 1 shall take the Iverskayaicon to the Yekaterininsky Hos- 
pital, to the wounded. There we will bless the water; they will 
get well all the sooner and I now am well; I have had a bad eye, 
but now 1 see out of both. 

“But military men," said Pierre, “have told me that it was perfectly 
impossible to fight in the city, and that the position . . . “ 

“Yes, yes, that is just what we were talking about,” interrupted the 
first official. 

“But what does he mean by saying: ‘I have had a bad eye, but now 
I see out of both’?” asked Pierre. 

“The count has had a sty,” replied the aide, with a smile, “and he 
was very much disturbed when I told him that people were calling 
to ask what was the matter with him. And how is everything with you, 
count?” said the aide abruptly, addressing Pierre, with a smile. “We 
have heard the rumor that you have some domestic tribulations . . . 
that the countess, your wife ...” 

“I have heard nothing,” replied Pierre, indifferently; “what have 
you heard?” 

“Oil, well, you know, stories are often invented. I am only saying 
what I heard.” 

“But whai have you heard?” 

“Well, tliey say,” replied the aide, with the same smile, “that 
the countess, your wife, is about to go abroad. Of course, it is all 
nonsense ...” 

“Perhaps S(;,” said Pierre, carelessly glancing around. “And w^ho is 
that?” he asked, referring to a short old man in a clean blue coat, and 
with an enormous beard as white as snow, eyebrows the same, and a 
florid complexion. 

“He? Thai’s a merchant: that is, he is the tavern keeper Veresh- 
chagin. . . . Perhaps you have heard that story about the procla- 
mation?” 

“Ah I and so that is Vereshchagin,” exclaimed Pierre, gazing into the 
old merchant’s calm, self-reliant face, and trying to discover in it any 
characteristics of a traitor. 

“Yes, that is the very man. That is, he is the father of the one who 
wrote the proclamation,” said the aide. “The young man is in jail, and 
it looks as if it would go hard with him.” 

A little old man with a star, and another official, a German with 
a cross suspended around his neck, joined the group. 
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“You see,” proceeded the aide with his story, ”it is a puzzling piece 
of business. This proclamation appeared a couple of months back. It 
was brought to the count. He ordered it investigated. Gavrilo Ivanitch 
here looked into it; this proclamation passed through as many as 
sixty-three hands. We go to a certain man: ‘Whom did you get this 
from?’ . . . Trom so-and-so.’ . . . We go to the next man: 'Whom 
did you get this from?’ and so on, till it was traced to Vereshchagin 
—an ignorant little merchant. We ask him: ‘Whom did you have this 
from?’ And here you must understand that we know whom he got it 
from; from no one else than the director of posts. There had been 
connivance between them for some time. But he says: ‘I didn’t get it 
from anyone. I wrote it myself.’ We threatened and entreated; he stuck 
to it— wrote it himself. Well, now, you know the count,” said the aide, 
with a proud, gay smile. “He flew into a terrible rage, but just think 
of it— ‘such cunning, falsehood, and stubbornncss’I” . . . 

“Ahl the count wanted them to implicate Kliucharef, I understand,” 
said Pierre. 

“Not at all,” said the aide, startled. “They had sins enough to lay 
against Kliucharef without this; that was why he was sent away. But 
the truth of the matter was that the count was very indignant . . . 
‘How could you have written it?’ asked the count. He picked up from 
the table this Hamburg paper. ‘Here it is. You did not write it, but 
you translated it, and you translated it atrociously, because even in 
French you are an idiot, don’t you know? . . . Now, what do you 
ilnnk?’ . . . ‘No,’ says he, ‘I have never read any papers, I composed 
it.’ . . . ‘Well, il that is so, you are a traitor and I will have you tried 
and hanged. Confess! From whom did you receive it?' . . . ‘I have 
never seen any papers. I composed it myself!’ . . . And so it hung fire. 
1 he count called the father also. He stood by his own. And they handed 
the son over to the court, and he was condemned to penal labor. Now 
the father has come to intercede lor him. But what a wretched creature! 
You know the kind . . . these merchants’ sons, a regular dude. A 
seducer! learned a few things, and thinks himself a shade better than 
anyone else. That’s the kind of fellow he is. And his lather keeps an 
inn there by the Kamennoi Bridge . . . you know, there’s a big picture 
of Almighty God, who is represented with a scepter in one hand and 
the imperial globe in the other . . . well, he took this picture home 
for a few days, and what do you think he did? He found a scoundrelly 
artist who ...” 

In the midst of this new anecdote, Pierre was summoned to the 
governor-general. 

Pierre went into Count Rostopchin’s room. Rostopchin, scowling, 
was rubbing his forehead and eyes with his hand as Pierre entered. A 
short man was saying something, but as Pierre approached he stopped 
and left the room. 
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"Well, how are you, mighty warrior?” exclaimed Rostopchin, as soon 
as this man had gone. "But that is not the point just now. My dear, 
entre nous, are you a Mason?” asked Count Rostopchin in a stern tone, 
as if there were something wrong in that, but that he was ready to 
grant his forgiveness. 

Pierre made no reply. 

"My dear, I have been told, but I know that there are Masons and 
Masons, and I hope that you don't belong to that set which, under 
the guise of saving the human race, are doing their utmost to ruin 
Russia.” 

"Yes, I am a Mason,” replied Pierre. 

"Well, then, look here, my dear boy, I think you are not ignorant 
of the fact that Messrs. Speransky and Magnitsky have been sent some- 
where into exile; the same thing has happened to Mr. Kliucharef, and 
the same thing has happened to others besides, who, under the pretext 
of erecting Solomon’s Temple, have been trying to overturn the temple 
of their country. You can understand that there are reasons for this 
and that I could not have sent off the local director of posts if he had 
not been a dangerous man. Now I am informed that you provided 
him with a carriage to take him from the city, and also that you 
received from him papers for safekeeping. I like you and I do not wish 
you ill, and, as 1 am more than twice your age, I advise you as a father 
to cut short all dealings with people of this sort, and to leave Moscow 
as speedily as possible.” 

"But of what, count, was Kliucharef guilty?” asked Pierre. 

"That is my business to know, and not yours to ask me,” cried 
Rostopchin. 

"He was accused of having circulated Napoleon’s proclamation, but 
it was not proved against him,” said Pierre, not looking at Rostopchin; 
"and Vereshchagin ...” 

"That is just the point,” interrupted Rostopchin, suddenly scowling, 
and speaking much louder than before. "Vereshchagin is a traitor and 
a renegade, who has received the punishment he richly deserves,” said 
Rostopchin, with that heat and venom characteristic of men at the 
recollection of an insult. "I did not summon you to criticize my actions, 
but to give you some advice, or a command if you prefer that term. 
I beg of you to cut short your dealings with such gentlemen as 
Kliucharef and to leave town. I’ll knock the nonsense out of anyone, 
no matter who it is”; but, apparently discovering that he was almost 
shouting at Bezukhof, who was not as yet in any way to blame, he 
added in a mixture of French and Russian, cordially seizing Pierre’s 
hand: "We are on the eve of a public disaster, and I have no time to 
make civil speeches to all who come to see me. My head is sometimes 
in a whirl. ... Now then, my dear boy, what are you doing . . . you 
personally?” 


530 



“Nothing at all/' replied Pierre, not lifting his eyes and not altering 
the expression of his thoughtful face. 

The count frowned. 

“Take the advice of a friend, my dear boy. Leave town, and as soon 
as possible; that is all I have to say to you. Fortunate is he who has 
ears to hear. Good-by, my dear. Oh, wait," he shouted, as Pierre was 
about to leave the room. “Is it true that the countess has fallen into 
the clutches of the Jesuits?" 

Pierre made no reply, and scowling and angry as he had never been 
seen before, he left Rostopchin's. 

When he reached home it was already dark. Eight different people 
came to see him that evening— the secretary of a committee, the colonel 
of his battalion, his overseer, his major-domo, and several petitioners. 
All had business with Pierre which he was obliged to settle. Pierre 
could not understand at all. he was not interested in such matters, 
and he gave only such replies to all questions as would soonest rid him 
of these people. 

At last, when he was left alone, he broke the seal of his wife's letter, 
and read it. 

When he awoke the next morning, his major-domo came to inform 
him that a police officer had come directly from Count Rostopchin to 
find whether Count Bezukhof had left or was leaving. 

A dozen persons who had business with Pierre were waiting for him 
in the drawing-room. Pierre dressed hurriedly, but instead of going 
down to those who were waiting for him he went out by the back steps 
and thence through the gates. 

From that time forth until after the burning of Moscow, no one of 
Bezukhof's household, in spite of all their search for him, saw anything 
more of Pierre or knew what had become of him. 


V 

The Rostofs remained in the city up to the thirteenth of September, 
the day before the enemy entered Moscow. 

After Petya had joined Obolensky's Cossack regiment and gone to 
Byelaya Tserkov, where this regiment was recruiting, a great fear came 
upon the countess. The thought that both her sons had gone to the 
war, that both had left the shelter of her wing, that today or tomorrow 
either one of them, or perhaps even both of them, might be killed, 
as had been the case with the three sons of a friend of hers, for the 
first time recurred with cruel vividness to her mind during this summer. 
The countess could not sleep nights, and even when she dozed she saw 
in her dreams her sons slain. 
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After many plans and discussions, the count at last found a means 
of consoling the countess* apprehensions. He had Petya transferred 
from Obolensky's regiment to Bezukhof's, which was mobilizing near 
Moscow. Although Petya remained in the military service, still the 
countess by this transfer had the consolation of having one of her sons 
at least partly under her wing, and she cherished the hope of arranging 
matters so that he would not be sent away any more, and would always 
be assigned to such places in the service where he would not be exposed 
in battle. 

As long as Nikolai alone was in danger, it seemed to the countess— 
and it even caused her a pang of remorse— that she loved her eldest 
more than her other children; but when her youngest, the mischievous, 
spoiled Petya, who was forever breaking things in the house, who was 
always in everybody's way, this snub-nosed Petya with his merry dark 
eyes, his fresh ruddy complexion, and the down just beginning to 
cloud his cheeks, went off yonder, to mingle with terrible, coarse, 
grown-up men who were fighting, and finding a real pleasure in doing 
such things— then it seemed to the mother that she loved him more, 
far more than all her children. The nearer the time came for her 
rapturously awaited Petya to return to Moscow, the more the countess’ 
uneasiness increased; she even began to imagine that she would never 
live to experience the happiness of his return. The presence not only 
of Sonya, but even of her beloved Natasha, even her husband’s presence, 
irritated the countess. 

“What do I care for them? I want no one but Petya," she would say 
to herself. 

Although almost all of the Rostofs' acquaintances had left Moscow, 
even as early as the first of September, and although they all tried 
to persuade the countess to start as soon as possible, she would not 
hear of going until her treasure, her idolized Petya, returned. 

Petya came on the ninth of September. The sixteen-year-old officer 
was not pleased by the morbidly passionate affection with which his 
mother welcomed him. He treated her coldly, avoided her, and during 
his stay in Moscow devoted himself exclusively to Natasha, for w^hoin 
he had always cherished a peculiarly tender brotherly affection, almost 
as chivalrous as a lover’s. 

When the ninth of September arrived, thanks to the count’s charac- 
teristic unconcern, nothing was yet ready for the journey, and the carts 
they expected from their estates at Riazan and Moscow, to carry all 
their movable property from the city, did not arrive until the tw^elfth. 

From the ninth until the twelfth of September, all Moscow was in 
a turmoil and ferment of excitement. Each day thousands of wounded 
from Borodino poured through the Diagomilov barrier and scattered 
through the city, and thousands of teams, laden with the inhabitants 
and their belongings, passed out through the other barriers. 
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In ipite of Rostopchin’s placards, or independently of them, or as 
a direct result of them, the strangest and most contradictory rumors 
were current throughout the city. The chief of the family, Count Rostof, 
was constantly rushing around the city, picking up on all sides the 
flying rumors, and when at home making inadequate and hurried 
arrangements to speed their departure. 

The countess superintended the parking, but she was in a sad state 
of dissatisfaction with everyone, and kept tagging after Petya, who 
avoided her; and she was devoured by jealousy of Natasha, with whom 
he spent all his time. 

Sonya was the only one who looked after the practical side of affairs: 
the packing of their effects. But Sonya had been strangely melancholy 
and silent of late. The letter in which Nikolai had spoken of Princess 
Maria had caused the countess to express in her presence the most 
joyful auguries: she declared that in the meeting of Nikolai and Princess 
Maria she saw God’s providence. 

“I never felt happy at all,” said the countess, “when Bolkonsky was 
engaged to Natasha, but I always wished that Nikolai might marry 
the princess, and I had a presentiment that it would turn out so. And 
how wonderful that would be!” 

Sonya felt that this was true, that the only possibility of retrieving 
the fortunes of the Rostofs was for Nikolai “to make a rich marriage,” 
and that the princess was an excellent match. Still it was very bitter 
to her. But in spite of her grief, or possibly because of it, she look upon 
herself all the difficult labor of arranging the packing and loading, 
and was busy from morning till night. 

The count and countess turned to her when they had any orders 
to give. 

Petya and Natasha, on the other hand, not only did not help their 
parents, but for the most part were a hindrance and a burden to all 
in the house. And almost all day long the house echoed with their 
dancing footsteps, their loud talk and merry laughter. They laughed 
and enjoyed themselves, not because there was any reason for laughter, 
but because their hearts were full of life and joy, and because everything 
they heard seemed to them a reason for laughter and gaiety. 

Petya was gay because, having left home a lad, he returned— as 
everyone told him— a gallant young hero; he was happy because he 
was at home, because he had left Byelaya Tserkov, where there had 
been not even a remote prospect of taking part inr a battle, and had 
come to Moscow, where any day they might have fighting; and above 
all he was gay because Natasha, to whose moods he was always very 
responsive, was gay also. 

Natasha was gay because she had been sad too long, and now nothing 
reminded her of the reason for her previous sadness, and she was cured! 
Moreover, she was happy because there was someone who admired her 
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—admiration was an absolutely essential lubricant if her ego was to 
function with perfect harmony, and Petya admired her. 

Chiefly they were gay because the war had come to the very gates 
of Moscow, because there was a possibility of fighting at the barriers, 
because they were handing out guns, because there was much com- 
motion, because some great event was in the very air and this is always 
provocative of good spirits in people, especially in the young. 


VI 

On Saturday the eleventh of September, everything in the Rostofs* 
house seemed topsy-turvy. All the doors were open, all the furniture 
was being carried out or displaced, mirrors and paintings were taken 
down. The rooms were full of packing boxes and littered with hay, 
wrapping paper, and pieces of twine. Peasants and household serfs trod 
over the parquet floors with heavy steps as they hauled the furniture. 
In the yard stood a throng of peasants’ carts, some already loaded and 
( orded up, and some still empty. 

Natasha was sitting on the floor in her own dismantled room amid 
a heap of dresses, laces, and ribbons, and holding lifelessly in her 
hands an old ball dress, the very one— how out of style it wasi— which 
she had worn to her first Petersburg ball. She was aroused from the 
daydream into which she had fallen by the chatter of the maids in 
the adjoining room, and by the sounds of their hurried steps as they ran 
from this room toward the rear of the house. Natasha got up and looked 
out the window. 

An enormous train of wounded men had come to a halt in the 
street. 

The maids, the lackeys, the housekeeper, the old nurse, the cooks, 
I lie coachmen, the postilions, the scullions, all were standing at the 
gates, gazing at the wounded. 

Natasha, throwing a white handkerchief over her hair and holding 
the ends with both hands, ran down into the street. 

The former housekeeper, old Mavra Kuzminishna, broke through 
the crowd collected at the gates and, going up to a covered cart, entered 
into conversation with a pale young officer who was stretched out on 
it. Natasha advanced a few steps and stood timidly, still holding her 
handkerchief and listening to what the old housekeeper said. 

“Well, 1 suppose you haven’t any kith or kin in Moscow, have you?’’ 
asked Mavra Kuzminishna. “You would be so much more comfortable 
in a room somewhere . . . here, for instance, in our house. The folks 
arc going off.” 

“I don’t know that it would be permitted,” replied the officer, in 
a feeble voice. “There’s our commander over there— vou see?” and he 
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indicated a stout major who was walking back along the street, past 
the line of carts. 

Natasha, with startled eyes, looked into the wounded officer's face, 
and immediately went to meet the major. 

*‘Can some of the wounded be taken into our house?" she asked. 

The major, with a smile, raised his hand to his visor. 

“What would you like, mamzel?" he asked, squinting his eyes, and 
smiling. 

Natasha calmly repeated her question, and her face and her whole 
manner, although she still kept hold of the ends of the handkerchief, 
were so serious, that the major ceased to smile; and, after first stopping 
to consider, as if he were asking himself whether this could be per- 
mitted, at last gave her an affirmative answer. 

“Oh, yes, certainly they can,” said he. 

Natasha bowed slightly and returned with swift steps to Mavra 
Kuzminishna, who was still standing by the officer and talking with 
him compassionately. 

“They can, he said they could,” whispered Natasha. 

The covered cart in which the officer was lying was driven into the 
Rostofs' yard, and a dozen carts with their loads of wounded, by 
invitation of the householders, were taken in at different yards and 
driven up to the steps of the houses on the Povarskaya Street. 

Natasha was evidently pleased with having something to do with 
new people, remote from the ordinary conditions of life. She and Mavra 
Kuzminishna made as many more of the wounded come into the yard 
as possible. 

“Still, we must ask your papa,” Mavra Kuzminishna said. 

“Not at all, not at all; what difference can it possibly make? Just 
lor one night, we could sleep in the drawing-room. We can let them 
have all our rooms.” 

“What queer notions you do have, young lady! Even if we gave them 
the wing and the unfinished rooms, we would have to ask permission!” 

“Well, I will go and ask.” 

Natasha ran into the house, and on tiptoe passed through the half- 
open door of the sitting room, where there was a strong scent of 
vinegar and Hoffmann’s drops. 

“Are you asleep, mama?” 

“Oh! how can I sleep?” said the countess, waking from a doze into 
which she had fallen. 

“Mama, darling,” said Natasha, kneeling beside her and leaning her 
cheek close to her mother’s, “I am sorry; forgive me for waking you 
np, I will never do it again. Mavra Kuzminishna sent me . . . some 
Wounded men have been brought here, some officers. Will you let them 
come in? They don’t know where to take them; I know you will let 
i^hem in,” said she hurriedly, without stopping to breathe. 
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''What officers? Who has been brought here? I don't understand at 
all!" said the countess. 

Natasha began to laugh; the countess responded with a feeble smile. 

"I knew that you would let them come . . . well, then, I will go 
and tell them," and Natasha, kissing her mother, jumped up and 
hurried off. 

In the hall she met her father, who had come home with bad tidings. 

"Here we are still!" cried the count, with involuntary vexation. "The 
club is already closed, and the police arc going." 

"Papa, it does not make any difference, does it? I have invited sonic 
wounded men to be brought in?" asked Natasha. 

"Why, of course not," said the count, distractedly. "But that’s not 
the trouble. I beg of you that no one will waste time. All must help 
get packed up, so we can go, go, go tomorrow." 

And the count proceeded to give the major-domo and all the servants 
the same order. 

After dinner all the household of the Rostofs, in a frenzy of zeal, 
set themselves to the task of packing up their effects and preparing for 
the departure. The old count, suddenly taking a hand in affairs, from 
dinnertime forth trotted back and forth between the yard and ilic 
house, incoherently shouting to the hurrying servants and urging them 
to still greater haste. Petya remained in the yard, giving orders thcie. 
Sonya did not know what to do under the count’s contradictory or- 
ders, and entirely lost her head. The men, shouting, scolding, and 
making a fearful racket, hastened through the rooms and bustled about 
in the courtyard. 

Natasha, with that zeal that was characteristic of her, suddenly also 
put her hand to the work. At first her interference with the task of 
packing was resented. All that was ever expected of her was qni[)s. 
and now they were in no mood for such things; but she was so carnesi 
and eager in claiming their submission to her will, she was so grave, and 
came so near weeping because they would not listen to her, that at 
last she won the victory and their confidence. 

Her first achievement, which cost her enormous efforts and gave 
her power, was the packing of the rugs. The count had in his house 
some precious Gobelins and Persian carpets. AVlien Natasha first put 
her hand to the work two great chests stood open in the ballroom; one 
was filled almost to the top with china, the other with rugs. There was 
still a great quantity of china standing about on the tables, and thev 
were bringing still more from the storerooms. It was necessary to 
begin still a third fresh packing case, and some of the men had been 
sent after one. 

"Sonya, wait, we can get it all in as it is," said Natasha. 

"Impossible, miss! We’ve tried it already," said the butler. 

"No, wait and see, please." 
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And Natasha began rapidly to take out of the packing case the plates 
and dishes wrapped up in paper. 

‘‘The platters must be put in there with the rugs/' said she. 

“But there are rugs enough as it is for all three of tlie boxes!" 
exclaimed the butler. 

“Now wait, please.” And Natasha began swiftly and skilfully to 
unpack. "Those are not needed," she said of some Kief-ware plates. 
“But those are to be put in with the rugs," she said of some Dresden 
dishes. 

“I'here, now, let it alone, Natasha; there, that’ll do, we'll get it 
packed I" exclaimed Sonya, reproachfully. 

“Ah, Miss!" exclaimed the major-domo. But Nata.sha would not yield; 
she took out everything and proceeded rapidly to j)ack again, deciding 
that there was no need at all of taking the cheap, ordinary carpets 
and the superfluous tableware. 

When everything was taken out they began to pack u]) again. And 
in fact, after the removal of everything it was not worth while to take 
with them, all that had any value could be put into the two packing 
cases. But it was impossible to close the lid of the box that held the 
rugs. It could be done by taking out one or two things, but Natasha was 
bound to have it done in her own way. She arranged the things, and re- 
arranged them, pressed them down, and compelled the butler and Petya, 
whom she called in to help her pack, to sit on the lid, and she herself 
put forth all her strength with the energy of despair. 

"There, that’s enough, Natasha," said Sonya; "I see you are right, 
only take out the top one." 

"I don't want to," cried Natasha, with one hand pushing back her 
disheveled locks from her perspiring face and pressing down the rugs 
with the other. "Now press down, Petya, push! Vasilyitch, keep pressing 
down!" cried she. 

The rugs gave way and the cover was shut. 

Natasha, clapping her hands, actually squealed with delight, and 
the tears gushed from her eyes. But this lasted only a second. She imme- 
diately applied herself to something else, and by this time they had 
begun to have implicit confidence in her; even the count was not 
indignant when he was informed that Natasha had countermanded 
some order of his, and the household serfs came to her to ask: Should 
they cord up the loads or not, or was not the team full enough? Thanks 
to Natasha’s clever management great progress was-made in the work; 
articles of little account were left out, and the most precious things 
were packed in the most practical form possible. 

But in spite of the efforts of all the people, the labor of packing was 
not completed that night, though they worked till late. The countess 
went to bed, and the count, deferring the start till morning, also 
tetired. 
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Sonya and Natasha, without undressing, went to sleep in the sitting 
room. 

That night another wounded man was brought through the Povar- 
skaya, and Mavra Kuzminishna, who happened to be standing near 
the gates, had him brought into the Rostof house. This wounded man, 
according to Mavra Kuzminishna, was evidently a man of great distinc- 
tion. He was carried in a two- wheel carriage entirely covered with the 
apron and with the hood let down. On the box with the driver sat a 
very dignified old valet. The carriage was followed by a team with 
the doctor and two soldiers. 

“Come into our house, come in. The folks are all going; the whole 
house will be deserted, “ said the old woman, addressing the aged 
servant. 

“Well,** said the valet, sighing, “we did not know where to take him. 
We have our own house in Moscow, but it’s far off and no one in it.*' 

“We beg it as a favor; our folks have always a houseful, so please 
come,** said Mavra Kuzminishna. “Whatl is he very bad?" she added. 

The valet spread open his hands. 

“We did not know whether we could get him here. I must ask the 
doctor.’* And the valet sprang down from the box and went to the 
other team. 

“Very good,*’ said the doctor. 

The valet returned to the carriage, looked into it, shook his head, 
bade the driver turn into the yard, and he himself remained standing 
by Mavra Kuzminishna. 

“Merciful Saviour!’’ she exclaimed. 

Mavra Kuzminishna invited them to carry the wounded man into 
the house. 

“The folks won’t say anything,** she went on. But it was necessary 
to avoid carrying him upstairs, and therefore the wounded man was 
taken into the wing and placed in the rooms formerly occupied by 
Madame Schoss. 

The wounded officer was Prince Andrei Bolkonsky 1 


VII 

The last day of Moscow dawned. 

It was clear, brisk autumn weather. It was Sunday. Just as on ordinary 
Sundays, the bells of all the churches rang for Mass. It seemed as if 
even now no one realized what was coming upon Moscow. 

In the dignified old house of the Rostofs, the disintegration of the 
former way of life showed very little. As far as the servants w'erc con- 
cerned, the only indication w'^as that during the night three servants, 
out of all the enormous retinue, ran away; but nothing was stolen, 
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and the prices of things were clearly indicated by the fact that the 
thirty teams brought from the country represented an enormous fortune 
which many men coveted and for which tremendous offers were made 
to the Rostofs. 

Although great sums of money were offered for these teams, never- 
theless, during the evening of the twelfth and on the morning of the 
thirteenth of September, there was a constant stream of orderlies and 
other servants sent by wounded officers, as well as the wounded men 
themselves who had been accommodated at the Rostols' and at neigh- 
boring houses, begging the Rostofs' servants to obtain these teams for 
them so they could escape from Moscow. 

The major-domo, to whom these men applied with such petitions, 
although he pitied the wounded, gave a decided refusal, declaring that 
he would not dare propose such a thing to the count. However hard 
it was to leave the wounded behind, it was self-evident that if one 
team were given up, there would be no reason for refusing another, 
and another, and finally all their teams and even their private carriages. 
Thirty teams would not save all the wounded, and in the universal 
calamity it was out of the question that each person should not think 
of himself and his family first. Thus the major-domo reasoned in the 
interests of his master. 

On waking on the morning of the thirteenth, Count Rostof softly 
left his chamber so as not to arouse the countess, who had fallen 
asleep only toward morning, and in his lilac-colored silk dressing gown 
went down to the front steps. 

The teams, loaded and ready, stood in the yard. The traveling 
carriages were at the door. The major-domo was standing by the 
entrance, conversing with an elderly orderly and a pale young officer 
with his arm in a sling. The major-domo, seeing the count, made a 
stern and significant sign to the officer and the man that they should go. 

“Well, is everything ready, Vasilyitch?" asked the count, rubbing 
his bald spot and looking got^d-naturedly at the cjfficer and the man, 
and nodding to them. The count was fond of new faces. 

“About ready to hitch up, your excellency." 

“Well, that is finel The countess will soon be awake, and then God 
speed us. Well, sir?" said he, turning to the officer. “You will make 
yourself at home in my house, I hope." 

The officer drew nearer. His pale face suddenly flushed a brilliant 
crimson. 

“Count, do me the favor . . . allow me . . . for God’s sake ... let 
me creep into one of your wagons. I have no luggage with me here. . . . 
I would as soon go in the cart. ..." 

The officer had not finished speaking before an orderly came up 
to the count to make the same request in behalf of his master. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes," cried the count, hastily. “I am very, very glad. 
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Vasilyitch, you make the arrangements; have one or two of the carts 
unloaded . . . say, that one yonder . . . well . . . any one that seems 
most advisable . . . said the count, giving his orders in vague phrases. 

At nine o'clock the countess awoke, and Matriona Timofyevna, her 
former lady’s maid who now exercised in the countess’s behalf the 
duties of chief of police, came to inform her old mistress that Madame 
Schoss was greatly incensed, and that it was quite impossible for the 
young ladies’ summer dresses to be left behind 1 

When the countess made inquiries, it appeared that Madame Schoss’s 
trunk had been taken from the cart, and that they were unloading all 
the teams; that they were making ready to take on and carry away 
with them the wounded whom the count, in his simple-hearted kind- 
ness, had promised to rescue. 

The countess had her husband summoned. 

“What docs this mean, my love? I hear they are unloading the 
things again.’’ 

“You see, my dear ... I was going to tell you, my dear ... the 
officer came to me . . . and begged me to let them have a few of 
the teams for the wounded. Of course, this is all worth a good deal, 
but how could we leave them behind? Just think! . . . It’s a fact, 
they’re in our yard ... we invited them in. . . . You sec, I think 
... we really ought, my dear ... so now, my dear ... let them go 
with us . . . what is the hurry, anyway?” . . . 

The count spoke timidly, as he always did when there was any money 
transaction under discussion. The countess was accustomed to this tone, 
which always preceded any project that was going to eat up his chil- 
dren’s fortunes, as for instance starting a picture gallery, new hothouses, 
the arrangement of private theatrical performances, or music; and she 
was accustomed, and had long considered it her duty, to oppose any- 
thing that was suggested in this tone of voice. 

She assumed her obstinate, tearful expression, and said to her 
husband: 

“Listen, count: you have brouglu things to such a pass that we 
aren’t worth anything, and now all our propcrty~our children’s— all 
tliat’s left— you want to make away with. Why, )ou yourself said that 
what was in the house was worth a hundred thousand! I will not 
consent, niy love, I will not consent. Do as you please! It’s for the 
government to look after the wounded. They know it. Look across 
the street there at the Lopukhins’; everything was carted off three days 
ago. That’s the way other people do! We alone are idiots! If you don’t 
have any pity on me, at least remember your children!” 

The count made a gesture with his hands, and saying nothing further, 
left the room. 

“Papa! what is the matter?” asked Natasha, who had followed him 
to her mother’s room. 
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‘*Notliingl none of your concern!” replied the count angrily. 

“No, but I heard what you were saying,” said Natasha. “Why isn't 
mama willing?” 

“What business is it of yours?” cried the count. 

Petya was standing on the steps, busy issuing arms to the men who 
were to escort the family from Moscow. In the yard the teams still 
stood ready to leave. Two of them had been unloaded, and in one the 
young officer had already taken his place, assisted by his orderly. 

“Do you know what the trouble was?” asked Petya of Natasha. 
Natasha understood that Petya referred to the dispute between tlieir 
father and mother. She made no reply. 

“Because papa wanted to give up all the teams to the wounded!” 
said Petya. “Vasilyitch told me. In my opinion ...” 

“In my opinion,” suddenly interrupted Natasha, almost screaming 
and turning her wrathful face full upon Petya— “in my opinion, this 
is so mean, so shameful, so ... so ... I can't express it! Are we 
miserable Germans?” 

Her throat swelled with convulsive sobs, and, fearing lest she should 
break down and waste the ammunition of her wratli, she turned on 
her heel and flew impetuously upstairs. 

The count, with his pipe in his hand, was striding up and down, 
when Natasha, her face distorted with indignation, dashed into the 
room, and hurried to her mother with rapid steps. 

“This is shameful! This is abominable!” she cried. “It cannot be that 
you have given such an order.” 

The countess looked at her in fear and bewilderment. The count 
paused by the window, and listened. 

“Mama dear, it must not be! Sec what they are doing in the yard!” 
she cried. “They arc to be left!” 

“What is the matter? Who are to be left? What do you want?” 

“The wounded men, that's who! It must not be, mama! This is not 
like you at all! No, mama darling, dearest! Mama! What do w^c want 
w'ith all those things? only look out into the yard! . . . Mama! . . . 
This must not, cannot be.” . . . 

The count still stood by the window without turning his face away, 
as he listened to Natasha's words. 

Suddenly he blew his nose and leaned over toward the window. 

The countess gazed at her daughter, saw her face tinged with shame 
for her mother’s sake, saw her agitation, understood now why it was 
her husband would not look at her, and then glanced around her 
'^’ith a troubled face. 

“Oh, you may do as you please! Am I interfering with anyone?” t»he 
exclaimed, not willing even yet to give in suddenly. 

“Mama, dearest, forgive me!” But the countess pushed her daughter 
•tway and w^ent over to the count. 
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their "God bless us— Let us be off"— and that, even after the order to 
start was given, he would still be stopped two or three times while 
they sent back for things forgotten; and that even then he would be 
stopped again, and the countess herself would thrust her head out of 
the window and ask him in the name of Christ the Lord to drive more 
cautiously down the slopes. He knew this, and therefore, with even 
greater patience than his horses— especially more than the off chestnut, 
Hawk, which stood pawing with his hoofs, and champing his bit— he 
waited for what would be. 

At last all were in their places; the carriage steps were folded up, 
the door shut with a bang, a forgotten box sent for, the countess put 
her head out and made the stereotyped remark. Then Yefim delib- 
erately removed his hat from his head and proceeded to cross himself. 
The postilion and all the people did the same. "God with us," cried 
Yefim, as he ])ut on his cap. "Off we go!" 

Natasha had rarely known such a feeling of keen delight as she ex- 
perienced now, sitting in the coach beside the countess and gazing out 
at the walls of abandoned, turbulent Moscow slowly moving past. From 
time to time she put her head out of the window and gazed forward 
and back at the long string of wagons, containing the wounded, accom- 
panying them. Almost at the very front of the line she could see Prince 
Andrei’s covered carriage She did not know who was in it, and yet 
every time she surveyed their train her eyes turned instinctively to this 
carriage. She knew that it was in the lead. 

A number of carriage trains like the Rostofs’ had turned into Kudrina 
Street, and when they reached the Sadovaya there was already a double 
row of veliicles and trains moving along. 

As they passed the Sukharef tower, Natasha, glancing with curiosity 
at the throng of people coming and going, suddenly uttered an ex- 
clamation of delight and amazement. 

"My goodness! Mama! Sonya! look, there he is!" 

"Who? wJio?" 

"Look! for heaven’s sake, Bc/ukhofl" exclaimed Natasha, putting her 
head out of the carriage w^iiidow, and staring at a tall, stout man in a 
coachman’s coat'-evidently a gentleman in disguise, to judge by his 
gait and carriage— who was walking along with a sallow, beardless little 
old man in a rough woolen cloak under the arch of the Sukharef tower. 

"Indeed, il’s Be/ukhof. in the coachman’s coat, walking with a little 
old man! Indeed it is!” exclaimed Natasha. "Look! look!" 

"Why, no! Il can’t he. How can you say such absurd things!" 

"Mama!" cried Naiasha. "I’ll wager my head that it is he. I assure 
you it is. Stop! stop!" she cried to the coachman. But the coachman 
could not stop because a whole file of wagons and vehicles came in 
from Meshchanskaya, and shouted to the Rostofs to drive on and not 
delay the others. 
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But, although he was now at a much greater distance from them 
all, the Rostofs now recognized Pierre, or the man in the coachman's 
coat who looked like Pierre, pacing along the street with dejected head 
and solemn face, side by side with the little beardless man who had 
the appearance of a footman. This little old man noticed the face 
thrust forth from the carriage window and trying to attract their 
attention, and he respectfully nudged Pierre's elbow and said something 
to him, pointing to the carriage. 

It was sometime before Pierre realized what he said, he seemed to 
be so deeply sunk in thought. At last, when his attention was roused, 
he looked in the indicated direction, and, recognizing Natasha, gave 
himself up for a second to the first impression and ran nimbly over to 
the carriage. 

But, after taking a dozen steps, some thought appai ently struck him, 
and he paused. 

Natasha put her head out of the window and beamed with a sort of 
quizzical affectionateness. 

“Count, count, come here! You see, we recognized you. This is 
marvelous!’’ she cried, giving him her hand. “What does this mean? 
Why arc you dressed this way?” 

Pierre took the proffered hand, and, as he walked aIong~for the 
carriage was still moving~he awkwardly kissed it. “What is the matter 
with you, count?’’ asked the countess, in a voice expressing amazement 
and sympathy. 

“I . . . I . . . Why? . . . don’t ask me," said Pierre, and he glanced 
at Natasha, whose eyes, beaming with delight— he felt them even though 
he did not look into them— overwhelmed him with their charm. 

“What are you going to do? Stay behind in Moscow?’’ 

Pierre made no reply. 

“In Moscow?’’ he repeated questioningly. “Yes, in Moscow. Farewell.’’ 

“Oh! I wish I were a man, I would certainly stay behind with you. 
How wonderful that would be!’’ exclaimed Natasha. “Mama, if you 
will let me, I will stay.’’ 

Pierre gave Natasha an absent look, and was about to say something, 
but the countess interrupted him. 

“We heard you were in the battle.’’ 

“Yes, I was,’’ replied Pierre. “Tomorrow, there is to be another 
battle ...” he began to say, but Natasha interrupted him. 

“What is the matter with you, count? You aren’t like yourself.’* 

“Oh, don’t, don’t ask me, don’t ask me, I myself 'don’t know. To- 
morrow . . . but no! Farewell, farewell,’’ he went on. “Terrible times!’’ 
and, moving away from the carriage, he passed along on the sidewalk. 

Natasha for a long while still kept her head out of the window, 
beaming on him with an affectionate and somewhat quizzical smile 
of joy. 


545 



IX 


During the two days since his disappearance from home, Pierre had 
been living in the late Bazdeycfs deserted rooms. 

This was how it happened. 

On waking up the morning after his return to Moscow and his inter- 
view with Count Rostopchin, it was a long time before Pierre could 
realize where he was and what was required of him. When he was 
informed that among those waiting to see him in his reception room 
there was the Frenchman who had brought him the letter from his 
wife, the Countess Elena, suddenly he experienced that feeling of em- 
barrassment and hopelessness to which he was peculiarly prone. 

All at once he realized that everything was now at an end, that ruin 
and destruction were at hand, that there was no distinction between 
right and wrong, that there was no future, and that there was no 
escape from this condition of things. With an unnatural smile on his 
lips, and muttering unintelligible words, he first sat for a while on 
his couch; then he got up, went to the door, and looked through the 
crack into the reception room; then, making a fierce gesture, he tiptoed 
back and took up a book. The major-domo came for the second time 
to tell Pierre that the Frenchman was very anxious to see him, “if only 
for a little minute, “ and that a messenger had come from I. A. Bazdeyef's 
widow to get his late master's books and papers, as Madame Bazdeyef 
had herself gone to the country. 

“Oh, yes, immediately . . . wait ... or no, no ... go and say that 
I will come immediately,” said Pierre to the major-domo. 

But, as soon as the major-domo had gone, Pierre took his hat, which 
lay on the table, and left liis room by the back door. From the landing 
where he stood, another flight of stairs led to the rear entrance. Pierre 
went down this and came out into the yard. No one had seen him. 

Of all the business that faced Pierre that morning, the business of 
assorting Bazdeyef’s books and papers seemed to him most urgent. He 
took the first cab that happened to come along, and ordered him to 
drive to the Patriarch’s Pools, where tlie widow Bazdeyef lived. 

On reaching the Patriarch’s Pools, Pierre had to search for Bazdeyef’s 
house, as he had not been there lor some time. He approached the gate. 
Gerasim, the same sallow, beardless little old man whom Pierre had 
seen five years before at Torzhok with Bazdeyef, came out at his 
summons. 

“Anyone at home?’’ asked Pierre. 

“Owing to present circumstances, Madame Bazdeyef and her children 
went yesterday to their Torzhok estate, your excellency.’’ 

“Nevertheless, I will come in; I must sort the books,’’ said Pierre. 

“Please come in, I beg of you,” said the old servant. 

Pierre went into the gloomy study. It was dusty, and had not been 
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touched since Bazdeyef's death; it was gloomier than ever, Pierre crossed 
the floor, went to one of the bookcases in which manuscripts were kept, 
and took out one of the most important of the documents of the order 
at that time. He took a seat at the dusty writing table and spread the 
manuscripts in front of him, opened them, then shut them, folded them 
up, and finally, pushing them away, rested his head on his hands and 
fell into deep thought. 

Several times Gerasim cautiously came and looked into the library 
and found Pierre still in the same attitude. More than two hours passed, 
while Pierre still sat at the desk. Gerasim permitted himself to make 
a little stir at the door so as to attract his attention; Pierre did not 
hear him. 

“Do you wish me to send away the driver?" 

“Oh, yes," said Pierre, starting from his reverie and hastily jumping 
to his feet. “Listen," he added, taking Gerasim by his coat button and 
looking down on the little old man with glittering, humid eyes, full 
of enthusiasm. 

“I beg of you not to tell anyone who I am. And do what I tell you." 

“I will obey," replied Gerasim. “Do you want something to eat?" 

“No, but I want something else. I want a peasant's clothes and a 
pistol," said Pierre, unexpectedly reddening. 

“I will obey," said Gerasim, after turning this over in his mind. 

All the rest of the day Pierre spent alone in the Benefactor's library, 
and Gerasim could hear him restlessly pacing from one corner of the 
room to the other and sometimes talking to himself; and he spent tlie 
night in a bed made ready for him there. 

Gerasim, with the equanimity of a servant who has seen many strange 
things in his day, accepted Pierre's residence without amazement and 
seemed well satisfied to have someone to wait on. That same evening, 
without even asking himself what was the reason for the request, he 
procured for Pierre a coachman's coat and hat, and promised on the 
following day to get the pistol. 

Pierre, dressed in his coachman's coat, refitted for him by Gerasim, 
and accompanied by the old man, was on his way to get the pistol at 
the Sukharef tower when he met the Rostofs. 

The Russian troops poured through Moscow from two o'clock in 
the morning until two o'clock in the afternoon, and they took with 
them the last fleeing inhabitants and the wounded. 

While they were flowing in two streams around the Kremlin and 
over the Stone and Moscow River bridges, a trernerfdous mob of sol- 
diers, taking advantage of the delay and crush, ran back from the 
bridge, and stealthily and noiselessly sneaked into the city to the Red 
Square, where they knew by their keen scent that they might without 
much difficulty lay their hands on what did not belong to them. 

A similar throng of men, as if in search of cheap bargains, also 
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thronged the Gostinyi Dvor—Moscow’s great bazaar— in all its alleys and 
passageways. But absent were the persistent, softly wheedling voices of 
the shopkeepers; absent the peddlers and the variegated throng of 
women customers. Nothing was to be seen but uniforms and the cloaks 
of unarmed soldiers, silently entering without burdens and returning 
to the ranks laden with spoil. 

Merchants and bazaar men— a few of them— ran about among the 
soldiers like crazy men, opening and closing their shops and themselves 
helping the gallant soldier lads to carry off their wares. 

On the square in front of the bazaar stood drummers beating to arms, 
but the rattle of the drums did not call back the soldier plunderers, but 
on the contrary drove them to run farther and farther from its signal. 

Two officers, one with a scarf over his uniform and riding a lean, 
dark-gray horse, the other in a cloak and on foot, stood at the corner of 
Ilyinka Street engaged in conversation. A third officer dashed up to 
them. 

“The general has given orders that they be all driven out instantly at 
any cost. Why, there never has been anything like this beforel Half of 
the men have left the ranks.— Where are you going?— And you, too?" he 
cried, first to one and then to three infantry soldiers who, without 
weapons and holding up the tails of their overcoats, were sneaking past 
him to rejoin their ranks. “Halt, you dogs!“ 

“Try and catch them,’' replied the other officer. “You can't do itl The 
only way is to march more rapidly, and then the ones in the rear can't 
drop out, that's all.” 

“But how move faster, or move at all, when there's a halt and a jam at 
the bridge? Why not post sentinels and keep them from breaking ranks?" 

“Forward and drive them outi" cried the senior officer. 

The officer in the scarf dismounted, beckoned to the drummer, and 
went with him under the arched gallery of the bazaar. A number of 
soldiers started away on the run. A merchant with red pimples around 
his nose, and with an expre.ssion of cool, calculating composure on his 
oily face, came to the officer with all the haste compatible with his ele- 
gant dignity, and wringing his hands. 

“Your honor,” said he, “do me a favor; give me your protection. As 
far as any small trifles go we shall be only too glad to accommodate you, 
you know^ ... if you please I will bring you some cloth instantly . . . glad 
enough to give a gentleman a couple of rolls, it’s a pleasure to us because 
we feel . . . but this, this is out-and-out robbery! Please! If they had only 
set a guard, or at any rate let us know in time to shut up.” 

A number of merchants gathered around the officer. 

“Ah, it's a waste of breath to wdiine like that!” said one of them, a 
lean man with a grave face. “Men with their heads off don't weep for 
their hair! Let 'em have what they want!” 

And he made an energetic gesture and came to the officer's side. 
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“It*s fine talk for you, Ivan Sidoritch!** exclaimed the first merchant, 
angrily. ‘‘I beg of you, your honorl" 

"Fine talk I'' echoed the lean man. "I have three shops over there, and 
a hundred thousand worth of goods. How can we have protection 
when the troops are gone? ‘God's powers are not ours.' " 

"I beg of you, your honor," persisted the first merchant, making a 
low bow. The officer stood in uncertainty, and his face showed his 
irresolution. 

"But, after all, what business is it of mine?" he suddenly cried, and 
went with swift strides toward the front of the line. 


X 

The city proper, meantime, was deserted. Almost no one was on the 
streets. The house gates and shops were all locked up. Here and there in 
the vicinity of taverns could be heard occasional shouts of revelry or 
drunken singing. Not a carriage passed along, and the steps of pedes- 
trians were rarely heard. 

All that night Rostopchin gave out instructions to all who came for 
them from every part of Moscow. His intimates had never seen the 
count so gloomy and irascible. 

"Your excellency, a messenger from the Chancery Department: the 
director asks instructions" . . . "from the Consistory" . . . "from the 
Senate" . . . "from the University" . . . "from the Foundling Asylum" . . . 
"the suffragan has sent to" . . . "wants to know" . . . "What orders are to 
be given to the fire brigade?" . . . "the superintendent of the prison" . . . 
"the director of the Lunatic Asylum." 

Thus all night long without cessation men came to the count for 
their orders. To all these (jucrics the count gave curt and surly answers, 
indicating that any regulations of his were now unnecessary, that all 
his preparations, so carefully elaborated, someone had now rendered 
useless, and that this someone would have to shoulder all the respon 
sibiiity for what was now taking place. 

"Well, tell that blockhead that it is his business to guard his papers," 
he replied to the query from the Chancery Department. "Well, now, 
what is that nonsense about the fire brigade? If they have horses, let 'em 
go to Vladimir!" . . . "Don’t leave them for the French." 

"Your excellency, the overseer of the Lunatic Asylum is here; what 
orders for him?" 

"What orders? Let 'em all out, that's all . . . let the lunatics loose in 
the city. When lunatics arc at the head of our armies, God means for 
these to be out!” 

When asked what to do with the convicts in the jail, the count wrath- 
fully shouted to the inspector: "What? Did you expect me to give you a 
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couple of battalions as escort, when there aren't any to be had? Let 'em 
out; that's all." 

"Your excellency, there are the political prisoners, Mieskhof and 
Vereshchagin." 

"Vereshchagin! Hasn't he been hanged yet?" cried Rostopchin. 
"Bring him to me." 

By nine o'clock in the morning, when the troops were already on the 
way across Moscow, no one came any more to ask the count for orders. 
All who could leave had left on their own responsibility; those who 
remained behind decided for themselves what they should do. 

The count commanded his horses to be brought round to take him 
to Sokolniki. He sat waiting in his study with folded arms, scowling, 
sallow, and taciturn. The chief of police, who had been stopped on his 
way by a mob, came just when the count's aide brought word that the 
horses were ready. Both were pale; and the chief of police informed the 
count that in the courtyard was a vast crowd of people anxious to 
see him. 

Rostopchin went to the balcony door. 

"Now what do they want?" he asked the chief of police. 

"Your excellency, they declare that they have come on your orders, 
ready to go out against the French; they are shouting something about 
treason! It is a riotous mob, your excellency. I barely escaped alive. 
Your excellency, may 1 be bold enough to suggest ..." 

"Be good enough to withdraw; 1 know what to do without your 
advice," cried Rostopchin, savagely. Fie stood by the balcony door, 
looking down at the crowd. "This is what they have brought Russia to! 
This is how they have treated me!" brcjoded Rostopchin, feeling un- 
controllable rage rising in his heart against whenever might be tlic 
cause of what had taken place. As often happens with hot-tempered 
men, he was overmastered by rage, but he was still looking for some 
scapegoat on whom to vent it. 

"L(K)k at that populace, the dregs of the people," he said to himself 
in French, as he gazed down at the mob. "The plebs stirred up by their 
folly! They must have a victim," he thought. And this idea came into 
his head precisely for the reason that he himself wanted a victim, an 
object for his wrath. 

"Carriage ready?" he demanded. 

"It is, your excellency. What orders do you wish to give in regard to 
Vereshchagin? He is waiting on the stairs," replied the aide. 

"Ah!" cried Rostopchin, as if struck by an unexpected thought. 

And, quickly throwing open the door, he w^ent with resolute steps out 
on the balcony. The murmur of the crowd suddenly ceased; hats and 
caps were doffed, and all eyes were turned on the count. 

"Good morning, boys!" cried the count, hurriedly, and in a loud 
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voice. “Thank you for coming. I will be down directly, but, first of all, 
we must settle accounts with a villain. We must punish the villain who 
is the cause of Moscow’s ruin. Wait for me!” 

And the count retired from view, slamming the door behind him. 

An approving roar of satisfaction ran through the throng. 

“Of course he’ll settle with all villainsi’* . . . “You talk about the 
French I’’ . . . “He’ll put things straight!’’ said the people, as if reproach- 
ing each other for their lack of faith. 

In a few minutes an officer came hastily out of the rear door, gave 
some order, and a line of dragoons was formed. The mob eagerly rushed 
from the balcony toward the steps. Rostopchin, coming out on the porch 
with swift steps, looked around him angrily as if searching for someone. 

“Where is he?’* asked the count. 

And, at the instant the words left his mouth, he saw coming around 
the corner of the house, between two dragoons, a young man with a 
long, thin neck, and with one-half of his head shaven, though the hair 
had begun to grow again. He was dressed in a short, blue cloth coat 
lined with foxskins, which had once been a stylish garment, and dirty, 
cotton peasant trousers, stuffed into fine boots covered with mud and 
run down at the heels. On his slender, weak legs he dragged along heavy 
iron shackles, which made his gait difficult and stumbling. 

“Ah!” exclaimed Rostopchin, hastily turning his eyes away from the 
young man in the toxskin jacket and pointing to the lower step of the 
porch. “Stand him there!’’ 

The young man, with chains clanking, heavily dragged himself to 
the spot indicated; and, after pulling with his finger at his jacket collar, 
which was too tight, and twice stretching out his long neck and sighing, 
he submissively folded his slender hands, which were those of a man 
unaccustomed to work. 

Silence prevailed for several seconds, until the young man had taken 
liis position on the steps. In the lear of the crowd, where peo})lc were 
trying to press forward, there were grunts and groans and jostling and 
the shuffling of moving feet. 

Rostopchin waited until the prisoner was in the designated ])lace, then 
frowned and passed his hand over his face. 

“Boys!” cried he in a voice ringing out with metallic clearness, “this 
man, Vereshchagin, is the scoundrel who has lost us Moscow!” 

The young man in the foxskin-lined jacket stood in a submissive 
stooping attitude, with his wrists crossed on his abde^men. He hung his 
shaven head; his thin young face wore a hopeless expression. At the first 
words spoken by the count he slowly raised his head and glanced at the 
count as if wishing to say something, or, at least, to get his eye. But 
Rostopchin did not look at him. On the young man’s long, slender neck, 
behind his ear, a vein stcjod out like a whipcord, tense and bluish, and 
his face suddenly flushed. 
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All eyes were fastened on him. He returned the gaze of the crowd and, 
as if he found some cause for hope in tlie expression of the faces, he 
gave a timid and pitiful smile, and, again dropping his head, shifted his 
feet on the step. 

“He is a traitor to his Tsar and his country; he has sold himself to 
Bonaparte; he alone of all Russians has shamed the name of Russian, 
and by him Moscow has been destroyed," cried Rostopchin in a steady, 
sharp voice; but suddenly he gave a swift glance at Vereshchagin, who 
continued to stand in the same submissive attitude. This glance seemed 
to infuriate the count. Raising his hand, he shouted, stepping almost 
down to the crowd: 

“Take the law into your own hands! I give him over to you!" 

The mob made no answer, and merely pressed together more and 
more densely. To be crushed together, to breathe in that infected at- 
mosphere, to be unable to stir, and to expect something unknown, 
incomprehensible and terrible, was above human endurance. The men 
standing in the front row, who saw and heard all that was taking place 
before them with startled, wide-staring eyes and gaping mouths, exerted 
all their force and resisted with their backs the forward thrust and pres- 
sure of the rear ranks. 

“Kill him! ... let the traitor perish and not shame the name of a 
Russian!" yelled Rostopdiin. “Kill him! I order it!" 

The mob, understanding only the venomous sound of Rostopchin’s 
voice, without hearing the actual words, groaned and moved forward, 
then instantly stood still again. 

“Count!" exclaimed Vereshchagin’s timid but at the same time 
theatrical voice, amid the momentary silence that had fallen— “Count, 
there is one God over us," said Vereshchagin, lifting his head; and 
again the thick vein on his slender neck throbbed, and the red flush 
spread over his face and receded. He had not said what he meant to 
say. 

“Kill him! I order it!" shouted Rostopchin, suddenly growing as pale 
as Vereshchagin. 

“Draw sabers!" commanded the officer to the dragoons, himself un- 
sheathing his saber. 

Another and still more violent wave of emotion rolled through the 
crowd. Reaching those in the front rows, it seemed to lift them, and. 
reeling, broke against the very steps of the porch. 

“Cut him down!" came the whispered command of the officer to the 
dragoons; and suddenly, one of the dragoons, his face distorted w'ith 
rage, gave Vereshchagin a blow on the head with his dull broadsword. 

“Ah!" cried Vereshchagin, in amazement, and looked around in terror 
as if he could not understand why this w^as done to him. The same groan 
of amazement as before ran through the crowd. “O Lord— O Lord!’* 
exclaimed some voice. 
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But instantly following his cry of amazement, Vereshchagin gave a 
piteous shriek of pain, and that shriek was his undoing. 

J'he tense barrier of humane feeling which had held back the mob 
suddenly broke. The crime was begun, and it had to be accomplished. 
I'he lugubrious groan of reproach was swallowed up in the fierce and 
maddened roar of the mob. Like the seventh and last wave which 
wrecks the ship, this final irresistible billow, impelled from the rear, 
was borne through to those in front, overwhelmed them, and swallowed 
up everything. 

The dragoon who had used his sword was about to repeat the blow. 
Vereshchagin, with a cry of horror, warded off the stroke with his arm, 
leaped among the people. The tall young fellow against whom he struck 
grasped his slender neck with his hands, and with a savage yell fell 
together with him under the trampling feet of the frenzied crowd. 

Some beat and mangled Vereshchagin; others, the tall young fellow. 
And the cries and yells of the surging multitude and ot the men who 
were trying to rescue the tall young fellow only increased the fury of 
the mob. It was long before the dragoons were able to extricate the tall 
factory hand, who was lialf beaten to death and covered with blood. 
And it was long, in spite of all the haste with which the mob strove to 
finish the work they had begun, before those men who were beating, 
trampling, and mangling Vereshchagin were able to kill him; but the 
(rowd pressed them on every hand, and at the center it was like a solid 
mass rocking and swaying from side to side, giving them no chance 
cither to finish with him or to let him go. 

“Finish him with an ax, hey?" . . . “I'hey ve crushed him well." . . . 
“The traitor I He sold Christ." . . . “Is he alive yet?" . . . “He's a tough 
one!" . . . “He gets his deserts." . . . “Try it with a bar!" . . . “Isn't 
he dead yet?" 

Only when the victim ceased to struggle and his shrieks gave way to 
the measured. long death rattle, did the mob begin hastily to avoid the 
spot where lay the bleeding corpse. Each one came up, gave a look at 
what had been done and, full of horror, remorse and amazement, 
pressed back. 

“O Lord, men are like wild bcastsi Wonder anyone was sparedi" 
exclaimed some voice in the crowd. 

“And a young fellow too!" . . . “Must be a mercliant’s son." . . . “What 
a mob!" . . . “They say he’s the wrong one." . . . “What do you mean . . . 
the wrong one?" . . . “O Lord!" . . . “Someone else was beaten to death 
too!" . . . “They say he just escaped with his life!" . . . ‘'“Oh, what people!" 
• . . “Not afraid to commit any sin." 

These remarks were made by the same men who had attacked Veresh- 
chagin. They looked now with bewildered pain at the dead body, the 
face smeared with blood and begrimed with dust, and the long, slender 
neck half hacked off. 
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A zealous police official, thinking it unbecoming to have a corpse 
encumbering his excellency's yard, ordered the dragoons to drag it 
forth into the street. Two dragoons seized the body by the mutilated legs 
and hauled it out. The blood-stained, dust-begrimed, dead shaven head, 
rolling on the long neck, was dragged along thumping on the ground. 
The mob surged away from the corpse. 

At the moment that Vereshchagin fell and the mob with a savage yell 
burst forward and rushed over him, Rostopchin turned suddenly pale, 
and, instead of going to the rear stairs where his horses were waiting for 
him, he started with sunken head and swift steps, without knowing 
where or why, along the corridor that led to the rooms on the ground 
floor. His face was pallid, and he could not keep his lower jaw from 
trembling, as if he had an ague. 

“Your excellency, this way . . . where are you going? . . . This way, if 
you please!" exclaimed a shaking, frightened voice behind him. 

Count Rostopchin was in no condition to answer, and obediently 
wheeling about, he went in the direction indicated. At the rear entrance 
stood his carriage. Even here the distant roar of the excited mob reached 
his ears. Count Rostopchin hastily sprang into the carriage and ordered 
the coachman to drive to his suburban house at Sokolniki. 

When they reached the Miasnitakaya and the yells of the mob were 
no longer audible, the count began to feel qualms of conscience. He 
now remembered with dissatisfaction the excitement and terror he had 
displayed before his subordinates. "The populace is terrible; it is 
frightful," he said lo himself. "They are like wolves, which can be a|)' 
peased only with flesh." 

"Count, there is one God over usi" 

Vereshchagin's words suddenly recurred to him, and a disagreeable 
chill ran down his back. But this feeling was only momentary, and 
Count Rostopchin smiled a scornful smile at himself. 

"I had other obligations," he said to himself. "The people had to be 
appeased. Many other victims have perished, and are perishing, for 
the public good." 

Not only did he not reproach himself for what he had done, he even 
found reason to congratulate himself that he had so happily succeeded 
in taking advantage of this fortuitous circumstance for punishing a 
criminal and at the same time pacifying the mob. 

"Vereshchagin was tried and condemned to death," said Rostopchin 
to himself, though Vereshchagin had been condemned only to hard 
labor. "He was a spy and a traitor; I could not leave him unpunished, 
and, besides, I killed two birds with one stone. I offered a victim to 
pacify the people, and I punished an evildoer." 

By the time he reached his suburban house and began to make his 
domestic arrangements, he had become perfectly calm. 
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At the end of half an hour the count was driving behind swift horses 
across the Sokolniki meadow, no longer remembering what had hap- 
pened, thinking only of events to come. He was on his way now to the 
Yauzsky Bridge, where he had been told Kutuzof was to be found. 

Count Rostopchin was preparing mentally tlie angry and caustic 
reproaches he intended to hurl at Kutuzof for so deceiving him. 

The troops were still crowding the bridge over the Yauza. It was hot. 
Kutuzof, frowning and depressed, sat on a bench near the bridge, play- 
ing with his whip in the sand, when a carriage drove up in hot haste. A 
man wearing a general’s uniform and a plumed hat, witli wandering 
eyes expressing a mixture of wrath and terror, got out and, approaching 
Kutuzof, began to say something to him in French. 

This was Count Rostopchin. 

He told Kutuzof that lie had come because Moscow and the capital 
were no more, and the army was all that was left. 

“It would have been different if your serene highness had not told me 
you would not abandon Moscow without giving battle; then this would 
not have happened at all,” said he. 

Kutuzof glanced at Rostopchin and, apparently not taking in the 
full significance of the words, seemed to exert all his energies to read 
the peculiar expression that was written in the face of die man ad- 
dressing him. 

Rostopchin grew confused and stopped speaking. Kutuzof shook his 
head slightly and, with his inquisitive glance still fixed on Rostopchin’s 
lace, he said in a low tone: 

“No, we are not giving up Moscow without a srrugglel” 

Whether Kutuzof was thinking of something entirely irrelevant when 
he said those words, or said them on purpose, knowing their absurdity, 
at all events Rostopchin made no reply and hastily turned away from 
liim. And— strangely enough— the governor-general oi Moscow, the 
haughty Count Rostopchin, seizing a whip, went to the bridge and 
began to shout and hurry along the teams that were blocked together 
there. 


XI 

At four o’clock in the afternoon, the troops under Murat entered 
Moscow. In front rode a detachment of Wurternberg hussars; next 
followed the King of Naples in person, mounted, and surrounded by a 
large suite. 

The bells began to ring for vespers in the Kremlin, and this sound 
confused the French. They supposed that it was an alarm. Several 
of the infantry soldiers ran toward the Kutafya gates, which were bar- 
ricaded with beams and planks. Two musket shots rang sharply out 
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from bekind the gates as soon as the officer and his detachment started 
to approach. The general, standing by the cannon, shouted some com- 
mand to the officer, and the officer and one of the soldiers hastened back 
to him. The cannon were pointed. The artillerists breathed on their 
lighted fuses. The officer gave the command: Fire! And two hissing 
sounds of canister shot followed one after the other. The grape clattered 
on the stones of the gateway, on the beams and the barricade, and two 
puffs of smoke floated away over the square. 

A few seconds later, when the echoes of the reports had died out along 
the stone walls of the Kremlin, a strange noise was heard over the heads 
of the French. An enormous flock of jackdaws arose above the walls 
and circled around in the air, cawing and flapping their countless 
wings. At the same instant a single human yell was heard from the gates, 
and through the smoke appeared the figure of a hatless man in a peas- 
ant’s coat. He held a musket, and aimed it at the French. “Fire!” cried 
the artillery officer a second time, and at exactly the same instant rang 
out one musket shot and two cannon shots. 

Smoke again concealed the gates. 

Behind the barricade no one any longer moved, and the French 
infantry soldiers and their officers again approached the gates. At the 
gates lay three men wounded and four dead. Two men in peasant coats 
were in full flight down along the walls. 

Murat was informed that the way was clear. The French poured 
through the gates, and began to set up their camp in the Senate Square 
The soldiers flung chairs out of the windows of the Senate House into 
the square, and used them as fuel for their fires. 

Other divisions crossed through the Kremlin and took up their sta- 
tions. Finding nowhere any hospitality, the French settled down, not 
in “quarters,” as they usually would in a city, but as it were in a camp 
pitched inside the city limits. 

The French, though ragged, hungry, weary, and reduced to one-third 
of their original numbers, entered Moscow in regular military order. 
It was a jaded, exhausted but still martial and redoubtable army. 

But it was such only until the moment when the soldiers of that army 
were distributed in their billets. As soon as the men of the various regi- 
ments began to scatter among the rich and deserted mansions, then the 
martial quality disappeared forever, and the men were neither citizens 
nor soldiers, but were changed into something betwixt and between, 
called marauders. 

When, five weeks later, these same men marched out of Moscow, they 
were no longer troojxs. They were a throng of marauders, each one of 
whom brought or carried away with him a quantity of articles which 
seemed to him valuable or necessary. 

The object of each of these men as they left Moscow was not, as for- 
merly, to conquer, but merely to keep what they had obtained. Like the 
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monkey wnicn nas mrusi ics paw inio me narrow iicck ot a jar aiiu 
grasped a handful of nuts, and will not open its fist lest it lose its prize— 
thus destroying itself— the French, on leaving Moscow, were evidently 
doomed to perish in consequence of dragging their plunder with them, 
since to relinquish what they had taken as plunder was as impossible 
as it was impossible for the monkey to let go its handful of nuts. 

On the day the French entered Moscow, order after order was issued 
by the French commanders with the object of preventing the troops 
from scattering about through the city— sternly forbidding violence 
to the inhabitants or looting, and insisting on a general roll call— that 
same evening; but in spite of such precautions, the men, who just before 
had constituted an army, wandered about through the rich, deserted 
city, which still abounded in comforts and enjoyments. As a famished 
herd of cattle go huddled together over a barren field, but become un- 
controllable and scatter as soon as they come into rich pasture lands, 
so did this army separate and scatter irreclaimably through the opulent 
city. 

The French attributed the burning of Moscow to the fierce patriotism 
of Rostopchin; the Russians, to the savagery of the French. Actually, 
responsibility for the burning of Moscow was not due and cannot be 
attributed to any one person or to any group of persons. A timber-built 
city, which has its conflagrations almost daily in summer in spite of the 
police and in spite of proprietors who are careful of their houses, could 
not fail to burn when the inhabitants were gone and their places taken 
by soldiers who smoked their pipes, made campfires of senators' chairs 
in the Senate Square, and cooked their meals there twice a day. 

Even if there were incendiaries (which is very doubtful, since there 
was no reason for setting fires, and to do such a thing would have been 
difficult and risky), they could not be considered as the cause of the 
( onflagration, since it would have taken place without them. 

Moscow was burned by its citizens— that is true; not, however, by the 
citizens who remained, but by those who went away. 

Moscow, occupied by the enemy, did not remain intact like Rerlin, 
Vienna, and other cities, simply because the inhabitants did not come 
forth to offer the French the bread and salt of hcjspitality, and the keys 
of the city, but left it. 

The infiltration of the French into Moscow, s[)reading out starwise, 
did not reach the ejuarter where Pierre was now living until the evening 
of September 14. 

After the two days Pierre had spent alone and fn such an unusual 
manner, he had fallen into a state of mind that liorciered on insanity. 
His whole being was possessed by one impentunate idc‘a. He himself 
did not know how or when it came about, but this idea had such a hold 
on him that he remembered nothing of the past, had no comprehension 
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of the present, and what he saw and heard seemed as if it had happened 
in a dream. It was his duty, he felt, to remain in Moscow incognito, to 
fire at Napoleon and to kill him; either he must perish himself, or put 
an end to the misery which afflicted all Europe and was caused, as 
Pierre reasoned, by Napoleon alone. 

Pierre knew all the particulars of the German student's attempts on 
Bonaparte's life in Vienna in 1809, and he was aware that the student 
had been shot. And the danger to which he was about to expose his life, 
in carrying out his purpose, filled him with still greater zeal. 

Pierre's physical condition, as was always the case, corresponded with 
his mental state. The coarse, unusual food, the vodka he had been 
drinking those days, the abstinence from wine and cigars, the dirty, un- 
changed linen, the two almost sleepless nights he spent on the short, 
pillowless couch, all this had reduced him to a state not far removed 
from insanity. 

It was already two o’clock in the afternoon; the French had already 
entered Moscow. Pierre knew it; but instead of acting, he thought 
only of his enterprise, considering all its minutest details. In his wish- 
ful dream Pierre did not picture the act itself of firing the shot, or the 
death of Napoleon; but he imagined with extraordinary vividness and 
with a melancholy delight his own ruin and his heroic courage. 

“Yes, one for alll I must accomplish it or perishl" he said to himself. 
“Yes, I will go up to him . . . and then suddenly . . . with a pistol ... or 
would not a dagger be better?'*— mused Pierre— “However, it is im- 
material. ‘Not I, but the hand of Providence strikes you I' I will exclaim." 
Pierre was rehearsing the words he would utter as he killed Napoleon— 
“ ‘Well, then, take, punish me,' *' Pierre went on to say, still further 
imagining the scene, and drooping his head with a sad but determined 
expression. 


XII 

Pierre, deciding for himself that until the time came for the fulfilment 
of his project it was best not to disclose his identity or his knowledge of 
French, stood in the half-open door leading into the corridor, intending 
instantly to go and hide himself as soon as the French entered. But the 
French came in, and Pierre had not stirred from the door; an over- 
whelming curiosity held him there. 

There were two of them. One was an officer, tall, gallant-looking, and 
handsome; the other, evidently a soldier, or his servant, was short and 
crabbed, lean and sunburned, with sunken cheeks and a stupid expres- 
sion of face. The officer, resting his weight on a cane and limping a 
little, came forward. Having advanced a few steps, he halted as if de- 
ciding that the rooms were good; and turning to some soldiers who 
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appeared in the doorway, in a tone of command shouted to them to put 
up their horses. Having attended to this, the officer, with a swagger, 
raised his elbow, twisted his mustache and then touched his cap. 

Bon jour la coinpagnieV* he cried cheerily, glancing around with a 
smile. 

No one made any answer. 

“Foms iies le bourgeois? [Are you the master of the house?]*' asked 
the officer, addressing Gerasim. Gerasim, with a scared, questioning 
look, stared at the officer. 

“Quarteer, quarteei— /ogemenf.'" exclaimed the officer, surveying the 
little man from top to toe with a condescending and benevolent smile. 

gal Dites done, on ne parle done frangais dans cette boutique? [Tell 
me, isn't French spoken in this establishment?]" he added, glancing 
around and catching Pierre's eyes. Pierre slunk aside Irom the door. 

The officer again addressed himself to Gerasim. He tried to make the 
old man show him the rooms in the house. 

"The master is gone— no understand! . . . my . . . you . . . your ..." 
stammered Gerasim, striving to make his words more comprehensible by 
speaking in broken Russian. 

The French officer, with a smile, waved his hands in front of Gerasim’s 
nose to indicate that he did not understand him, and he limped again 
to the door where Pierre was standing. Pierre started to go away in 
order to hide from him, but just at that instant he saw through the 
open door of the kitchen Makar Alekseyitch, Pa/deyef's half-witted 
brother, peering out, with a pistol in his hand. With the cunning of a 
madman, Makar Alekseyitch gazed at the Frenchman, and, raising the 
pistol, aimed. 

Before Pierre had time to seize and throw up the pistol, Makar 
Alekseyitch got his fingers on the cock and a sharp report rang out, 
deafening them all and filling the passage with gunpowder smoke. The 
Frenchman turned pale and sprang back to the door. 

Pierre seized the pistol, flung it away and ran after the officer; 
then (forgetting his intention to conceal his knowledge of French) began 
to speak with him in French. 

"You are not wounded?" he asked, with solicitude. 

"I think not," replied the officer, examining himself. "But I had a 
narrow escape that time," he added, pointing at the broken plastering 
on the wall. "Who is that man?" he demanded, giving Pierre a stern 
look. 

"I am really greatly distressed at what has just happened," said Pierre, 
speaking fluently, and entirely forgetting the part he was going to play. 
"He is crazy, an unfortunate man who did not know what he was doing." 

The officer turned to Makar Alekseyitch and seized him by the collar. 
Makar, thrusting out his lips, swayed as if he were sleepy, and stood 
leaning against the wall. 
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'"Brigandl You shall answer for this!** said the Frenchman, letting 
go of Makar. “It's in our nature to be merciful after victory, but we do 
not forgive traitors,” he added, with a look of gloomy solemnity on his 
face. 

Pierre continued in French to urge the officer not to be too hard on 
this half-witted drunkard. The Frenchman listened in silence, without 
a change in his scowling face, then suddenly turned to Pierre with a 
smile. He looked at him for a few seconds without speaking. His hand- 
some face assumed a tragically sentimental expression, and he held out 
his hand: 

“You have saved my life. You are French. You ask me to pardon him. 
I will. Take this man awayl” exclaimed the French officer, rapidly and 
energetically, and, linking his arm with Pierre's he went with him into 
the house. 

The soldiers who had been in the courtyard hastened into the entry 
when they heard the pistol shot, asking what was up and expressing 
their readiness to punish the offenders; but the officer sternly repressed 
them. 

“You will be summoned when you are needed,” said he. 

The soldiers flocked out. The man who had meantime explored the 
larder came back to the officer and reported finding soup and roasi 
mutton, and asked if he should bring it. 

“Yes, and bring some wind” said the captain. 

At Pierre's assertion that he was not a Frenchman, the captain, evi- 
dently not comprehending how it could enter the heart of man to refuse 
such a flattering designation, shrugged his shoulders and declared that 
if PieiTC were resolutely bent on passing for Russian he might do so, 
but still, nevertheless, he was eternally grateful to Pierre for saving his 
life. If this man had been gifted with the slightest rapacity for entering 
into the feelings of others, and had guessed Pierre's sentiments, Pierre 
would undoubtedly have left him; but the captain's insensibility to 
everything except his own personality quite won Pierre. 

“French, or a Russian prince in disguise,” said the Frenchman, scru- 
tinizing Pierre’s fine but soiled linen and the ring on his finger, “I owe 
you my life, and I offer you my friendship. A Frenchman never forgets 
an insult or a favor. That is all I have to say.” 

In the tones of this officer’s voice, in the expression of his face, in his 
gestures, there was so much genuine friendliness and good breeding 
(in the French use of the terms), that Pierre, giving back unconsciously 
smile for smile, pressed the proffered hand. “Captain Ramball of the 
13th light artillery, decorated for action in the September battle,” he 
went on to say, introducing himself, wdth a smile of exuberant self- 
satisfaction curling his lips under his mustaches. “Will you not tell me, 
now, with whom I have the honor of conversing so agreeably instead of 
being in the ambulance with that madman's pistol shot in me?” 



Pierre replied that he could not tell him his name, and reddened as 
he tried to think of some name, to invent some reason lor not giving his 
own; but the Frenchman hastily interrupted him. 

“I beg of you I*' said he. “I appreciate your scruples; you are an 
officer ... an officer of rank, perhaps. You have borne arms against us . . . 
it is not my affair. I owe my life to you. That is enough for me. I am 
wholly at your service. You are a gentleman," he added, with just a 
shade of question. Pierre nodded assent. 

'‘Your given name, please; I ask nothing more. Monsieur Pierre, you 
say . . . excellent! That is all that I wish to know." 

When the mutton and omelet, the samovar, vodka, and wine which 
the French had obtained from a Russian cellar and brought with them, 
had been set on the table, Ramball invited Pierre to share in this repast; 
and instantly he himself fell to, ravenously and hastily attacking the 
viands like a healthy, hungry man, chewing lustily with his sound, 
strong teeth, constantly smacking his lips, and exclaiming, "Excellent, 
delicious!" His face grew flushed and moist. Pierre was hungry, and par- 
ticipated with great satisfaction in this dinner. Morel, the servant, 
brought a saucepan full of warm water, and set in it a bottle of red wine. 

The captain wrapped the bottle up to the neck in a napkin and 
poured the wine out for himself and Pierre. Hunger alleviated and the 
wine enlivened the captain more and more, and throughout the meal he 
chattered witliout cessation. 

"On my word of honor, without reference to my gratitude to you, I 
feel a genuine friendship for you. Can I do anything for you? I am en- 
tirely at your service. It is for life or for death! I tell you this with my 
hand on my heart!" said he, slapping himself on the chest. 

"No, thank you," said Pierre. 

The captain kept his eyes on him, and his face suddenly beamed. 

"Ah! In that case, I drink to our friendship," he gaily cried, pouring 
out two glasses of wine. 

Pierre took his, and drained it. Ramball drank his, again pressed 
Pierre’s hand, and then leaned his elbows on the table in thoughtlul, 
melancholy pose: "Yes, my dear friend, see the caprices of fortune!" he 
began. "Who would ever have said that I was going to be a soldier and 
captain of dragoons in the service of Bonaparte, as we called him a 
little while ago! And yet, here I am in Moscow with him. I must tell 
you, my dear fellow," he continued, in the solemn and measured voice 
of a man who is getting ready to spin a long yarn: "I must tell you our 
name is one of the most ancient in France ..." 

And, with the easygoing and simple frankness of a Frenchman, the 
captain told Pierre the story of his ancestors, his childhood, youth, and 
manhood, giving all the particulars of his ancestry, his estates, and his 
relationships. "My poor mother," of course, played an important r61e 
in this story. 
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"But all that is only the stage setting of life; the real thing is love. 
Lovel Isn't that so, Monsieur Pierre?” said he, growing more animated. 
"Have another glass.” 

Pierre drank it up, and poured himself still a third glass. 

''Ohj les femmes, les femmesV* and the captain with shining eyes, 
gazing at Pierre, began to talk about love and about his gallant ad- 
ventures. He had enjoyed a very great number of them, as it was easy 
to believe from a glance at his handsome, self-satisfied face and the en- 
thusiastic eagerness with which he talked about women. 

Although all of Ramball's adventures had that sensuality in which 
the French find the exclusive charm and poetry of love, still the captain 
told his stories with the honest conviction that he was the only one who 
had ever experienced and understood all the delights of love, and he 
gave such alluring descriptions of women that Pierre listened to him 
with curiosity. 

It was evident that Vamour which the Frenchman so loved was not 
that low and simple sensual passion which Pierre had once experienced 
for his wife, nor yet that romantic flame which was kindled in his heart 
by Natasha—both of which kinds of love Ramball held in equal con- 
tempt— one being, according to him, carter's love; the other, booby's 
love; V amour yNhich. the Frenchman worshiped consisted preeminently 
in unnatural relations toward women, and in combinations of incon- 
gruities which gave the chief charm to the passion. 

Thus the captain related a touching story of his love for a bewitching 
marquise of thirty-five, and, at the same time, for a charming innocent 
maiden of seventeen, the daughter of the bewitching marquise. The 
struggle of magnanimity between mother and daughter, ending witli 
the mother sacrificing herself and proposing that the daughter should 
become her lover's wife, even now, though it was a recollection broui^ht 
up from a long-buried past, moved the ca})tain. 

Then he related an episode in which tlie husband played the lover’s 
part, while he— the lover— played the part of husband; and then several 
comical episodes from his German adventures, where husbands eat 
sauerkraut, and where the young girls are too blond I 

Finally, his latest episode in Poland, which was still fresh in ihc 
captain's recollections, for he told it with eager gestures and a flushed 
face, consisted in his having saved a Pole's life (as a general thing, in 
the captain's narrations, lifesaving was an important feature), and this 
Pole had intrusted to him his most fascinating, bewitching wife, while 
he himself entered the French service. The captain was fortunate, the 
bewitching Polish lady wanted to run away with him, but, moved by 
generosity, he had restored the wife to the husband, saying: ”1 saved 
your life, now I save your honor 1” In j^ronouncing these words the 
captain rubbed his eyes and gave himself a little shake as if to drive 
away his weakness at such a touching recollection. 
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While listening to the captain’s yarns, Pierre, as was apt to be the 
case, late in the evening and under the influence of tlie wine, took in 
all that the captain had to say, comprehended it all, and, at the same 
time, connected it with a whole series of personal recollections which 
somehow suddenly began to rise up in his mind. As he listened to these 
stories of love, his own love for Natasha occurred to him with unex- 
pected suddenness, and as he unrolled, in his imagination, the pictures 
of this love, he mentally compared them with Ramball’s. 

Thus, when he followed that story of the struggle between love and 
duty, lie saw with wonderful vividness in all its details, his last meeting 
with the object of his love near the Sukharef tower. At that time the 
meeting had not made any special impression upon him; he had not 
once since thought of it. But now it seemed to him that this casual meet- 
ing had something very significant and poetic. 

“CountI Come here! I recognized youl” 

He now heard her saying those words; he had before him a vision of 
her eyes, her smile, her traveling hood, a lock of hair escaping from it— 
and something very touching and tender interwove itself with the whole 
scene. 

Having finished his tale about the bewitching Polish lady, the cap- 
tain asked Pierre if he had ever experienced anything like self-sacrifice 
lor love, or jealousy of a woman’s husband. 

Aroused by this (juestion, Pierre raised his head and felt that he must 
pour out the thoughts that filled his mind. He began to explain in what a 
different manner he understood love for a wwnan. He declared that in 
all his life he had loved and would love only one woman, and that 
this woman could never be his. 

‘You don’t say!” exclaimed the captain. 

Pierre explained that he had loved this woman when he was very 
young; but he did not then dare to aspire to her because she was too 
young, while he was an illegitimate son without name. Afterwards, 
wlicn he had received a name and fortune, he could not think of her, 
because he loved her too much, regarded her too far above all the world, 
and accordingly too far above himself. 

When he reached this part of his confession, Pierre turned to the 
captain and asked him if he understood. 

The captain made a gesture, as much as to say that if he did not 
understand him, he would still like to hear the rest of it: “Platonic love 
is a mirage,” he muttered. 

Either from the wine he had drunk, or from the .need that he felt of 
pouring out his heart, or from the thought that this man would nevtr 
know any of the people in his story, or from everything combined, 
Pierre’s tongue became unloosened. So with thick utterance and bleary 
eyes looking into space, he related his whole story; about his marriage, 
and the story of Natasha’s love for his best friend, and the change that 
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had taken place in her, and all his simple relations with her. And, after 
a little prodding from Ramball, he disclosed what at first he had con- 
cealed, his position in society, and even disclosed his name. 

What amazed the captain more than anything else was the fact that 
Pierre was very rich, that he had two palaces in Moscow, and that he 
had given up everything and, instead of fleeing from Moscow, had re- 
mained in the city, concealing his name and rank. 

It was very late when they went out into the street. Tlie night was 
mild and bright. To the left of the house gleamed the ruddy glare of 
the first fire, that on the Petrovka. It was the beginning of the conflagra- 
tion of Moscow. 

At the right, high up in the sky, hung the young, slender sickle of the 
moon, and over against the moon could be seen that brilliant comet 
which was connected in Pierre's mind with his love. 

Gerasim, the valet, stood near the gates with two Frenchmen, laugh- 
ing and talking, each in a language incomprehensible to the other. They 
were gazing at the ruddy glow which could be seen across the city. There 
was nothing terrible in a small fire at a distance in the vast city. 

As he looked up at the distant, star-studded sky, at the moon, at the 
comet, and at the glare of the conflagration, Pierre experienced an 
agreeable emotion. 

“How beautiful this is! What more can man need?" he asked him- 
self. 

And suddenly, when he remembered l)is decision, he grew giddy, he 
felt so diz/y that he had to cling to tlie fence not to fall. 

Without saying good night to his new fric^nd, Pierre, with tottering 
steps, left the gates and, returning to his room, lay down on his couch 
and instantly fell asleep. 


XIII 

The glare of the first fire that broke out, on the fourteenth of Septem- 
ber, was witnessed from various roads and with various feelings by the 
escaping and departing citizens and the retreating troops. 

The Rcjsiofs were sj)ending that night at Mitishchi, about fourteen 
miles from Moscow. They had started so late on the thirteenth, the road 
was so encumbered with trains and troops, so many things had been 
forgotten for which men had to be sent back, that they decided to spend 
the night at a place three miles from Moscow. 

On the next morning they awoke late, and again there were so many 
delays that they got no farther than Bolshiya Mitishchi. At ten o’clock 
the Rostof family and the wounded men tliey had brought with them 
were all quartered among the houses and cottages of the great village. 
The servants, the Rostofs' drivers, and the orderlies of the wounded 



men, having arranged for their comfort, had eaten their suppers and 
fed their horses, and had come out on the steps. 

The night was dark, and one of the servants had noticed, from behind 
the high body of a carriage standing near the gate, the small glare of a 
second conflagration. One had already been noticed some time before, 
and all knew it had been the village of Maliya Mitishchi, set on fire by 
Mamonofs Cossacks. 

“Look at that, boys! Another fire!“ said an orderly. The attention of 
all was attracted to the glare. 

“Oh, yes, they say Maliya Mitishchi has been set on fire by Mamonofs 
Cossacks.’* 

“They? No! That’s not Mitishchi; it’s farther off. See there! That 
must be Moscow!’’ 

An old man, the count’s valet as they called him, Danilo I'erentyitch, 
came out to the crowd and shouted to his subordinate Mishka: 

“What are you staring at, you fool?— 'Fhe count is calling, and no 
one there; go put his clothes away.’’ 

“I only came out after some water,’’ said Mishka. 

“Now, what do you think, Danilo Tcrentyitch— it looks like Moscow 
is burning,’’ said one of the lackeys. 

Danilo Terentyitch made no reply, and again they all stood silent 
for a long time. 

The glare spread and flickered over a wider and wider expanse of the 
horizon. 

“God have mercy! The wind and the drought!’’ said a voice at last. 

“Just look! How far it has gone! O Lord! I think I can sec the jack- 
daws! Lord, have mercy on us sinners!” 

“They’ll put it out, never lear!” 

“Who’s to pur it out?” Danilo lYTentyitch’s voice was heard asking, 
fie had not spoken till then. His tone was calm and deliberate. “Yes, 
that is Moscow, hoys,” said he. “Our white-walled mother-city . . . ” 

His voice broke, and he sobbed like an old man. 

And as if all had been waiting for his words, before they could 
realize the significance of the blaze they saw, sighs w^ere heard, and frag- 
ments of prayers, and tlie old valet’s sobs. 

The valet returned to the house and informed the count that Moscow 
was in flames. The count put on his dressing gown and went out to 
look. With him went Sonya and Madame Schoss, who had not yet 
undressed. 

“Oh, how horrible!” exclaimed Sonya, coming in from the stoop, 
cliilled and scared. “I think all Moscow is on fire; it’s a terrible blaze! 
Natasha, come here and look. You can see it now from this window!” 
she exclaimed, evidently wishing to rouse her cousin from her thoughts. 

But Natasha looked at her as if not comprehending what she wanted, 
and again she turned her eyes toward the stove. 
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Natasha had been in a state of stupor since early that morning, from 
the moment when Sonya, to the amazement and annoyance of the 
countess, without any reason for doing so, had felt obliged to tell 
Natasha that Prince Andrei was wounded and was with them in their 
train. The countess was more angry with Sonya than she had ever been 
before. Sonya had wept and begged for forgiveness, and now, as if she 
were striving to atone for her error, she was assiduous in waiting on 
her cousin. 

“Look, Natashal What a terrible fire it isl“ said Sonya. 

“What fire?“ asked Natasha. “Oh, you mean Moscow?" 

And, not wishing to offend Sonya by refusing, in simple acquiescence 
she turned her head to the window and glanced out in such a way 
that she evidently saw nothing, and immediately resumed her former 
position. 

“But you didn’t see, did you?" 

“Yes, truly, 1 didl" exclaimed Natasha in a tone that implied her 
desire to be left in peace. 

Both the countess and Sonya understood that for Natasha, Moscow, 
or the burning of Moscow, or anything else, in fact, had no significance. 

The count had gone back to bed. The countess went to Natasha, 
smoothed her head with the back of her hand, as she used to do when 
her daughter was ill, then touched her forehead with her lips to see 
whether she was feverish, and kissed her. 

“Are you cold? You are all a-tremble! You had better go to bedi" 
said she. 

“Go to bed? Oh, yes, all righti I will go to bed. I will in a moment," 
said Natasha. 

“Natasha, undress! Come, darling, get into bed with me." (The 
countess was the only one who had a regular bed; Madame Schoss 
and the two young ladies slept on the floor, on straw.) 

“No, mama, I will lie here on the floor!" said Natasha irritably, and, 
going to the window, she threw it open. She thrust her head out into 
the damp night air, and the countess saw how her slender neck was 
swollen with her repressed sobs and throbbed against the window 
frame. She knew that Prince Andrei was in the same row of cottages 
where they were, in the next cottage, wdth only a wall between. The 
countess exchanged glances with Sonya. 

“Go to bed, darling, go to bed, sweetheart!" said the countess, giving 
Natasha a gentle touch on the shoulder. “Go to bed now." 

“Oh, yes . . . yes, I will go to bed at once ... at once," said 
Natasha, hastily beginning to undress, and breaking the strings of her 
petticoats. 

The countess, Madame Schoss and Sonya hastily undressed and went 
to bed. The night lamp alone was left burning in the room. But outside 
it was light as day from the fire at Maliya Mitishchi, a mile and a half 
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distant; and from across the street at the tavern, which Mamonof's 
Cossacks were rifling, came the drunken shouts of men, and the aide’s 
rrroans were incessant. 

Natasha listened for a long time to all of these sounds without and 
within, and did not stir. At first she heard her mother’s muttered 
prayer and sighs, the creaking of the bed as she moved, Madame 
Schoss’s well-known piping snore, Sonya’s gentle breathing. Then the 
countess spoke to Natasha. Natasha made no reply. 

“I think she’s asleep, mama,” softly replied Sonya. 

The countess, after a little interval of silence, spoke again, but this 
rime no one answered her. 

Soon after, Natasha heard her mother’s measured breathing. 

Natasha did not move, though her little bare foot, thrust out from 
vmder the bed covering, was chilled by the iincarpeted floor. 

“Sonya, are you asleep? . . . mama?” she whispered. 

No one answered. 

Natasha slowly and cautiously arose, crossed herself, carefully set her 
li^ht, slender, bare foot on the cold, dirty floor. The boards creaked. 
She ran nimbly as a kitten lor a lew steps, and took hold of the cold 
Luch of the door. It seemed to her as if something heavy were knocking 
with regular blows on all the walls ol the cottage. It was her heart 
heating and almost bursting with tenor and love. 

She opened the door, crossed the threshold, and set foot on the damp, 
told earth of the passageway. The all-enveloping coolness refreshed 
lier. She touched a slecj)ing man with her bare loot, stepped over him, 
and opened the door into the cottage where Prince Andrei was lying. 
It was dark in this room. On a bench in the corner, just back of the 
l)cd on whicli something lay, stood a tallow candle which in burning 
liad taken the form of a great mushroom. 

Natasha, ever since that morning, when she learned about Print e 
Vndrei’s wound and that he was with them, had made up her mind 
I hat she must see him. She did not know why this was necessary, but 
die knew the interview would be painful and therefore she was all 
I he more certain that it was inevitable. All that day she had lived in 
the hope of being able to see him that night. But now, when the moment 
liad actually come, she was filled with horror at the thought of what 
she was going to see. How was he mutilated? How much of him was left? 

When she caught sight of an ill-defined mass in the corner, and 
took his knees thrust up under the bedclothes for Jiis shoulders, she 
imagined some horrible body, and in her terror she paused. But an 
irresistible force compelled her to go forward. She cautiously took one 
step, then another, and found herself in the middle of the small room 
filled with luggage. On the bench in the corner under the holy pictures 
lay another man— this was Timokhin; and on the floor lay two other 
men— these were the doctor and the valet. 
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The valet sat up and whispered something. Timokhin, sufiEering from 
pain in his wounded leg, was not asleep, and stared with wide-open 
eyes at this strange apparition of a young girl in her white nightgown, 
dressing gown and nightcap. 

The sleepy and startled words of the valet, “What do you want? 
Who is it?“ merely caused Natasha to move the more quickly to what 
was lying in the corner. However incongruously unlike the form of 
man that body was, she still must see it. She passed by the valet; the 
candle flared up and she clearly saw Prince Andrei with his arms 
stretched out over the spread, and looking just as she had always 
known him. 

He was the same as ever. But the flushed face, his gleaming eyes 
gazing at her with ecstasy, and especially his delicate, boyish throat, 
relieved by the opened shirt collar, gave him a peculiarly innocent, 
childlike appearance that she had never before seen in him. 

She went to him and threw herself on her knees with the swift, pliant 
grace of youth. 

He smiled, and stretched out his hand to her. 


XIV 

A WEEK HAD passed since Prince Andrei had come to himself in the 
field hospital of Borodino. Almost all this time he had been in a state 
of unconsciousness. His feverish condition and the inflammation of 
his intestines, which had suffered a lesion, were, in the opinion ol the 
surgeon who attended him, destined to finish him off. But on the sev- 
enth day he ate a morsel of bread and drank some tea with appetite, 
and the doctor noticed that his fever had diminished. 

Prince Andrei had regained consciousness in the morning. The first 
night after they left Moscow had been quite warm, and Prince Andrei 
had not been moved from his carriage; but at Mitishchi he himself 
had asked to be taken into a house and given some tea. The anguish 
caused by moving him into the cottage caused Prince Andrei to groan 
aloud and to lose consciousness again. When they had placed him on 
the camp bed, he lay for a long time motionless, with closed eyes. Then 
he had opened them, and asked in a whisper: 

“May I have tea?" 

Such a memory for the small details of life had amazed the surgeon 
He felt of Prince Andrei's pulse, and to his surprise and regret di^' 
covered that it was better. (The doctor noticed it with regret because 
from his experience he was certain that Prince Andrei could not live, 
and if he were to live on he would only have to die a little later in 
terrible agony.) 

The red-nosed major of Prince Andrei's regiment, Timokhin, had 
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been brought to Moscow with him, wounded in the leg in the same 
Battle of Borodino. They were accompanied by the surgeon, the 
prince's valet, his coachman, and two orderlies. 

They had handed Prince Andrei his tea. He drank it eagerly, looking 
witli feverish eyes straight ahead at the door, apparently trying to 
understand and remember something. 

“I don’t want any more. Is Timokhin there?" he asked. Timokhin 
crept along on the bench toward him. 

"I am here, your excellency." 

"How is the wound?" 

"Mine? It’s all right. But you?" 

Prince Andrei again lay thinking, as if trying to remember something. 

"Can’t you get me the book?" he asked. 

"What book?" 

"The New Testament." 

"The New Testament? I haven’t one." 

The doctor promised to get one for him, and began to inquire of 
the prince how he felt. Prince Andrei replied reluctantly but intelligibly 
to all the doctor's questions, and then said he would like a bolster, for 
he felt uncomfortable, and his wound was very painful. The doctor 
and valet took oflE the cloak that covered him, and scowling at the 
putrid odor of the gangrene spreading through the wound, began to 
examine the terrible place. The surgeon found the state of things very 
unsatisfactory, made some different disposition of the bandages, and 
turned the wounded man over, making him groan again; and the 
agony caused in turning him back again caused him to lose conscious- 
ness; he became delirious. He kept insisting that they should fetch, as 
quickly as possible, the book he wanted, and place it in such and such 
a place. 

"What would it cost you?" he asked. "I haven’t one— please get me 
onel— let me have it for just a minute!" he had pleaded, in a pitiful 
voice. 

The doctor went into the vestibule to wash his hands. 

"Ah! it’s terrible, truly!" he said to the valet, who was pouring water 
over his hands. "Only look at him for a moment. Why, it's such agony 
I’m amazed that he endures it." 

"Well, we have to take what is sent us! O Lord Jesus Christ!" ejacu- 
lated the valet. 

Prince Andrei for the first time had realized where he was and what 
was the matter with him, and remembered that he had been wounded, 
and how, when the carriage slopped at Mitishchi, he had asked to be 
taken into the cottage. His mind grew confused again from the pain, 
but he had come to himself, for a second time, in the cottage, as he 
was drinking the tea; and then once more, as he recalled all his experi- 
ences, he recalled more vividly than anything else that moment in the 
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field hospital when, at sight of the sufferings of the man he so hated, 
new thoughts that gave promise of happiness came to him. And these 
thoughts, though obscure and vague, had now again taken possession 
of his mind. 

“Yes, a new happiness, not to be taken from man, was revealed to 
me," he said to himself, as he lay in the semiobscurity of the quiet hut, 
and looked up with feverishly wide-open and fixed eyes. “A happiness 
to be found outside of material forces, outside of exterior, material 
influences, the happiness of the spirit alone, of love. Every man can 
understand it, but God alone can adjudge it and prescribe it. But how 
does God prescribe this law? Why did the Son . . . ?“ 

And suddenly the course of his thoughts was broken off, and Prince 
Andrei heard— but he could not tell whether he really heard it or 
whether it was his delirium— he heard a low lisping voice constantly 
rehearsing in measured rhythm: “i piti - piti - and then again 

ti-ti,” and then “i piii-piti-piti/* and then once more “i ti-ti.** 

At the same time, while this whispered music was echoing, Prince 
Andrei felt that over his face, over the very center of it, was rising a 
strange sort of airy edifice ol delicate little needles or splinters. He 
felt— but this was trying to him— that it was necessary for him to keep 
in perfect equilibrium, so that the growing edifice might not crumble; 
but nevertheless it collapsed, and then slowly rose again to the sounds 
of this whispered, rhythmic music. 

“It is growing, it is growing! It is stretching up and growing!"' said 
Prince Andiei to himscll. “But why does that structure rise up and 
stretch out so, and that piti-piti-piii i ti-ti i piti— piti— pitif-That is 
enough , . . please stop,” begged Prince Andrei, as if addressing 
someone. And suddenly again his thoughts and feeling became extraor- 
dinai'ily clear and distinct. 

“Yes, love,” he thought, with perfect clarity, “but not that love which 
loves for a purpose, for a personal end, but that love which I for the 
first time experienced, when, dying, I saw my enemy and could still love 
him. 1 experienced the feeling of love which is the very essence of the 
soul, and which needs no object. Anti even now I experience that blessed 
feeling. To love one’s neighbors, to love one’s enemies. Always to love 
—to love God in all His manilestations. To love one’s friends is human 
love, but to love one's enemies is divine. And this is what made me 
experience such bliss when I felt I loved that man! What has become 
of him? Is he living, or— 

“Love in its human form may change into hate; but divine love 
cannot change. Nothing, not even death, can destroy it. It is the very 
essence of the soul. But how many people have I hated in my life! And 
none have I ever loved more warmly or hated more bitterly than her!” 

And he vividly pictured Natasha, not as she had formerly appealed 
to his imagination, through her charming personality alone; but, for 
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the first time, in her spiritual nature. And he understood her feelings, 
her suffering, her shame, and her repentance. Now for the first time 
he realized all the cruelty of his renunciation, saw the cruelty of his 
break with her. 

“If I might only see her once again . . . once again look into her 
eyes, and tell her . . . “ 

“/ piti - piti - piti - i ti-ti i piti - piti - bumm!” went the fly. And his 
attention was suddenly diverted to that other world of delirious activity 
in which such strange things took place. 

“Ohl how trying this incessant hallucination isl” said Prince Andrei 
to himself, striving to banish this vision from his imagination. But the 
face still appeared before him in all the vividness of reality; this face 
even approached him. 

Prince Andrei was anxious to return to the former world of pure 
thought, but he could not, and delirium held him in thraldom. 7'he 
low whispering voice continued its rhythmic lisping, something like 
a weight oppressed him, and the strange vision stood in Iront of him. 
Prince Andrei summoned all his energies, so as to become master of 
himself; he moved, and suddenly in his cars there was a humming, 
his eyes grew clouded, and, like a man plunged in water, he lost con- 
sciousness. When he came to his senses, Natasha, the veritable living 
Natasha, whom of all people in the wwld he had been most anxious 
to love with that new, pure, divine love just revealed to him, was before 
him, on her knecsl He realized that this was the living, actual Natasha; 
and he felt no surprise, but only a gentle sense of gladness. 

Natasha, on her knees before him, restrained her sobs and gazed at 
him timidly but intently; she could not stir. Her face was pale and 
motionless; only the lips quivered slightly. 

Prince Andrei drew a sigh of relief, smiled, and stretched out his 
hand. 

“You?" he asked. “What happine.ssi" 

Natasha, still on her knees, with swift but cautious movement bent 
over to him, and, cautiously taking his hand, bent her face down to 
it and began to kiss it, scarcely touching it with her lips. 

“Forgive me!" she murmured, lifting her head and gazing at him. 
“Forgive me!" 

“1 love you!" said Prince Andrei. 

“Forgive ..." 

"What have I to forgive?" asked Prince Andrei. , 

"For . . . give me for . . . what I . . . did!" continued Natagha, 
almost inaudibly, in a broken whisper, and she began to kiss his hand 
more rapidly than before, scarcely touching it wdth her lips. 

"I love you better, more dearly than ever," said Prince Andrei, lifting 
her face with his hand so that he might look into her eyes. 

Those eyes, overflowing with happy tears, looked at him timidly. 
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compassionately, and with the ecstasy of love. Natasha's face was thin 
and pale, the lips swollen; was now more than ugly, it was ghastly. 
But Prince Andrei did not notice that; he saw her shining eyes, and 
they were beautiful. 

Voices sounded behind them. Peter, the prince’s valet, now thor- 
oughly awake, aroused the doctor. Timokhin, who had not been asleep 
at all because of the pain in his leg, had not noticed what was going 
on, and, after carefully covering himself, curled up on the bench. 

“What docs this mean?’’ asked the doctor, sitting up. “Please go, 
young ladyl’’ 

At the same time the maid sent by the countess to fetch her daughter 
knocked at the door. 

Like a sleepwalker awakened in the midst of a dream, Natasha 
left the room, and, returning to her own cottage, fell sobbing on 
her bed. 

From that day forth, during all the rest of the Rostofs’ journey, at 
all their halts and resting places, Natasha sat by the wounded Bol- 
konsky’s side, and the doctor was forced to confess that he had never 
expected to see in a young girl such constancy or such skill in nursing 
a wounded man. 

Terrible as it seemed to the countess to think that the prince might 
(or, as the doctor said, probably would) die during the journey, in 
W daughter’s arms, she had not the heart to refuse Natasha. 

Though, in consequence of the now reestablished relationship be- 
tween the wounded prince and Natasha, it occurred to them that in 
case he recovered, the engagement might be renewed, no one— Natasha 
and Prince Andrei least of all— spoke about it. 

The undecided question of life and death which hung over not 
Bolkonsky alone, hut over Russia as well, kept all other considerations 
in the background. 


XV 

Pierre awoke late on the fifteenth of September. His head ached; his 
clothes, in which he had slept without undressing, hung heavy on him, 
and his mind was burdened by a dull consciousness of something shame- 
ful he had done the night before. 

This shameful act was his talk with Captain Ramball. 

It was eleven o’clock by his watch, but it seemed peculiarly dark out 
of doors. Pierre got up, rubbed his eyes, and, seeing the pistol with its 
carved handle, which Gerasim had replaced on the writing table, he 
remembered where he was, and what was before him on that day. 

“But am I not too late?’’ he queried. “No, probably he would not 
make his entrance into Moscow before twelve o’clock.’’ 
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Pierre did not allow himself to think what was before him, but he 
made all the greater haste to act. 

Having adjusted his attire, Pierre took up the pistol and made ready 
to go. But then for the first time he wondered how he should carry his 
weapon through the street otherwise than in his hand. It was hard to 
hide the great pistol even under the flowing coachman’s coat. Nor was 
it possible to keep it out of sight in his belt or under his arm. Moreover, 
the pistol had been discharged and Pierre had not had time to reload it. 

“Well, the dagger is just as good,” said he to himself, though more 
than once while deliberating over the accomplishment of his under- 
taking, he had come to the conclusion that the chief mistake made by 
the student in 1809 consisted in his attempt to kill Napoleon with a 
dagger. 

But Pierre’s chief end consisted not so much in carrying out his 
scheme as it did in proving to himself that he had not renounced his 
purpose and was doing everything to fulfil it. He hastily seized the 
blunt and notched dagger in its green sheath, which he had bought 
together with the pistol at the Sukharef tower, and concealed it under 
his waistcoat. 

Having belted up his coat and pulled his hat down over his eyes, 
Pierre, trying to make no noise and to avoid the captain, crept along 
the corridor and went into the street. 

I’he fire, which he had looked at so indifferently the evening before, 
had noticeably increased during the night. Moscow was burning at 
various points. Most of the houses had their doors and shutters nailed 
up. The streets and alleys were deserted. The air was full of smoke and 
the smell of burning. Occasionally he met Russians with anxiously 
timid faces, and Frenchmen of uncitified, military aspect, who walked 
in the middle of the street. All looked with amazement at Pierre. The 
Russians were impressed not only by his great height and stoutness, 
but by the strange, gloomily concentrated and martyrlike expression 
of his face and figure, and they stared at him because they could not 
make out to what rank of life he belonged. The French followed him 
m amazement because Pierre, unlike the other Russians, paid abso- 
lutely no attention to them, instead of looking at them in trepidation 
or curiosity. 

He heard nothing and saw nothing of what was going on around 
him. With a sense of nervous haste and horror, he took with him, like 
something terrible and alien to him, that project pf his; and he feared 
—taught by his experience of the night before— that something would 
distract him. But it was not Pierre's fate to reach his destination in 
the same frame of mind. Moreover, even if nothing had occurred to 
detain him, his project could not now have been carried out, for the 
reason that Napoleon already was seated, in the gloomiest frame of 
mind, in the imperial study of the Kremlin palace, issuing detailed and 
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urgent orders in regard to the measures to be taken at once tor extin- 
guishing the fires, preventing pillage, and reassuring the inhabitants. 

But Pierre knew nothing about this; wholly absorbed in the present, 
he was tormenting himself as men do who recognize that their under- 
taking is impossible, not because of its difficulties but because it is so 
entirely unsuited to their nature. He was tormented by his fear that 
at the decisive moment he might weaken, and consequently lose his 
self-respect. 

Although he saw nothing and heard nothing, he instinctively took 
the right road. But as Pierre approached the Povarskaya the smoke 
grew denser and denser, and he even began to feel the heat from the 
fire. Occasionally, he could see tongues of flame behind the roofs of 
the houses. More people were found on the streets, and these people 
were more excited and anxious. But Pierre, though he was conscious 
that something extraordinary was going on around him, did not realize 
that he was approaching the conflagration. 

As he followed along a footpath that skirted a large open space 
bordered on one side by the Povarskaya, on the other by the park 
attached to Prince Gruzinsky's mansion, Pierre suddenly heard near 
him the pitiful shrieks of a woman. He stopj)ed as if wakened out of 
a dream, and raised his head. 

On one side of the footpath, on the dry, dusty grass, was piled up 
a heap of household furniture: feather bed, samovar, icons, and trunks. 
On the ground next to the trunks sat a lean, elderly woman, with long, 
projecting upper teeth. She was dressed in a black cloak and a cap. 
This woman rocked herself to and fro, and was muttering as she wept 
and sobbed. Two little girls, ten or twelve years old, dressed in short, 
dirty skirts and little cloaks, gazed at their mother with an expression 
of p)erplexity on their pale, frightened faces. A little boy of seven, in 
a coat and cap altogether too big for him, was weeping in his old 
nurse's arms. A dirty, barelegged servant girl was sitting on a trunk, 
and, having let down her pale blond plait, was pulling out the scorched 
hairs, smelling of them as she did so. 7’he husband of the family, a 
short, round-shouldered little man in undress uniform, with wheel-like 
little side whiskers and lovelocks brushed smoothly from under his cap, 
with impassive face, was sorting the trunks piled one on top of the 
other, and trying to get some clothes out. 

The woman almost threw herself at Pierre's feet when she saw him. 

“Oh, good father! Oh, orthodox Christian! Help, save her! . . . Oh, 
dear sir! . . . Whoever you are, help!” she cried, through her sobs. 
“My little daughter! . . . my daughter! . . . My youngest daughter 
has been left behind! . . . She is burning up! Oh! oh! oh! oh, why did 
I nurse her? . . . Oh! oh! oh!” 

“There! that’ll do, Marya Nikolayevna,” expostulated her husband 
in a mild voice, but evidently merely so as to make a good impression 
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on the stranger. “Sister must have got her. If not, it's all over with 
her by this time," he added. 

“Monster! Villain!" angrily screamed the woman, suddenly ceasing 
to weep. “There’s no heart in you! You have no pity for your own 
child! Any other man would have snatched her from the fire. But you 
are a monster . . . and not a man, and not a father. . . . But you, 
sir, you are noble!" cried the woman, addressing Pierre, speaking 
rapidly, and sobbing. “The row was on fire; ours caught. The girl 
cried: ‘We are on fire.’ We tried to save what we could. Whatever 
we could lay our hands on, we carried out. This here is what we 
saved. . . . The holy picture and our wedding bed— all tlie rest was 
lost. We got the children, all but Katitchka! Oh! oh! oh! oh, Lord!" and 
again she burst into tears. “My darling little one! she’s burnt up! she’s 
burnt up!" 

“But where was it, where was she left?" asked Pierre. 

By the expression of his excited face, the woman realized that this 
man might help her. 

“Father!" she cried, clasping him around the legs. “Benel.uior! set 
my heart at ease! . . . Aniska, go, you nasty hussy! show him the wav ” 
she cried to the girl, and angrily opened her mouth, still more exposing 
her long teeth. 

“Lead the way, lead the way ...I. ..I... I will do what I 
can," stammered Pierre, in a panting voice. 

The dirty-Iooking girl came out from behind the trunk, put up her 
braid, and, with a sigh, started oft down the footpath, with her stubbed, 
bare feet. 

Pierre had, as it were, wakened suddenly lo life after a heavy swoon. 
He raised his head higher, his eyes were filled with the sjiark of life, 
and with rapid strides he followed the girl, passed her, and hiinicd 
along the Povarskaya. The whole street was shioudcd in clouds of 
black smoke. Tongues ol flame here and there darted out fiom it. A 
great crowd of people were packed together in front of the fire. In 
the middle of the street stood a French general saying somc ihing to 
those around him. Pierre, accomjjanied by the girl, was going Upward 
the place where the general stood, but French soldiers haltcxl him. 

“You cannot pass!" cried a voice. 

“This way, uncle," cried the girl; “we’ll go around by this side street, 
through Nikulini." 

Pierre turned back and almost ran as he hastened in her footsteps 
so as to overtake her. The girl scurried along, turned clown a cross 
street at the left, and, passing by three houses, turned into the gates 
of a house at the right. 

“There it is . . . right there!" cried the girl, and, running across 
the yard, she opened a wicket doc^r in the deal fence, and, stepping 
back a step, pointed out to Pierre a small wooden “wing" where ih( 
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flames were burning bright and hot. One side was already fallen in; 
the other was burning, and the flames were bursting out from the 
broken windows and from under the roof. 

When Pierre reached the wicket he was suffocated by the heat, and 
involuntarily drew back. 

‘Which . . . which is your house?” he asked. 

“Ohl ohi ohi” howled the girl, as she pointed to the wing. “That 
one there; that was our home.” 

“Are you burnt up, O Katitchka! our treasurel my darling little 
mistress! Oh! oh!“ howled the girl at the sight of the fire, feeling it 
necessary for her also to express her feelings. 

Pierre edged toward the burning wing, but the heat was so powerful 
that he was obliged to make a wide circle around the building, and 
lie came out next to a large house which was as yet burning only on 
one side of the roof. A great crowd of Frenchmen were swarming 
around it. 

Pierre could not at first understand what these Frenchmen, who 
appeared to be dragging something, were doing; but when he saw one 
of them strike a peasant with the flat of his saber, and take away from 
him a foxskin coat, Pierre had a dim idea that pillaging was going on 
there; still tlie idea merely flashed through his mind. 

The noise of the crackling and the crash of falling walls and ceilings, 
the hissing and snapping of the flames, and the excited cries of the 
people, tlie spectacle of billowing, whirling clouds of smoke now thick 
and black, now dotted with gleaming sparks, now lighted up with 
solid, sheaf-sliaped red and golden-scaled flames lapping the walls, the 
sense of the heat and the smoke, and the swiftness of motion, all served 
lo produce upon Pierre the usual exciting effect of fires. This effect 
was peculiarly powerful upon him, because suddenly, at the sight of 
this fire, he felt himself liberated from the oppression of his thoughts. 
He felt young, gay, agile, and resolute. He ran around the wing from 
the burning house, and tried to force his way into that part of it that 
was still standing, when suddenly he heard, over his very head, several 
voices shouting, immediately followed by the rush and metallic ring 
of some heavy body falling near him. 

Pierre looked around and saw in the windows of the house some 
Frenchmen who had just flung out a chest of drawers full of some 
metallic articles. Other French soldiers, standing below, were running 
to the chest of drawers. 

“Well, what does this fellow want here?” cried one of the Frenchmen, 
seeing Pierre. 

“A child in this house? Haven’t you seen a child?” asked Pierre, in 
French. 

“Wait! What’s he babbling about? Go to the devil!” replied a voice; 
and one of the soldiers, evidently fearing that it was Pierre's intention 
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to rob them of the silver and bronzes that were in the drawers, came 
up to him in a threatening manner. 

“A child?” cried the Frenchman from above, heard something 
squealing in the garden. Perhaps it was the poor man’s little brat. 
Must be humane, you know." 

“Where is it? Where is it?” asked Pierre. 

"Therel Therel” cried the Frenchman from the window, pointing 
to the garden behind the house. “Wait, I’m coming right down.” And, 
in fact, in a moment the Frenchman, a black-eyed fellow with a spot 
on his cheek, and in his shirt sleeves, sprang from the window of the 
first story, and, giving Pierre a slap on the shoulder, ran with him 
down into the garden. “Hurry up, boys,” he cried to his comrades. 
“Beginning to grow warm.” 

Running behind the house, on the sand-strewn path, the Frenchman 
gave Pierre's arm a pull and pointed to a round open space. On a 
bench sat a little girl of three years, in a pink dress. 

“There’s your brat. Ah! a little girl! So much the better,” said the 
Frenchman. “Good-by, old fellow. Must be humane. We are all mortal, 
you know.” And the Frenchman with the spot on his cheek hurried back 
to his comrades. 

Pierre, choking with delight, started toward the girl, and was going 
to pick her up in his arms. But the little one, pale like her mother, and 
scrofulous— an unpleasant-looking child— seeing the strange man, set 
up a screech and tried to run away. Pierre, however, seized her, and 
took her in his arms. She screamed in a desperately angry voice, and with 
her slender little arms struggled to tear herself away from Pierre and to 
bite him with her slobbery mouth. Pierre was seized by a feeling of 
horror and revulsion such as he would have felt at contact with any 
nasty little animal. But he forced himself not to abandon the child, and 
hastened with her back to the great house. He found it impossible to 
return the same way; the servant girl had disappeared, and Pierre, witli 
a feeling of pity and disgust, holding to his heart as tenderly as he could 
the miserably sobbing and wet little girl, ran through the garden to find 
another exit. 


XVI 

When Pierre, making his way around by yards 'and alleys, brought 
his burden back to Prince Gruzinsky’s garden, on the corner of the 
Povarskaya, he did not at first recognize the place he had left when 
he went after the child— it was so swarming with people and with 
household furniture. Besides the Russian families taking refuge here 
with their treasures, there were also many French soldiers, in various 
garb. 
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Pierre paid no attention to them. He was in haste to find the ofl&ciars 
family, 90 as to restore the little girl to her mother, and then go and 
rescue someone else. It seemed to him that he still had very much to 
do, and as speedily as possible. Heated with the fire and his exertion 
in running, Pierre at that moment experienced more keenly than ever 
that feeling of youth, energy, and resolution which had taken possession 
of him when he started to rescue the child. 

The little girl was calmer now, and, clinging to Pierre's coat, she 
sat on his arm and like a little wnld animal gazed around her. 

Pierre occasionally looked down at her and smiled. It seemed to 
him that he saw something touchingly innocent in that scared and 
sickly little face. 

Neither the official nor his wife was to be seen in the place where 
they had been before. Pierre, with rapid snides, wandered round 
among the people, scrutinizing the various faces. 

His attention was accidentally attracted to a Georgian or Armenian 
family, consisting of a handsome man of very advanced age with a 
face of Oriental type and dressed in a new sheepskin coat and new 
hoots, an old woman of the same type, and a young woman. This 
very young woman seemed to Pierre the perfection of Oriental beauty, 
with her clark brows delicately arched, and her long face of remarkable 
Ircshness ol complexion and genuine but expressionless beauty. Amid 
the indiscriminate heap of household articles on the green, she, in her 
1 ich satin mantle and bright lilac kerchief covering her head, reminded 
one of a delicate hothouse flower flung out into the snow. She sat on 
a parcel behind the edd w^oman, and with her motionless, big, dark, 
long eyes, shaded by long lashes, looked at the ground. 

Eviciently she was conscious of her beauty, and it filled her with 
alarm. This face struck Pierre, and, in spite of his haste as he passed 
along the lence, several times he glanced around at her. 

On reaching the fence and still not finding those of wdiom he was 
in search, Pierre paused and looked around, llis figure, with the child 
in his arms, was now even mc^re noticeable than before, and a number 
ol Russians, both men and women, gathcTcd around him. 

'‘Have you lost anyone, clc'ar man?” . . . “You arc a noble, aren’t 
)ou?” . . . “Whose child is that?” were among the cjuestions put to 
him. 

Pierre explained that the child belonged to a tvoman in a black 
mantle, who had been sitting in that very spot with her children; and 
he asked if no one knew who she was, and where she had gone. 

“It must be the Anferofs,” said an old deacon, addressing a pock- 
marked woman. “Lord, have mere)! Lord,, have mercy!” he added, in 
his usual bass. 

“Where are the Anferofs?” asked the woman. “The Anferofs started 
early this ntorning. This may be Marya Nikolayevna's or the Ivanofs'." 
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"■He said a woman, but Marya Nikolayevna is a lady," said a house- 
hold serf. 

"Surely you must know her— long teeth, a thin woman," said Pierre. 

"Certainly, it’s Marya Nikolayevna. They went into the garden as 
soon as these wolves came down on us," said the peasant woman, point- 
ing to the French soldiers. 

"O Lord, have mercyl" again ejaculated the deacon. 

"Go down yonder, then. You’ll find them. She’s there. She was all 
tired out; she was crying," said the peasant woman. "She is over there. 
You'll find her." 

But Pierre did not liear what the woman said. For several seconds he 
had been watching anxiously what was going on a few steps away. He 
was looking at the Armenian family and a couple of French soldiers 
who had approached them. One of these soldiers, a little, nimble man, 
wore a blue overcoat belted with a rope. He had a nightcap on his 
head and w^as barefooted. 

The second, who especially attracted Pierre’s attention, was a long, 
lank, round-shouldered, white-haired man, slow in his movements, and 
with an idiotic expression of countenance. He was clad in a rough 
wool cloak, with blue trousers, and Hessian boots which were full of 
holes. 

The little bootless Frenchman in the blue overcoat had gone up to 
the Armenians, and, after making some remark, had seized the old 
man by the legs, and the old man had immediately begun to pull off 
his boots in great haste. 

The other one had taken up his position in front of the pretty 
Armenian girl, and, with his hands thrust deep in his pockets, was 
staring at her in perfect silence, without moving. 

"Take it, take the child!" exclaimed Pierre, addressing the peasant 
woman in imperative tones, holding out the little girl. "Take her and 
give her back to them!" he cried, and set the screaming child on the 
ground, and then turned once more to look at the Frenchman and 
the Armenian family. 

I’he old man was, by this time, barefooted. The little Frenchman 
had appropriated his second boot, and was knocking the two together. 
The old man with a sob made some remark, but Pierre merely glanced 
at him; his whole attention was attracted to the Frenchman in the 
cloak, who, slowly swaggering, had by this time approached the young 
woman, and, drawing his hands from his pockets, was just taking her 
by the neck. 

The beautiful Armenian girl continued .sitting in the same impassive 
posture, with her long lashes drooping, and apparently neither saw 
nor felt what the soldier was doing to her. 

By the time Pierre had taken the .several steps that .separated him 
from the Frenchmen, the lank marauder had already snatched a neck- 
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lace trom the Armenian girl's neck, and the young woman, clasping 
her hands around her throat, uttered a piercing shriek. 

“Let this woman alonel" roared Pierre in a furious voice, clutching 
the lank, stooping soldier by the shoulder, and flinging him off. The 
soldier fell flat, picked himself up, and ran away. But his comrade, 
throwing down his booty of boots, drew his cutlass, and advanced 
threateningly against Pierre. “See herel None of your nonsensel" he 
cried. 

Pierre was in that rapt state of fury which, when it came upon 
him, made him oblivious of everything, and multiplied his strength 
tenfold. He threw himself upon the barefooted Frenchman, and, before 
the fellow had time to use his cutlass, he had knocked him over and 
was beating him with his fists. 

The people gathered around with an approving yell, but just at that 
instant appeared around the corner a mounted squad of French Uhlans. 
The Uhlans came up to Pierre and the Frenchman at a trot, and 
surrounded them. Pierre remembered nothing of what followed. He 
only remembered that he was pounding someone, that he himself was 
pounded, and that, finally, he became conscious that his arms were 
hound; that a crowd of French soldiers were standing around him and 
searching his clothes. 

“He has a dagger. Lieutenant," were the first words that Pierre 
comprehended. 

“Aha, armed I" said the officer, and he turned to the barefooted 
soldier who had been taken at the same time with Pierre. 

“Very good; you shall tell all this at the court-martial," said the 
officer. And immediately he turned to Pierre. 

**Parlez-vous frangais, vousP' 

Pierre glared around him with bloodshot eyes, and made no reply. 
Evidently his face must have seemed very terrible, because the officer 
gave a whispered order and four other Uhlans detached themselves 
from the squad and stationed themselves on each side of Pierre. 

*'Parlez-x)ous frangais?” asked the officer a second time, keeping at 
a respectful distance from him. “Bring the interpreter." 

A little man in the dress of a Russian civilian came forth from the 
ranks. Pierre instantly knew by his attire and his accent that he was 
a Frenchman from some Moscow shop. 

“He does not look like a man of the common people," said the 
i!7terpreter, eyeing Pierre. 

“Oh, hoi it seems to me he has the appearance of being one of the 
incendiaries," said the officer. “Ask him who he is," he added. 

“Who are you?" demanded the interpreter. “You should reply to 
the authorities," said he. 

“I will not tell you who I am. I am your prisoner. Take me away,” 
suddenly exclaimed Pierre, speaking in French. 
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“Aha!'* exclaimed the officer, scowling. “Come on." 

A crowd had gathered around the Uhlans. Closest of all to Pierre 
stood the pockmarked peasant woman with tlie little girl. When the 
squad started she sprang forward. 

“Where are they taking you, my good friend?" she demanded. “The 
little girl! What shall I do with the little girl if she isn't theirs?" in- 
sisted the woman. 

“What does this woman want?" asked the officer. 

Pierre was like one drunk. His exalted state of mind was still more 
intensified at the sight of the little girl whom he had saved. 

“What does she want?" he exclaimed. “She has brought my daughter, 
whom I just saved from the flames," he explained. “Adieu!" and he 
himself, not knowing why he should have told this aimless falsehood, 
marched off with resolute, enthusiastic steps, surrounded by the 
Frenchmen. 

This patrol of French horsemen was one of those sent our to put 
a stop to pillaging and especially to apprehend the incendiaries who, 
according to the general impression prevalent that day among the 
French, were the cause of the conflagrations. After riding up and down 
several streets, the squad had gathered in some half-dozen Russians— 
a shopkeeper, two students, a peasant, and a manservant, and a few 
marauders. 

But of all the suspects the most suspicious of all seemed to be Pierre. 
When they were all taken to the place of detention— a great mansion 
on the Zubovsky Val— where the guardhouse was established, Picric 
was given a special, separate room, under a strong guard. 
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PART TWELFTH 


1 

P ETERSBURG life wcnt on in its old channels— tranquil, sumptuousi 
engrossed only in phantoms and rellections ot life; and anyone 
in the current of this life needed to exercise great energy to 
recognize the peril and the difficult position in which the Russian 
nation was placed. There were the same levees and balls, the same 
French theater, the same court interests, the same official interests, and 
the same intrigues. 

Only in the very highest circles were any efforts made to realize the 
difficulties of the actual situation. 

On the seventh of September, the same day as the Battle of Borodino, 
Anna Pavlovna gave a reception. The chief item ot news that day 
in Petersburg was Countess Bezukhof's illness. The countess had been 
unexpectedly taken ill several days before; she had missed several as- 
semblies of which she was the adornment, and rumor had it that she 
received no one, and that, instead of the famous Petersburg doctors 
who had usually prescribed for her, she had intrusted her case to an 
Italian doctor, who was treating her by some new and extraordinary 
method. 

All knew perfectly well that the charming countess' illness arose from 
the difficulty of marrying two husbands at once, and that the Italian's 
treatment consisted in the removal of these difficulties; but in Anna 
Pavlovna's presence no one even dared think about this; it was as if 
it were not known by anyone. 

"They say the poor countess is very ill. The doctor says it is angina 
pectoris." 

"Angina? Oh, that is a terrible illness." 

"They say the rivals are reconciled, thanks to this angina." The word 
“angina" was pronounced with great unction. 



"The old count, I am told, is very pathetic. He wept like a child 
when the doctor told him it was a dangerous case." 

"Oh, it would be a terrible lossi She's a bewitching creaturel" 

"You were speaking of the poor countess," said Anna Pavlovna, 
joining the group. "I sent to hear how she was. They informed me that 
she was a little better. Oh, unquestionably she is the most charming 
woman in the world," said Anna Pavlovna, with a smile at her own 
enthusiasm. "We belong to different camps, but that does not prevent 
me from esteeming her as she deserves. She is very unhappy," added 
Anna Pavlovna. 

Supposing that Anna Pavlovna by these words slightly lifted the veil 
of mystery that shrouded the countess' illness, one indiscreet young 
man allowed himself to express his amazement that physicians of repute 
had not been called, but that a charlatan, who might very easily ad- 
minister dangerous remedies, was treating the countess. 

"You may be better informed than I am," suddenly said Anna 
Pavlovna in a cutting tone to the inexperienced young man. "But I 
have been told on very good authority that this doctor is a very learned 
and very skilful man. He is private physician to the Queen of Spain.’* 

And having thus annihilated the young man, Anna Pavlovna turned 
to Bilibin, who, in another circle, having wrinkled up his face and 
evidently made ready to smooth it out again preliminary to getting 
off a witticism, was speaking about the Austrians. 

"I find it charming," said he, referring to a diplomatic document 
which had been sent to accompany some Austrian standards captured 
by Wittgenstein— the hero of Petrolpolis, as he was called in Petersburg. 

"What, what is that?" said Anna Pavlovna, turning to him with a 
view to causing a silence, so that the witticism, which she had already 
heard, might be more effective. 

And Bilibin repeated the following authentic words of the diplo- 
matic dispatch, which he himself had drawn up. 

" ‘The emperor returns the Austrian flags,' " said Bilibin, " ‘friendly 
flags gone astray, which he found off the usual route.' " 

"Delightful, delightful 1" exclaimed Prince Vasili. 

"You will see," exclaimed Anna Pavlovna. "We shall have news 
tomorrow; it's the sovereign’s birthday. I have a happy presentiment." 

Anna Pavlovna's presentiment was in fact justified. 

On the following day, during the Te Deum chanted at the palace 
in honor of the emperor's birthday, Prince Volkonsky was called out 
from the chapel and handed an envelope from Prince Kutuzof. This 
contained Kutuzof 's report written from Tatarinovo on the day of 
the battle. Kutuzof wrote that the Russians had not fallen back a step, 
that the French had lost far more than we had, that he made his report 
in all haste from the field of battle, without having had time, as yet, 
to receive all details. 
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Of course it was a victory. And instantly, without dismissing the 
audience, a thanksgiving was sung to the Creator for His aid and for 
the victory. 

Anna Pavlovna's presentiment was justified; and throughout the city 
there reigned, all that morning, joyful and festive enthusiasm. All con- 
sidered the victory complete, and many went so far as to talk about 
Napoleon himself being a prisoner, and of his overthrow and the 
choice of a new sovereign for France. 

“What did I tell you about Kutuzof?" now exclaimed Prince Vasili, 
with the pride of a prophet. ‘‘1 always said he was the only one capable 
of beating Napoleon." 

But on the following day no news was received from the army, and 
the general voice began to be anxious. The courtiers suffered from the 
painful state of ignorance in which the sovereign was left. 

“What a position for the sovereign!" said the courtiers; and be- 
fore the third day had passed they already began to pass judgment 
on Kutuzof, who was regarded as the cause of the sovereign's un- 
easiness. 

Prince Vasili on that day ceased to boast of his protSgS Kutuzof, 
and maintained a discreet silence when the commander-in-chief was 
mentioned. 

Moreover, on the evening of this same day, as if all things conspired 
together to alarm and disquiet the inhabitants of Petersburg, another 
terrible piece of news was announced. Countess Elena Bezukhof sud- 
denly died of that terrible disease which her friends found it so pleasant 
to name. 

Officially, in all the great coterie it was declared that the Countess 
Bezukhof had died of a terrible attack of angina pectoris, but in select 
circles details were forthcoming: how the private physician of the 
Queen of Spain had prescribed for Helene small doses of some medicine 
so as to bring about certain effects; and how Helene, worried because 
the old count had some suspicion of her, and because her husband, 
to whom she had written (that miserable, depraved Pierre), did not 
reply to her, suddenly took an overdose of the drug prescribed, and 
died in agony before help could be got to her. It was said that Prince 
Vasili and the old count had at first blamed the Italian; but the Italian 
had showed them such letters from the late unfortunate countess that 
they had instantly let him go. 

On the third day after Kutuzof's dispatch had been received, a 
landed proprietor arrived at Petersburg from Moscow, and soon the 
whole city was ringing with the news that Moscow was abandoned to 
the French. 

This was terrible! In what a position it placed the sovereign! Kutuzof 
was a traitor, and Prince Vasili, while receiving visits of condolence 
on the death of his daughter, speaking of that same Kutuzof whom he 
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had but shortly been praising (it was pardonable that in his grief he 
should forget what he said before), declared that it was idle to expect 
anything else from a blind and lewd old man. 

**1 am only amazed that the fate of Russia should have been intrusted 
to such a man!” 


II 

Nine days after the abandonment of Moscow, a messenger from 
Kutuzof arrived in Petersburg with the official confirmation of the 
abandonment of Moscow. This courier was the Frenchman Michaud, 
but, though a foreigner, yet a Russian in heart and soul— as he himscll 
declared. 

Though the source of Monsieur Michaud's chagrin must have been 
very different from that from which the grief of the Russian people 
proceeded, Michaud drew such a melancholy face as he was ushered 
into the sovereign’s study, that the sovereign instantly asked him: 

“Are you bringing me bad news, colonel?” 

“Very bad, sire,” replied Michaud, with a sigh, and dropping his 
eyes, “the abandonment of Moscow!” 

“Can they have surrendered my ancient capital without a battle?” 
exclaimed the emperor, an angry flush suddenly rising in his face. 

Michaud respectfully delivered the message with which he had been 
intrusted by Kutuzof; namely, that it was a sheer impossibility to 
accept an engagement at Moscow, and that as but one choice was left, 
to lose both the army and Moscow, or Moscow alone, the field marshal 
had felt it his duty to choose the latter alternative. 

Tlie sovereign listened in silence, not looking at Michaud. 

“Has the enemy entered the city?” he demanded. 

“Yes, your majesty, and it is a heap of ashes by this time. When I 
left it, it was all on fire,” said Michaud, resolutely; but when he glanced 
at the emperor, Michaud was horror-struck at what he had said. The 
sovereign was breathing with quick labored respirations; his lower lip 
trembled and his handsome blue eyes for an instant overflowed with 
tears. 

But this lasted only a moment. The sovereign suddenly scowled as 
if he were annoyed at himself for his weakness. And, raising his head, 
he turned to Michaud, with a steady voice: 

“I see, colonel, from all that is happening to us,” said he, “that 
Providence demands great sacrifices of us. ... I am ready to submit 
to His will; but tell me, Michaud, how did you leave the army which 
saw my ancient capital thus abandoned without striking a blow? Did 
you see no signs of discouragement?” 

Michaud, seeing this calmness of his “very gracious sovereign,” in 
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staiitly recovered his own presence of mind; but he was not yet ready 
to reply to the emperor's straightforward and unequivocal question 
which demanded a straightforward answer. 

“Your majesty, will you allow me to speak freely, as a loyal soldier?" 
he asked, for the sake of gaining time. 

"Colonel, that is what I always demand," said the emperor. "Conceal 
nothing from me; I wish to know absolutely how matters stand." 

"Your majesty," said Michaud, with a shrewd but scarcely perceptible 
smile on his lips, having now collected himself sufficiently to formulate 
his answer in a graceful and respectful play of words: "Your majesty, 
I left the whole army, from the chiefs down to the last soldier, without 
exception, in a state of terrible, desperate fear ..." 

"How is that?" interrupted the sovereign, frowning darkly. "Will 
my Russians allow themselves to be cast down by misfortune? . . . 
Never!" 

This was all that Michaud wished so as to complete his play of 
words. 

"Your majesty," said he, with a sprightly but respectful expression, 
"their only fear is that your majesty, through kindness of heart, will 
be persuaded to make peace. They are burning to fight," said the ac- 
credited representative of the Russian people, "and to prove to your 
majesty by the sacrifice of their lives how devoted they are." 

"All!" said the sovereign, reassured; and with an affectionate gleam 
flashing from his eyes, he tapped Michaud on the shoulder. "You relieve 
me, colonel." 

The sovereign then dropped his head and remained for some time 
lost in thought. 

"Very well! Return to the army," said he, drawing him.self up to his 
full height and turning to Michaud with a gentle but majestic gesture. 
"And tell our brave men, tell all my good subjects everywhere you 
go, that when I have no soldiers left, I will place myself at the head 
of my beloved nobles and of my worthy peasants, and thus I will 
exhaust the last resources of my empire. It will furnish me yet with 
more than my enemies think," said the sovereign, growing more and 
more moved. "But if ever it were written in the decrees of Divine 
Providence," he went on to say, raising to heaven his beautiful, kindly 
eyes, gleaming with emotion, "that my family should cease to reign 
on the throne of my ancestors, then, after having exhausted all the 
means that are in my power, I will allow my beard to grow to here" 
—the sovereign placed his hand halfway down his chest— "and 1 will 
go and eat potatoes with the humblest of my peasants .sooner than 
sign the shame of my country and of my beloved nation, whose sacrifices 
I can appreciate." 

Having said these words in a voice full of emotion, the sovereign 
suddenly turned round, evidently to hide from Michaud the tears that 
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filled his eyes, and walked to the end of his study. After standing there 
a few moments he came back to Michaud with long strides, and gave 
his arm a powerful squeeze below the elbow. His handsome, kindly 
face was flushed, and his eyes flashed with decision and wrath: 

“Colonel Michaud, do not forget what I have said to you here; 
perhaps some day we will recall it with pleasure—either Napoleon or 
I,“ said the sovereign, laying his hand on his chest. “We can no longer 
reign together. I have learned to know him; he will never deceive 
me again!” 

And the sovereign, with a frown, relapsed into silence. 

Michaud, though a foreigner, yet a Russian in heart and soul, felt 
at that solemn moment enraptured by all that he had just heard (as 
he said afterwards), and in the expressions that followed, he uttered 
not only his own feelings but also the feelings of the Russian people, 
whose representative he considered himself. 

“Sire!” said he, “your majesty at this moment seals the glory of the 
nation and the safety of Europe.” 

The sovereign with an inclination of the head dismissed Michatid. 


Ill 

At the time when Russia was half conquered and the inhabitahti 
of Moscow were fleeing to distant provinces, and levy after levy of tte 
militia was rising for the defense of the fatherland, we, who were lujt 
alive at the time, involuntarily imagine that all the men of Rus^ 
from small to great, were solely occupied in sacrificing themselves, te 
saving the country, or in bewailing its ruin. Stories and descriptidni 
of that period, all without exception, speak of self-sacrifice, love fdr 
the fatherland, the desperation, sorrow, and heroism of the RussiaiiiL 
In reality this was not so at all. The majority of the men of that 
paid no attention to the general course of events, and were 
guided by the personal interests of their day. And those very men 
the most important factors of the time. 

The significance of the event which was at that time taking |^bci| 
in Russia was proportionately incomprehensible according to the pi^ 
which any man took in it. In Petersburg and the provinces remote fWttA 
Moscow, ladies and men in militia uniforms mourned over Russia 
the capital and talked about self-sacrifice and other such things; but 
in the army which was retreating from Moscow almost nothing was 
said or thought about Moscow; and as they looked at the conflagra* 
tion no one dreamed of wreaking vengeance on the French, but the? 
thought of the next quarter's pay, about the next halting place, about 
Matrioshka the canteen wench, and the like. 

Nikolai Rostof, without any pretense of self-sacrifice, but casually 
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the war having surprised him while he was still in the service, took a 
genuine and continuous part in the defense of his country, and accord- 
ingly looked without despair and without somber forebodings on what 
was then happening in Russia. If anyone had asked him what he 
thought about the condition of Russia at the time, he would have 
replied that it was not for him to think about it, that Kutuzof and 
the others were for that, but he had heard that more regiments were 
mobilizing, and that there would be still more fighting, and that if 
nothing happened it would not be astonishing if in a couple of years 
he were given command of a regiment. 

It was because he took this view of affairs that he not only felt no 
regret at being deprived of participation in the last engagement, having 
received word that he was appointed commander of a remount expe- 
dition to Voronezh after horses for his division, but was even perfectly 
delighted, and took no pains to hide it from his comrades, who were 
generous enough to sympathize with him. 

In the most jovial frame of mind, Nikolai reached Voronezh in the 
evening, put up at the inn, ordered all that he had so long been in 
need of at the front, and on the next day, after getting a clean shave 
and putting on his long unused dress uniform, he went to pay his 
respects to the dty officials. 

The governor was a lively little man, very friendly and simple- 
hearted. He told Nikolai of several establishments where he might 
obtain horses, recommended to him a horse dealer in the city and a 
landed proprietor fourteen miles from the city who kept good horses, 
and he promised him every kind of codperation. 

“Are you Count Ilya Rostofs son? My wife used to be very good 
friends with your mother. On Thursdays I always have a reception: 
today is Thursday; do me the favor of coming informally," said the 
governor, as Nikolai took his leave. 

Provincial life in i8ia was pretty much the same as ever, with only 
this difference, that it was unusually gay in the little city owing to 
the presence of a number of wealthy families from Moscow and to the 
fact that, as in everything that was done in Russia at this time, there 
was unprecedented luxury observable (the sea being but knee-deep to 
drunken men), while the small talk which is a necessity among people, 
and which hitherto had been concerned merely with the weather and 
petty gossip, now turned on the state of Moscow, the war, and Napoleon. 

The society which met at the governor's was the best society of 
Voronezh. 

There were any number of ladies, there were several of Nikolai's 
Moscow acquaintances; but there was not a man who could in any 
way compare with the gallant hussar, decorated with the highest St. 
George's cross, the good-natured, well-bred Count RostofI 

Among the men was an Italian who had been an officer in the 
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French army and was now a prisoner, and Nikolai felt that this pris- 
oner's presence still further enhanced his importance as a Russian 
hero. It was a kind of trophy I Nikolai felt this, and it seemed to him 
that this was the way they all regarded the Italian, and so he treated 
him cordially, but with a certain dignity and reserve. 

As soon as Nikolai entered the room in his hussar's uniform, dif- 
fusing around him an odor of perfumes and of wine, he became tlie 
center of the gathering; all eyes were fixed on him, and he immediately 
felt that the position of general favorite which he had taken in the 
province was exceedingly appropriate to him, and pleasant, and, after 
such long deprivation, really intoxicating in its agreeableness. Not 
only at the post stations and the taverns were the servant maids flattered 
by his attentions, but here, at the governor’s reception, it seemed to 
Nikolai that there was an inexhaustible array of young married women 
and pretty girls who were impatient to have him give them a share of 
his attention. The ladies and young girls flirted with him, and the old 
people, from the very first moment, took it on themselves to find a 
wife for this madcap young hussar and make him settle down. Among 
the latter was the governor’s wife herself, who received Rostof like a 
near relative, and called him ’‘Nikolai.” 

All that evening Nikolai devoted most of his attentions to a bluc- 
cyed, plump and pretty little blonde, the wife of one of the government 
officials. With that naive conviction with whicli young men flattei 
themselves that other men’s wives were created especially for their 
diversion, Rostof stayed by this lady, and treated her husband in a 
friendly, somewhat conspiratorial way, as if it were to be quite taken 
for granted, though as yet nothing had been said about it, that th('\ 
would get along splendidly— that is, Nikolai with this man’s wife I The 
husband, however, did not seem to share in this conviction and did 
his best to treat Rostof with marked coldness. But Nikolai's unaf- 
fected frankness was so unbounded that more than once the husband 
was obliged, in spite of himself, to give way to Nikolai’s geniality. 
Toward the end of the evening, however, in proportion as his wife’s 
face grew more and more flushed and excited, her husband’s face grew 
more and more set and melanclioly, as if there were a common fund 
of vivacity shared by the two so that in proportion as it increased in 
the wife, it decreased in the husband. 

Nikolai, with a beaming smile on his lips, sat in his armchair, leaning 
over as near as possible to the pretty blonde, whispering flowery com- 
pliments into her ear. Briskly shifting his legs in their tight riding 
trousers, exhaling the odor of perfumes, and contemplating his lady 
and himself, and the handsome shape of his calves under his top boots, 
Nikolai was telling the pretty blonde that it was his plan, while he 
was there at Voronezh, to run away with a certain lady. 

“Who is she?” 
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“Charming, divinel Her eyes’ -Nikolai looked closely at his neighbor 
—“are blue; her lips, coral; her white skin”— he gave a significant look 
at her shoulders— “her form, Diana’s!” 

The husband joined them and asked his wife gloomily what she 
was talking about. 

“Ah! Nikita Ivanovitcli,” exclaimed Nikolai, politely rising. And, 
as if he were anxious for Nikita Ivanovitch to share in his jokes, he 
confided to him his intention of eloping with a certain pretty blonde. 

The husband smiled chillingly, the wife rapturously. The governor’s 
worthy wife came up to them with a disapproving look on her face. 

“Anna Ignatyevna is anxious to talk to you, Nikolai,” said she, and 
by her tone Rostof instantly realized that Anna Ignatyevna was a very 
important individual. “Come, let us go, Nikolai. You permit me to call 
you so, don’t you?” 

“Oh, yes, aunt. But who is she?” 

“Anna Ignatyevna Malvintseva. She has heard of you through her 
niece . . . how you rescued her! . . . Can you guess?” 

“But was she the only one I rescued there?” said Nikolai. 

“Her niece, the Princess Bolkonsky. She is here with her aunt in 
Voronezh. Oho! how he blushes! What does that mean, now?” 

“I could not imagine, . . . there, there, aunt.” 

“Pretty good, pretty good! Oh, what a boy you arc!” 

The governor’s wife led him to a tall and very stately old lady with 
a blue toque, who had just finished a hand at cards with the most conse- 
quential personages of the city. This was Madame Malvintsev, Princess 
Maria’s aunt on her mother’s side, a rich, childless widow who had 
always lived in Voronezh. She stood settling her card account when 
Rostof was brought to her. She blinked her eyes with a stern and im- 
portant expression, glanced at Nikolai, and went on berating the 
general who had won her money. 

“Very glad to see you, my dear,” said she, extending her hand. “Pray 
come and see me.” 

Alter speaking a few words about Princess Maria and her late father, 
whom, evidently, Madame Malvintsev had not loved, and asking a few 
questions as to what news Nikolai had to give about Prince Andrei, 
who also seemed not to enjoy her good graces, she dismissed him, 
repeating her invitation to visit her. 

Nikolai promised, and again flushed as he took leave of the widow. 

At the remembrance of Princess Maria, Rostof experienced a feeling 
of bashfulness, even of fear, which he could not understand. 

After leaving Madame Malvintsev, Rostof intended to return to 
the dancing again, but the little wife of the governor laid her plump 
little hand on his sleeve, saying that she wanted to have a talk with 
him; and she led him into the sitting room, which was instantly evacu- 
ated by those who were in it and who did not want to be in her way. 



“You must know, my dear,** said the governor's wife, with a serious 
expression on her good little face, “I have found exactly the right 
wife for you; do you want me to arrange the match?*' 

“Who is it, aunt?" asked Nikolai. 

“I propose the princess. What do you say? I am sure your mama 
would be very thankful. Truly, she is a charming girl, and, after all, 
she is not so very plainl** 

“Indeed, she isn't I ’* exclaimed Nikolai in an injured tone. “As for 
myself, aunt, I do as a soldier should; I never offer myself, and I never 
refuse anything,'' said Nikolai, before he had time to think what he 
was saying. 

“But remember! This is no joke.'* 

“What is no joke?*' 

“Yes, yes," said the governor’s wife, as if speaking to herself. “And 
see here, my dear, you arc quite too attentive to that other lady, the 
blonde. Really, her husband is to be pitied.*' 

“Oh, no; he and I are very good friends,** replied Nikolai, who in 
his simplicity of soul never once dreamed that such a gay way of 
whiling away time could be anything else than gay to anyone. 

“What foolish nonsense did I speak to the governor's wife?** Nikolai 
suddenly asked himself while at supper. “She is trying to make a match 
. . . but Sonya ...?** 

And on bidding the governor's wife good night, when she with a 
smile said to him, “Now remember . . . '* he drew her to one side. 

‘*Aunt, I have something which I really ought to tell you . . . *' 

“What can it be, my boy? Come in, and let us sit down here.’* 

Nikolai suddenly felt a desire and an irresistible impulse to confide 
to this woman, who was almost a stranger, all his private thoughts— 
thoughts he would never have told his mother, his sister, his friend. 
Afterwards, when he remembered this outburst of needless, inexplicable 
frankness, which nevertheless had very important consequences, it 
seemed to him as it always seems to people— that he had acted very 
foolishly; this outburst of frankness, together with other trivial circum- 
stances, had for him and for his whole family portentous results. 

“This is what I mean, aunt. Mama has for a long time been anxious 
for me to marry a rich young lady. But the idea of marrying for money 
has always been extremely repugnant.** 

“Oh, yes, I understand,** assented the governor's wife. 

“But Princess Bolkonsky; that is another thing. In the first place, I 
will tell you honestly, she pleases me very much; I like her extremely. 
And besides, after meeting her in such a way, in such a terrible position, 
the thought has often occurred to me that it was fate. You may remem- 
ber, mama long, long ago thought about this, before I ever happened to 
meet her, and somehow it happened that we never met. And then when 
my sister Natasha was engaged to her brother, why, of course, then it 
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became out of the question to think of marrying her. And now, just as 
Natasha s engagement is broken off, it must needs happen that I meet 
her; well, it*s all . . . this is the trouble. ... I have never told anyone 
about this, and I shall never speak of it again. Only to you.” 

The governor’s wife gave his elbow an encouraging pressure. 

“You know Sonya, my cousin. I love her, and 1 have promised to 
marry her, and I shall marry her. . . . And so you see there is nothing to 
be said about this other matter,” explained Nikolai, disconnectedly 
and reddening. 

“My dearl My dearl How can you have such ideas? Why, you know 
Sonya has nothing, and you yourself have told me that your papa's 
affairs are in a wretched state. And your mama? This would kill her, 
surelyl Then Sonya, if she is a girl with any heart, what a life it would 
be for her! Your mother in despair, your property all dissipated! . . . 
No, my dear, you and Sonya must see things as they are.” 

Nikolai made no reply. It was pleasant for him to hear this reasoning. 

“Still, aunt, this cannot be.” said he, with a sigh, after some little 
silence. “Then, do you suppose the princess would marry me? And 
besides, she is in mourning. How can such a thing be thought of?” 

“What? Do you suppose I would have you marry her instantly? There 
are ways and ways!” said the governor’s wife. 

“What a matchmaker, aunt!” said Nikolai, kissing her plump hand. 


IV 

When, on the day following her reception, the governor's wife went to 
call upon Madame Malvintscva, after a private conversation with her in 
regard to her scheme (making the reservation that, though under 
present circumstances it was impossible to think of a formal courtship, 
still the young people might be brought together and made acquainted); 
and when, after receiving the aunt’s approval, the governor’s wife spoke 
in Princess Maria’s presence of Rostof, praised him, and told how he had 
reddened at the mere mention of the princess’ name, Princess Maria 
experienced a feeling not of pleasure but of pain; her inward calm had 
entirely vanished, and again arose her desires, doubts, self-reproaches, 
and hopes. 

During the two days that intervened between hearing this news and 
her interview with Rostof, Princess Maria did not cease to think how 
she ought to behave toward him. At one moment she made up her mind 
that she would not go into the drawing-room when he came to call on 
her aunt, that it was not becoming for her to receive callers when she 
was in deep mourning; then again she thought that it would be rude 
after all that he had done for her; then it occurred to her that the gov- 
ernor’s wife and her aunt must have some designs on her and Rostof— 
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their glances, and certain words they had dropped, it seemed to her, 
confirmed this supposition— then she said to herself that nothing but 
her inborn wickedness made her have such thoughts; the others could 
not help remembering that in her situation, while she had not yet taken 
off her ‘‘deep mourning," such a wooing would be an insult to her as 
well as to her father's memory. 

Assuming that she should go down to meet him, Princess Maria tried 
to imagine what words he would say to her and she should say to him, 
and at one moment these words seemed to possess too great significance. 
More than all else she was apprehensive that on meeting him she would 
show her bashfulness, that it would take possession of her and betray 
her as soon as she saw him. But when on Sunday, after Mass, the footman 
announced at the drawing-room door that Count Rostof had come, the 
princess showed no symptoms of confusion; only a faint tinge of color 
suffused her cheeks, and her eyes shone with a new, luminous light. 

‘‘You have seen him, auntie?" asked Princess Maria in a tranquil 
voice, surprised herself that she could be outwardly so calm and natural. 

When Rostof entered the room the princess let her head droop for a 
moment, as if for the purpose of allowing the guest time to exchange 
greetings with her aunt; then, at the very moment that Nikolai came 
toward her, she raised her head and with radiant eyes met his glance. 
With a movement full of grace and dignity, she arose with a joyful 
smile, offered him her slender, delicate hand, and spoke to him in a 
voice which for the first time vibrated with new, deep, womanly tones. 

Mile. Bourienne, who was in the drawing-room, looked at Princess 
Maria in wonder and perplexity. She herself, though a most accom- 
plished coquette, could not have maneuvered better on meeting a man 
she wished to fascinate, 

‘‘Either black is becoming to her, or really she has grown pretty; I 
certainly never noticed it before," said Mile. Bourienne to herself. 

If Princess Maria had been in a position to think at that moment, she 
would have been even more amazed than was Mile. Bourienne. From 
the instant that she saw that kind face, so beloved, a new power of life 
took possession of her and compelled her, irrespective of her own will, to 
speak and act. Her face was suddenly transformed, just as the compli- 
cated artistic wwk on the sides of a painted or carved lamp shade comes 
out with sudden and unexpected details of beauty when a light is lighted 
in it. For the first time all her pure, spiritual, inward travail of so many 
years was laid open to the light. Her suffering, her yearnings after the 
right, her submission, love, self-sacrifice— all shone forth in her luminous 
eyes, in her gentle smile, in every feature of her tender face. 

Rostof saw all this so clearly that it seemed to him he had known 
her all his life. He felt that the being before him was different, was 
better, than all he had met before, and, what was more important, wa/ 
better than himself. 
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Their conversation was extremely simple and insignificant. They 
talked about the war, involuntarily, like everyone else, exaggerating 
their grief at the event; they talked about their last meeting, whereupon 
Nikolai tried to turn the conversation to something else; they talked 
about the governor’s good wife, about their parents. 

Princess Maria did not speak of her brother, deflecting the subject to 
another topic as soon as her aunt mentioned Andrei. It was evident that, 
while there might be some pretense in her expi cssions of grief in the 
miseries of Russia, her brother was an object too near to her heart, and 
she would not and could not talk about him. Nikolai noticed this, for, 
with a keenness of observation that was not at all characteristic of him, 
he noticed all the little shades of the princess' nature, with the effect of 
greatly intensifying his conviction that she was a being entirely out of 
the common. 

Nikolai, exactly the same as the princess, had changed color and 
become confused when her name was mentioned in his presence, and 
even when he thought about her; but in her presence he felt perfectly 
unhampered, and by no means confined himself to the set speeches he 
had made ready in advance, but spoke whatever came into his head. 

After his meeting with Princess Maria, although his manner of life 
continued to be the same outwardly, still he lost zest for his former 
pleasures. He frequently found himself thinking of her, but never as 
he had always, without exception, thought of the various young ladies 
he had met in society, nor even as he had thought of Sonya. 

Like almost every decent young man, when he had thought about any 
young lady as his possible wife he had tried to make her fit the condi- 
tions of marital existence, as he imagined it— the white dressing gown, 
the wife behind the samovar, his wufe's carriage, wee bits of children, 
mama and papa, their relations to her, and so lorth, and so forth; and 
these visions of the future had given him pleasure. But when he thought 
about Princess Maria, who was being proposed to him as a wife, he 
could not make the visions of his kittire married life in any way concrete. 
Even when he tried, everything seemed incoherent and false. All that 
remained in his mind was a kind of dread. 


V 

The terrible news of the Battle of Borodino, of our losses in dead and 
wounded, and the still more terrible tidings of the loss of Moscow, were 
received in Voronezh toward the end of September. 

Princess Maria, learning from the bulletin only that her brother wa.' 
wounded, and having no definite information about him, determined 
to go in search of him. This was what Nikolai heard. He himself had not 
seen her again. 
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On learning of the Battle of Borodino and the abandonment of 
Moscow, Nikolai, while not giving himself up to despair, anger, or 
desire for vengeance or the like, still suddenly began to feel bored and 
out of place at Voronezh; his conscience almost reproached him, and he 
felt awkward. All the talk that he heard seemed to him hypocritical; he 
did not know what judgment to pass on events, and he was conscious 
that not until he returned to his regiment would things become clear to 
him again. He made haste to accomplish his purchase of horses, and 
often without any just cause became impatient with his servant and the 
quartermaster. 

Several days before Rostof's departure a solemn service was held in 
the cathedral in honor of the victory that had been won by the Russian 
troops, and Nikolai was present. He was standing a little behind the 
governor, and though his gravity was worthy of the occasion, he was 
thinking of the most varied subjects even while he listened to the service. 
When the Te Deum was ended, the governor's wife called him to her. 

“Have you seen the princess?" she asked, with her head indicating a 
lady in black who stood behind the choir. 

Nikolai instantly recognized Princess Maria, not so much by her pro- 
file, a glimpse of which could be seen under her hat, as by that feeling of 
shyness, fear and pity which instantly came over him. Princess Maria, 
evidently absorbed in her thoughts, was crossing herself for the last 
time before leaving the church. 

Without waiting for the governor's wife to advise him to join her, 
without asking himself whether it was right or proper for him to address 
her there in the church, he instantly went to her and said that he had 
heard of her sorrow and that he sympathized with her with all his heart 
She had hardly caught the first sound of his voice when suddenly a 
bright light flashed into her face, showing at the same time her sorrow 
and her joy. 

“I only wanted to tell you this, princess," said Rostof; "that if Prince 
Andrei were not alive, it would be instantly announced in the bulletins, 
since he is a regimental commander." 

The princess looked at him, not comprehending his words, but 
delighting in the expression of sympathy and sorrow in his face. 

"And I have known so many cases where a wound caused by a splinter 
(in the bulletins it said by a shell) was either fatal immediately, or, if 
not, very trifling," said Nikolai. "You must hope for the best, and I am 
certain ..." 

Princess Maria interrupted him: 

"Oh, this would be so hor ..." she began, but her emotion over- 
mastered her, and, without completing the word, she bent her head with 
a graceful motion (like everything that she did in his presence), and, 
giving him a grateful look, rejoined her aunt. 

That evening Nikolai accepted no engagements out, but remained 
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at his lodgings in order to square up certain accounts with the horse 
dealers. 

When he completed his business it was too late to go anywhere, but 
too early to retire for the night. For a long time he walked up and down 
his solitary room, thinking over his life, which was an unusual thing 
for him to do. 

“She must be a marvelous girll A real angel!" said he to himself. “Why 
am I not free? Why was I in such haste with Sonya?" 

And involuntarily he began to compare the two: the poverty in one, 
the abundance in the other, of those spiritual gifts which Nikolai him- 
self had not, and which therefore he prized so highly. 

He tried to imagine what would be if he had been free. How he 
would have made his proposal to her, and how she would become his 
wile! But no, he could not imagine it. 

A strange feeling of dread came over him, and nothing clear presented 
itsell to his imagination. He had long ago drawn the picture of his future 
with Sonya, and it was all clear and simple because it had been thought 
out and he knew all that was in Sonya; but it was impossible to formu- 
late any scheme of life with Princess Maria, because he did not under- 
stand her, but only loved her. 

“Why cannot 1 pray for what I need?" he asked himself. “What do 1 
need? My freedom, to be released from Sonya. She said what was true" 
—he was recalling the words of the governor’s wife— “ 'Nothing but 
misfortune would come of my marrying her.' Confusion, grief to mama 
. . . terrible confusion! Yes, and I don’t love her. I don’t love her as 1 
ought. My God! Save me from this terrible inextricable state of things!" 
he began, trying to offer a prayer. “Yes, prayer moves the mountain, 
but faith is needful, and one should not pray as Natasha and I used to 
pray when we were children, that the snow would change to sugar, and 
then run outdoors to see whether our prayers were answered. No, but 
I cannot pray about trifles now," said he, as he laid his pipe down in the 
corner; and, folding his hands, he stood in front of the holy pictures. 
Touched by his recollection of Princess Maria, he began to pray as he 
had not prayed for a long, long time. The tears were standing in his 
eyes and swelling his throat when Lavrushka suddenly came in with 
documents in his hand. “Idiot!— why do you come sneaking in when 
you weren’t called?"' exclaimed Nikolai, abruptly changing his position. 

“From the governor," said Lavrushka, in a sleepy voice; “a courier 
came; letter for you." 

"All right, thanks! Now go!" 

Nikolai had two letters. One was from his mother, the other from 
Sonya. He recognized them by their handwriting, and he opened Sonya’s 
first. He had only read a few lines when his face grew pale and his eyes 
opened wide in terror and delight. 

"No, it cannot be!" he exclaimed aloud. He could not sit still, but 


597 



with the letter in his hand began to pace the room. He glanced through 
the letter, then read it, once and a second time, and, shrugging his 
shoulders and throwing out his hands, he stood still in the middle of the 
room with open mouth and set eyes. 

The very thing he had just been praying for, with the faith that God 
would fulfil his prayer, was granted; but Nikolai was amazed by this, as 
if it had come, not by the will of God, to whom he had offered his 
petition, but from ordinary chance. 

The apparently unsolvable knot that hampered Rostof's freedom 
was cut by this letter from Sonya— so unexpected (as it seemed to 
Nikolai) and unsolicited. She wrote that the recent unfortunate events, 
the loss of almost all the Rostofs* property in Moscow, and the countess' 
desire, more than once expressed, that Nikolai should marry Princess 
Bolkonsky, and his own silence and coldness of late, all taken together 
had caused her to decide to release him from his promise and give him 
perfect freedom. She wrote: 

It was too painful for me to think I might be a source of sorrow 
or dissension in a family which has loaded me with benefits, and my 
love has for its one single aim the happiness of those whom I love. 
And therefore I beseech you, Nikolai, to consider yourself perfectly 
free, and to know that, in spite of all, no one could love you more 
truly than your Sonya. 

The second letter was from the countess. In this there was given a 
full description of the last days in Moscow, their departure, the fire, and 
the loss of all their property. In this letter also, among other things, the 
countess wrote that Prince Andrei was among the wounded whom they 
had brought away with them. His condition was very critical, but now 
the doctor declared that there was more hope. Sonya and Natasha were 
nursing him as watchers. 

On the following day, Nikolai took this letter, and went to see Princess 
Maria. Neither Nikolai nor the princess said a word as to tlie significance 
of the fact that Natasha was attending Andrei; but, thanks to this letter, 
Nikolai felt drawn closer to the princess, almost as if he were a relative 
On the next day, Rostof escorted Princess Maria to Yaroslavl, and noi 
long after rejoined his regiment. 


VI 

Sonya's letter to Nikolai, coming so opportunely in answer to his 
prayer, had been written from Troitsa. This was the way it happened: 

The old countess had become more and more occupied with the idea 
of Nikolai's marrying a rich wife. She knew that Sonya was the chief 
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obstacle in the way of this. And Sonya’s life in the countess’ home had 
been made more and more trying of late, especially since Nikolai wrote 
of meeting Princess Maria at Bogucharovo. The countess lost no oppor- 
tunity to make insulting or cruel insinuations to Sonya. 

A few days before their departure from Moscow, however, the 
countess, moved and excited by all that was happening, had called 
Sonya to her, and, instead of loading her with reproaches and demands, 
had begged her with tears in her eyes to have pity, and, as a return for 
all that had been done for her, to release Nikolai from his engagement. 

“I shall never be content until you have given me this promise.” 

Sonya sobbed hysterically, promised through her sobs that she would 
do anything, that she was ready for any sacrifice; but she did not give 
the promise in so many words, and in her heart she found it impossible 
to consent. 

It was necessary for her to sacrifice herself for the happiness of the 
family that had sheltered and educated her. To sacrifice herself for 
the happiness of otliers was second nature to Sonya. Her j)osiiion in the 
household was such that only through sacrifice could she show her 
worth, and she was accustomed to sacrifice herself, and loved to do so. 
But hitherto she had enjoyed the pleasant consciousness that in sacri- 
ficing herself she was enhancing her value in her own eyes and the eyes 
of others, and was becoming more worthy of Nikolai whom she loved 
above all else in the world. Now her sacrifice was to consist in renounc- 
ing all that had promised to be the reward of her sacrifice, the whole 
meaning of life. And for the first time in her life she had biller ieelings 
against those very people who had loaded Jier with benefits only to 
torment her the more. She began to hate Natasha, who had never been 
rec|uired to sacrifice herself, but who had obliged others to sacrifice 
themselves for her, and yet was loved by all. 

And for the first time she felt that her gentle, pure love for Nikolai 
was growing into a passion which was mightier than law and virtue and 
leligion. Under the influence ol this feeling, Sonya, w^ho had been 
involuntarily taught by her life of dependence to he reserved, rej:)lied 
to the countess in general, indefinite terms, avoided saying more, and 
made up her mind to wait until she should see Nikolai again, with the 
idea, not of giving him his freedom, but, on the contrary, ol binding him 
to her forever. 

The labors and terror incident to those last days that the Rostofs 
spent in Moscow put out of mind the gloomy thoughts that had been 
weighing her down. She was glad to find an escape from them in practical 
activity. But when she learned of Prince Andrei’s presence in the house, 
notwithstanding her genuine pity felt for him ancl for Natasha, she was 
vseized by a blithe and superstitious presentiment that God did not wish 
her to be separated from Nikolai. 

She knew that Natasha had never loved anyone but Prince Andrei 
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and that she still loved him. She knew that, now being brought together 
in such terrible circumstances, they would renew their mutual affection, 
and that it would then be impossible for Nikolai to marry Princess 
Maria because of the relationship. Nothwithstanding the horror of all 
that had taken place during the last days in Moscow and during the 
early part of their journey, this feeling, this consciousness of the inter- 
ference of Providence in her personal affairs, had rejoiced Sonya’s heart. 

7'he Rostofs made their first halt at the Troitsa, or Trinity, 
Monastery. 

At the hostelry of the monastery the Rostofs were assigned three large 
rooms, one of which was taken by Prince Andrei. The wounded man 
was much better that day. Natasha had been sitting with him. In the 
adjoining room the count and countess were engaged in a polite conver- 
sation with the Father Superior, who had come to pay his respects to his 
old acquaintances and benefactors. Sonya was also sitting with them, 
and was tormented by curiosity as to what Prince Andrei and Natasha 
were talking about, for she could hear the sounds of their voices. The 
door of Prince Andrei’s room had been left open. 

Natasha, with agitated face, came running out, and not heeding the 
monk, who rose to meet her and offered her his right hand under his 
flowing sleeves, went straight to Sonya and took her by the arm. 

“Natashal What is the matter? Come herel” said the countess. 

Natasha submitted to the priest’s blessing, and the Father Superior 
advised her to go for help to God and his saint. 

As soon as the Father Superior was gone, Natasha took her cousin’s 
hand, and drew her into the empty room. 

’‘Sonyal Is he going to live? Say yesi” said she. “Sonyal How happy I 
am, and how unhappy 1 Sonya darling, it is all just as it used to be. If 
only he would live! . . . He can’t get well . . . because . . . be . . . cause ...” 

And Natasha burst into tears 

”YesI He will. I have been sure of iti Glory to Godl He will get well!” 

Sonya was no less agitated than Natasha, not only because of her 
friend’s suffering and sorrow, but also because of her own private 
thoughts, which she shared with no one. Sobbing, she kissed Natasha, 
and tried to soothe her. 

“If only he would get well!” she said to herself. 

There happened to be on that day an opportunity to send letters to 
the army, and the countess was writing to her son. 

“Sonya,” said the countess, lifting her head from her letter as her 
niece passed her, “Sonya, won’t you write Nikolai?” She asked in a 
gentle, trembling voice; and by the look in her weary eyes, gazing at her 
over her spectacles, Sonya knew what she meant by those words. In 
that look was expressed a prayer, and fear of a refusal, and shame that 
she was obliged to ask such a thing, and readiness for implacable hatred 
in case of refusal. 
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Sonya went to the countess, and, kneeling down beside her, kissed her 
hand. 

“I will write," said she. 

Now, when she knew that, in case Natasha's engagement to Prince 
Andrei was renewed, Nikolai could not marry Princess Maria, she had 
a sense of joy in the return of this condition of self-sacrifice which was 
her habit. And with tears in her eyes and blissful consciousness of having 
accomplished a magnanimous action, though several times interrupted 
by the tears that clouded her velvety dark eyes, she wrote the touching 
letter, the receipt of which had so amazed Nikolai. 


VII 

All the Russians locked in with Pierre were men of the very lowest 
station. And all of them, recognizing that Pierre was a gentleman, 
shunned him, and all the more from the fact that he spoke French. 
Pierre with a certain sadness listened to their sarcasms at his expense. 

On the following evening Pierre learned that all these prisoners (and 
apparently he himself in the number) were to be tried for incendiarism. 
On the third day Pierre and the rest were conducted to a house where 
were a French general with a white mustache, two colonels, and sev- 
eral other Frenchmen with chevrons on their sleeves. Pierre, just as the 
others, was subjected to a series of questions put with that shrewdness 
and precision that affect to be superior to all human weaknesses and 
are characteristic of all ordinary dealings with prisoners at the bar. Who 
was he? Where had he been? For what purpose? And so lorth. 

These questions, putting aside the essence of the vital fact and exclud- 
ing the possibility of getting at the truth, were like all questions put 
at legal examinations, having for their objec t the laying down of a 
sort of gutter in which examiners wush the answers of the victim to 
trickle so that he may be brought to the desired point; namely, in- 
crimination I Moreover, Pierre experienced what is always experienced 
by men on trial: a sense of perplexity, of wonder why all these questions 
were asked. It was evident that all his answers were taken as j)roof of 
his guilt. 

To the question as to what he was doing when he was arrested, Pierre 
replied with a certain tragic force that he was restf:)ring to its parents a 
child he had rescued from the flames. 

Why had he fought with the marauder? Pierre replied that he was 
protecting a woman, that the defense of an insulted woman was the 
duty of every man, that . . . 

They interrupted him; this was irrelevant. 

Why had he been in the yard of the burning building where the 
witnesses had seen him? 
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He replied that he had gone out to see what was happening in 
Moscow. 

He was again interrupted; he had not been asked where he was going, 
but why he was in the vicinity of the fire. 

Who was he? they asked, reiterating their first question; he replied 
once more that he could not tell them that. 

“Write that down; it looks bad. Very bad,“ sternly said the white- 
mustached general with the florid complexion. 

Pierre and thirteen others were removed to the Krimsky Brod, or 
Crimean Ford, and placed in the barn of a merchant’s mansion. As they 
marched along the streets Pierre was suffocated by the smoke, which 
seemed to him to have settled down over the entire city. In various 
directions fires could be seen. 

On the twentieth of September an officer of very great importance, to 
judge by the respect the guards showed him, came into the barn to 
see the prisoners. This officer, who apparently belonged to Napoleon's 
staff, had a list in his hand, and called a roll of all the Russians, desig- 
nating Pierre as “the man who refuses to give his name." Surveying the 
prisoners with a look of lazy indifference, he ordered the officer of the 
guard to see that they were decently clad and tidy before they were 
brought into the marshal's presence. Within an hour, a file of soldiers 
appeared, and Pierre and thirteen others were taken out to the Virgin's 
Field. 

No flames were visible, but on all sides arose columns of smoke, and 
all Moscow, as far as Pierre could sec, was one conflagration. 

Pierre and the other prisoners were conducted to the right-hand side 
of the Virgin's Field, to a large white house with an immense garden 
not far from the monastery. This was Prince Shcherbatof's house, which 
Pierre had often been in, and which now, as he ascertained from the 
talk of the soldiers, was occupied by the marshal, the Prince d’Eckmiihl 
(Davoust). They were taken to the porch, and led into the house one at 
a time. Pierre was the sixth. Through the glass gallery, the entry, the 
anteroom, rooms all well known to Pierre, he was led into a long, low 
study at the door of which stood an aide-de-camp. 

Davoust, with his spectacles on his nose, sat by a table at one end of 
the room. Pierre came close to him. Davoust consulted a document 
placed in front of him. Without even raising his eyes, he asked in a 
low voice: “Who are you?” 

Pierre said nothing, for the reason that he had not the power to 
utter a word. Davoust, in Pierre's eyes, was not simply a French general; 
for Pierre, Davoust was a man notorious for his cruelty. As he looked 
into that icy face, like that of a stern teacher who is willing to be patient 
for a time and wait for a reply, Pierre felt that every second of delay 
might cost him his life, but he did not know what to say. He could 
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not make up his mind to repeat what he had said at the first examina- 
tion; to divulge his name and station was at once dangerous and 
shameful. 

Pierre said nothing. 

But before he had time to come to any decision Davoust raised his 
head, pushed his spectacles up on his forehead, squinted his eyes, and 
gave Pierre a fixed stare. 

“I know this man,” said he, in an icy tone, evidently meant to alarm 
Pierre. The chill which before had been running up and down Pierre's 
back clutched his head as in a vise. 

“General, you cannot possibly know me; I have never seen you ...” 

“He is a Russian spy,” interrupted Davoust, turning to another 
general who happened to be in the room and had not before been 
observed by Pierre. And Davoust looked away. 

With an unexpected rumbling in his voice, Pierre suddenly began to 
speak rapidly. 

“No, monscigneur,” said he, unexpectedly remembering that Davoust 
was a duke. “No, monseigneur, you cannot have known me. 1 am an 
officer of militia, and I have not been out of Moscow.” 

“Your name?” demanded Davoust. 

“Bezukhof.” 

“Who will prove that you are not lying?” 

“Monseigneur I” cried Pierre, in a tone that betrayed not offense but 
expostulation. 

Davoust raised his eyes and stared at Pierre. For several seconds they 
looked into each other's eyes, and this look was what saved Pierre. In 
this look there was established between these two men, above and 
beyond all the conditions of war and the courtroom, the relations of 
a common humanity. Both of tlumi at that one moment became con- 
fusedly conscious of an infinite number of things, and realized that 
they ])oth were children of humanity— that they were brothers. 

For Davoust, who had only just raised his head from the list where 
tlie acts and lives of men were represented by numbers, Pierre at first 
glance was only an incident, and Davoust would have had him shot 
without his conscience regarding it as a wicked deed; but now he began 
to sec that he was a man. He deliberated for an instant. 

“How will you prove tlie truth of what you tell me?” asked Davoust, 
coldly. 

Pierre remembered Ramball, and mentioned his regiment and name 
and the street where his lodgings would be femnd. 

“You are not what you say you are,” reiterated Davoust. 

Pierre, in a trembling, broken voice, began to adduce proofs of the 
correctness of his representation. 

But at this instant an aide entered and made some report to Davoust. 
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Davoust suddenly grew radiant at the news communicated by the 
aide-de-camp, and began to button up his coat. He had evidently for- 
gotten Pierre’s existence. 

When the aide reminded him of the prisoner, he frowned and nodded 
in Pierre’s direction, and ordered him to be led away. But where was he 
to be led? Pierre had no idea, whether back to the barn or to the place 
prepared for the execution, which, as he had crossed the Virgin’s Field, 
his comrades had pointed out to him. 

Pierre had no idea how long he was kept walking or where he was 
taken. In a condition of absolute stupor and abstraction, conscious of 
nothing around him, he mechanically moved his legs together with the 
others until they were all halted, and then he also halted. 

During all this time one thought filled his mind. This thought was: 
Who had in the last analysis condemned him to be executed? It was not 
the same men who had examined him at the court-martial; there was 
not one man among them who would have been willing, or, in all prob- 
ability, could have done so. It was not Davoust, who had looked at him 
with such a human look. One instant more and Davoust would have 
understood that they were making a mistake, but that moment was 
disturbed by the aide who had come in. And this aide evidently would 
not willingly have done anything wrong, but he could not help it. Who, 
then, was it that was the final cause of his being punished, killed, 
deprived of life— he, Pierre, with all his recollections, yearnings, hopes, 
ideas? Who was doing this? 

And Pierre felt that it was no one. 

It was the order of things, the chain of circumstances. 

This order of things was somehow killing him— Pierre— depriving 
him of life, destroying him. 

From Prince Shcherbatof’s house, the prisoners were conducted 
directly down along the Virgin’s Field, to the left of the monastery, and 
were brought into a kitchen garden where stood an upright post. Bark 
of the post a great pit had been dug, the fresh earth was piled up at 
one side, and around the pit and the pillar, in a semicircle, stood a 
great crowd of people, consisting of a few Russians and a great number 
of Napoleonic troops out of military rank; Prussians, Italians, and 
French, in various uniforms. At the right and left of the post stood files 
of French troops in blue uniforms with red epaulets, in gaiters and 
shakoes. 

The condemned were stationed in the same order as they had occu- 
pied on the list— Pierre was number six— and they were brought up to 
the post. A number of drums were beaten suddenly on two sides, and 
Pierre felt that at these sounds a part of his very soul was torn from 
him. He lost the faculty of thinking and considering. He could only see 
and hear. He had only one desire left— that the terrible thing that had to 



be done should be done as speedily as possible. Pierre glanced at his 
comrades and observed them. 

Two men at the end were shaven-headed convicts. One was tall, thin; 
the other, dark, hirsute, muscular, with a flattened nose. Number three 
was a domestic serf, forty-five years old, with grayish hair and a plump, 
well-fed body. The fourth was a very handsome peasant with a bushy] 
reddish beard, and dark eyes. Number five was a factory hand, a sallow, 
lean fellow of eighteen, who wore a loose coat. 

Pierre listened to the French soldiers asking how the men should be 
shot: one at a time or two at a time. 

“Two at a time,” replied the senior officer, in a tone of cool 
composure. 

A stir ran through the rank and file of the soldiery, and it was plain 
to see that all were making ready, and making ready not as men who 
make haste to do something that all comprehend, but rather as men 
make haste to finish some unusual task that must be done, yet is un- 
pleasant and incomprehensible. 

A French official wearing a scarf came up to the right-hand side of the 
file of the condemned, and read the sentence in Russian and in French. 

Then two couples of the French soldiers advanced to the prisoners, 
and, by direction of the officer, pinioned the two convicts who stood 
at the end. The convicts were halted at the post, and while the death 
caps were being brought looked silently around tlieni, as a disabled wild 
beast at bay glares at the approaching hunter. 

One kept crossing himself, the other scratched his back and tried to 
force his lips to smile. The soldiers, with hasty hands, began to bind 
their eyes, to put on the death caps, and fasten the men to the post. 

A dozen musketeers with their guns in their hands stepped forth with 
firm measured steps, and came to a halt eight paces from the post. 

Pierre looked away so as not to see what was going to hay^pen. Sud- 
denly came a crash and a rattle which seemed to Pierre louder than the 
most terrific thunderclap, and he looked around. There was smoke, and 
some Frenchmen, with pale faces and trembling hands, were doing 
something at the pit. 

Two others were led out. In the same way, with the same eyes, these 
two also gazed at them all, vainly, with their eyes alone— for their lips 
were silent— begging for help, and evidently not comprehending and not 
realizing what was going to be. They could not believe, because they 
alone knew what life meant to them, and therefore they neither under- 
stood nor believed that it could be taken from them. 

Pierre wished not to look, and again turned his head away; but again 
his ears were assailed as by a terrible explosion, and, at the same time, 
he saw the smoke, the blood of someone, and the f)ale, frightened faces 
of the Frenchmen again occupied with something near the post— with 
trembling hands jostling one another. 
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Pierre, breathing heavily, glanced around him, as if to ask, "Wliat is 
the meaning of this?" 

The same question was expressed in all the eyes that met Pierre’s. 

On all the faces of the Russians, on the faces of the French soldiers 
and officers, all without exception, he read the same fear, horror and 
struggle that were in his heart. 

"Yes, who is really doing this? They all suffer just exactly as I do. 
Who is it? Who?" Such was the question that flashed through Pierre’s 
mind. 

"Squad of the 86th, forward," someone commanded. 

The man who was fifth on the list, and stood next to Pierre, was led 
out— alone! 

Pierre did not comprehend that he was saved; that he and all the 
others had been brought out simply to be witnesses of the execution. 
With ever-increasing horror, but with no sense either of joy or of relief, 
he watched what was going on. 

The fifih man was the factory workman in the loose coat. The 
moment they laid tlicir hands on him he seemed overwhelmed with 
terror, and clung to Pierre. 

Pierre shuddered and shook him off. 

The factory hand could not walk. He was seized under the arms and 
dragged away, yelling something. When they brought him to the post 
he suddenly became quiet. An idea suddenly seemed to occur to him. 
Whether he realized that it was idle to scream, or felt that it was im- 
possible that these men really meant to kill him, at all events he stood 
by the post waiting for his eyes to be bandaged, just as the others had 
done, and like the wild beast at bay glared around him with flashing 
eyes. 

Some command must have been given; the command must have been 
followed by the reports of eight muskets. But Pierre, in spite of all his 
subsequent efforts to remember, heard not the slightest report from the 
firearms. He only saw how the factory hand for some reason suddenly 
leaned with all his weight on the ropes, how blood showed in two spots, 
and how the ropes themselves gave way from the weight of the suspended 
body, and the factory hand, unnaturally lolling his head, and with his 
legs doubling under him, sat down. 

Pierre ran up to the post. No one detained him. The terror-stricken 
men were doing something or other about the factory hand. One old, 
mustached French soldier, as he untied the ropes, could not prevent his 
lower jaw from trembling. The body was laid on the ground. The 
soldiers clumsily and in all haste dragged it behind the post, and pro- 
ceeded to push it into the pit. They all, evidently, were well assured 
that these men were criminals, and that it was necessary as quickly as 
possible to put out ol sight all traces of their crime. 

"This'll teach 'em to set fires," said one of the Frenchmen. 
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VIII 


After the execution Pierre was separated from the others and placed 
by himself in a small, dilapidated and filthy churdi. 

Just before evening a noncommissioned officer of the guard, accom- 
panied by two soldiers, came into the church and explained to Pierre 
that he was reprieved and was to be put into the barracks of the 
prisoners of war. 

Without comprehending what was said to him, Pierre got up and 
went with the soldiers. He was conducted to some huts at the upper part 
of the field, constructed of chaired planks, beams, and scantling, and 
j)Iaced in one of them. He found himse lf in the dark, surrounded by a 
score of various men. He looked at these men, without com])rehcnding 
who they were, why they were there, or what they wanted of him. He 
looked at the faces and forms, and they all alike seemed to him mean- 
ingless. 

From the moment that Pierre had looked on that horrible massacre 
perpetrated by men who did.not wish to do it, the mains]ning by which 
et'crything had been coordinated and kept alive in his mind seemed to 
have been torn away, and everything had crumbled into a heaji of 
meaningless rubble. Although he made no attempt to explain how it 
happened, his faith in the beneficent ordering of the universe, in the 
human soul, including his own, and in God, was destroyed. 

He sat motionless and silent on the straw against tlie wall, now open- 
ing and now closing his eyes. But as soon as he closed his eyes he saw 
before him the factory workman’s lace, terrible, especially terrible, from 
its very simplicity, and the still more terrible faces of the reluctant 
executioners, with their anxious looks. And lie would again open his 
eyes and stare unseeing into the darkness around him. 

Beside him sat a little man all doubled up, of whose presence Pierre 
was made aware from the very first by the strong odor of sweat which 
emanated from him every time he moved. 

“Well, have you seen jirctty hard times, sir? Huh?” suddenly asked 
the little man. 

And there was such an expression of gentleness and sim[)lehearted 
goodness in his singsong voice that Pierre would have instantly replied, 
but his jaw trembled and the tears came into his eyes. The little man 
at the same .second, not giving Pierre time to betray his conlusion, went 
on in the same pleasant voice: 

“Ah, my dear friend, don’t fret,” said he, in that gentle, singsong, 
affectionate tone with which old Russian pca.sant women talk, “don t 
hot, my friend. An hour to suffer, but an age to live! 1 hat's the way it 
i^'. my dearl But we live here, thank God, without oflense. 1 here s bad 
men and there's good men as well," said he, and, while still speaking, 
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he got up on his knees with an agile motion, arose, and, coughing, went 
somewhere. 

“Here, you little rascal, you've come, have you!" Pierre heard the 
same caressing voice at the other end of the hut, saying, “You remem- 
bered me, did you? There, there! That'll do!" 

And the soldier, pushing off a puppy that was jumping up on him, 
returned to his place and sat down. He carried in his hand something 
wrapped up in a rag. 

“Here's something to eat, sir," said he, returning to his former re- 
spectful tone, and unwrapping the bundle, he gave Pierre several baked 
potatoes. “We had thin soup for dinner. But potatoes are excellent." 

Pierre had eaten nothing all day, and the smell of the potatoes seemed 
to him extraordinarily good. He thanked the soldier and began to eat. 

“Well, how is it?" asked the soldier, with a smile, and taking one of 
the potatocS“-“do you relish it?" He got out his jackknife, laid the potato 
on his palm and cut it into halves, sprinkled salt on from the rag, and 
offered it to Pierre. “Potatoes are supergood," he repeated. “Eat it that 
way!" 

It seemed to Pierre that he had never eaten anything that tasted 
better. 

“No, it makes no difference to me, one way or the other," said Pierre. 
“But why did they shoot those poor wretches? . . . The last one wasn’t 
twenty." 

**Tts! ttsr . . . said the little man. “A sin! A sin!" he quickly added; 
and as if words were always ready to his lips, winged to fly away very 
unexpectedly from them, he added: 

“How was it, sir, that you stayed in Moscow?" 

“I did not think they would come so soon. It was by accident I stayed," 
replied Pierre. 

“And how came they to take you? Was it from your own house, my 
dear?" 

“No; I was going to the fire, and then they seized me and tried me 
as an incendiary." 

“Where the tribunal is, there is injustice," said the little man, 
sententiously. 

“Have you been long here?" asked Pierre, as he munched the last 
potato. 

“I? Since Sunday. I was taken from the hospital in Moscow." 

“So you were a soldier, were you?" 

“One of Apsheron's regiment. I was dying of fever. No one had ever 
told us anything about it. There were twenty of us lying there. We had 
no idea of such a thing . . . didn't dream of it!" 

“Well, are you bored at being here?" 

“How can I help being, my dear? My name is Platon; surname, Kara- 
tayef," he added, evidently so as to make Pierre's intercourse with him 
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less formal. “They always called me ‘the hawk' in the army. How can 
one help being bored, my dear? Moscow is the mother of our cities! How 
can one look on and see her destruction and not be sad? 'The worm 
gnaws the cabbage, but perishes before it'; that's the old folks' saying,'' 
he added quickly. 

“How, how did you say that?'' asked Pierre. 

“I?“ asked Karatayef. “Oh, I say, ‘Not by our wit, but as God sees 
fit,' '' said he, thinking he was repeating the former proverb. And im- 
mediately he went on: 

“And you have property, haven't you, sir? And a house? Your cup 
must be full. And have a wife? And old folks alive?" he asked. 

And Pierre, though he could not see because it was so dark, still knew 
that the soldier's lips were curved in a respectful smile of friendliness 
as he asked these questions. 

He was evidently grieved to learn that Pierre had no parents, espe- 
cially no mother. 

“A wife for advice, a wife's mother for a welcome, but nothing sweeter 
than one's own little mother!" said he. “But have you any children?" he 
proceeded to inquire. Pierre’s negative reply again evidently grieved 
him, and he hastened to add: “Well, you are young yet; God may give 
them. Only you should live in good understanding ..." 

“It’s all the same to me now," said Pierre, involuntarily. 

“Eh! My dear man!" exclaimed Platon. “There’s no getting rid of 
the beggar’s sack nor of the prison cell!" He got into a more comfortable 
attitude, cleared his throat, and was evidently preparing to spin a long 
yarn. “This was the way, my dear friend, I lived when I was at home," 
he began. “We had a rich estate . . . much land . . . peasants lived well, 
and we in the house too, glory to thee, O God! My own dad would go 
out and mow. Lived well, as Christians should! But it happened ..." 

And Platon Karatayef related a long story about how he went into 
another man’s grove after firewood, and the watchman had caught 
him; how he had been flogged, tried, and sent off as a soldier. 

“Well, my dear friend," said he, his voice altered by his smile, “it 
seemed a misfortune; on the contrary, good thing! My brother would 
have had to go if it hadn’t been for my sin. But my younger brother 
had five children, while, you see, I had only a wile to leave. I had a 
little girl once, but God took her back before I went soldiering. I went 
home on leave once. I will tell you about it. I see they live better than 
they did before. Yard full of livestock; women at home; two brothers off 
at work. Only Mikhailo, the youngest, at home. Anc} my dad, he says, 
says he, ‘All my children are alike to me; no matter which finger you 
pinch, it hurts just the same. And if they had not taken Platon, Mikhailo 
would have had to go.’ He took us all in front of the ‘images’-would 
you believe it?— and made us stand there. 'Mikhailo,' says he, ‘come 
here. Bow down to the ground before him; and you, woman, bow down; 
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and you, little ones, bow down, all of youl Have you understood?* says 
he. And that's the way it is, my dear friend. ‘No escaping Fate.* And 
we are always declaring, ‘This is not good, or this is all wrong.* But our 
happiness is like water in a net; put it in, and it's full; take it out, and 
it*s empty! That’s the way it is.*' 

And Platon shifted his seat on his straw. 

After a short silence Platon arose: “Well, I suppose you*d like to go 
to sleep?** said he, and he began to cross himself, muttering, “Lord Jesus 
Christ! Saint Nikola! Frol and Lavra! Lord Jesus Christ, Saint Nikolai 
Frol and Lavra, Lord Jesus Christ— have mercy upon us and save us!” 
he said in conclusion, then bowed down to the very ground, got up, 
drew a deep sigh, and lay down on his straw. “Now, O God! Let me 
‘sleep like a stone and rise like a loaf,* ** he exclaimed, and lay down, 
covering himself with his soldier's coat. 

“What was that prayer you were repeating?’’ asked Pierre. 

“Heh?** said Platon. He was already dozing. “Repeated what? I was 
praying to God. Don’t you say your prayers?** 

“Certainly I say my prayers,** replied Pierre. “But what was that 
about Frol and Lavra?*’ 

“Why,*’ swiftly replied Platon, “that’s the horses’ saints. For we musi 
have pity on the cattle,** said Karatayef. “Oh, you rascal! You have come 
back, have you? You want to get warm, do you, you nice little bitch?” 
said he, fondling the puppy at his feet, and, turning over again, instantly 
fell asleep. 

Outside in the distance were heard the sounds of wailing and yells, 
and through the cracks in the hut the glare of the fire could be seen, 
but within it was dark and still. It was long before Pierre could go to 
sleep; and he lay in his place in the darkness with wide-open eyes, listen- 
ing to Platon's measured snoring as he lay near him, and feeling that 
that formerly ruined world was now arising again in his soul, in new 
beauty and with new and steadfast foundations. 

The hut where Pierre was confined, and where he spent four weeks, 
contained twenty-three soldiers, three officers, and two civilian officials 
—all prisoners. 

Afterwards all of them seemed to be misty memories to Pierre; but 
Platon Karatayef forever remained in his mind as a most powerful and 
precious recollection, the very embodiment of all that was good and 
worthy and truly Russian. 

When on the following day, at dawn, Pierre saw his neighbor, the 
first impression of something rotund was fully confirmed; Platon's 
whole figure, in his French overcoat belted with a rope, in his forage 
cap and birch -bark shoes, w^as rotund. His head was perfectly round: 
his back, his chest, his shoulders, even his arms, which he always carried 
as if he were ready to throw them around something, were round; his 
pleasant smile and his large, thick brows and his gentle eyes were round 
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Platon Karatayef must have been more than fifty, to judge by his 
stories of campaigns in which he had taken part as a soldier. He himself 
had no idea and could never have told with any accuracy how old he 
was. But his teeth, brilliantly white and strong, were always displayed 
in two unbroken rows whenever he laughcd-which he often did-and 
not one was not good and sound. There was no trace of gray in beard or 
hair, and his whole frame had the appearance of agility and especially of 
sturdiness and endurance. 

His face, in spite of a multitude of delicate round wi'inkles, gave the 
impression of innocence and youth; his voice was agreeable in its melo- 
dious singsong. But the chief peculiarity oJ his speech consisted in its 
spontaneity and shrewdness. He evidently never thought of what he 
said or what he was going to say. And from this arose the irresistible 
persuasiveness that was found in the rapidity and certainty of his 
intonations. 

His physical powers and activity were so great during tlie early part 
of their term of captivity that it seemc'd as if he did not know what 
weariness or ill-health meant. Every morning and evening, as he lay 
on his couch of straw, he would say, “Lord, let me ‘sleep like a steme and 
rise like a loaf.' “ 

When he got up in the morning he always shrugged his shoulders in 
a certain way and said, “Turn over when you lie down, shake yourself 
when you get up." 

And, in point of fact, all he had to do was to lie down and instantly 
he would be sound asleep; and all he had to do was to shake himself 
and without a second’s delay he would be ready to take up anything, 
just as children, when they are once up, take to their toys. 

He WMS a jack-of-all-trades, but neither very good nor very bad at any. 
He could bake, cook, sew, cut hair, cobble boots. He was always busy, 
and only when it came night did he allow himself social convcise, 
though he enjoyed it, and to sing. He sang his songs, not as singers 
usually sing, knowing that they will be heard; but he sang as the biids 
sing, evidently because it was just as much a necessity lor him as it 
was for him to stretch himself or to walk. And these sounds were al- 
ways gentle, soft, almost like a woman’s, plaintive, and his face while he 
was singing was very grave. 

The proverbs of which he made so much use were not that generally 
coarse and vulgar slang which soldiers arc apt to emj)loy, but were 
genuine popular “saw’S,” which seem quite insignificant when taken out 
of context, but which suddenly acquire a meaning of deep wisdom when 
applied appositely. 

Special attachments, friendships, loves, as Pierre understood them, 
Karatayef had none; but he liked all men, and lived in a loving way 
'vith all with whom his life brought him into contact, and especially 
with men — not any particular men — but with such as were in his sight. 
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He loved his dog; he loved his comrades and the French; he loved 
Pierre, who was his companion; but Pierre felt that Karatayef, in spite 
of all the affectionate spirit he manifested toward him— and which he 
could not help giving as a tribute to Pierre's spiritual life— would not 
for one moment grieve over separation. And Pierre began to have the 
same feeling toward Karatayef. 

Platon Karatayef was, in the eyes of all the other prisoners, a most 
ordinary soldier. They called him “little hawk," good-naturedly quizzed 
him, made him do odd jobs for them. 

But for Pierre he remained forever what he had seemed to him the 
first night— the incomprehensible, “all around" and eternal personifica- 
tion of the spirit of simplicity and truth. 

Every word Platon spoke and everything he did was the manifesta- 
tion of that, to him, incomprehensible activity, his life. But his life, as 
he himself looked at it, had no sense as a separate existence. It had sense 
only as it was a part of the great whole of which he was constantly 
conscious. His words and deeds flowed from him as regularly, un- 
avoidably, and spontaneously as the fragrance exhales from a flower. He 
could not comprehend either the object or the significance of words or 
deeds taken separately. 


IX 

Princess Maria, having learned from Nikolai that her brother was 
with the Rostofs at Yaroslavl, immediately, in spite of her aunt's dis- 
suasion, made arrangements to join him, not alone, but with her 
nephew. 

Her outfit consisted of the vast, princely coach in which she had made 
the journey to Voronezh, a small carriage, and a baggage wagon. She 
was accompanied by Mile. Bourienne, Nikolusha with his tutor, the 
old nurse, three maids, Tikhon, a young footman, and a courier whom 
her aunt sent with her. 

During this trying journey, Mile. Bourienne, Dessalles, and Princess 
Maria’s servants were amazed at her determination and activity. She 
was the last of all to retire, she was the first of all to rise, and no diffi- 
culties sufliced to daunt her. Thanks to her activity and energy, which 
inspired her companions, at the end of the second week they reached 
Yaroslavl. 

During the latter part of her stay in Voronezh, Princess Maria had 
experienced the keenest joy of her life. Her love for Rostof no longer 
tormented her or excited her. This love filled her whole soul and 
became an inseparable part of her being, and she no longer struggled 
against it. Of late, she had persuaded herself— though she never said this 
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in so many words even to herself-that she loved, and was loved in 
return. 

Nikolai had not intimated by a single word that now, in case of 
Prince Andrei’s restoration to health, the former relations between him 
and Natasha would be renewed, but Princess Maria saw by Nikolai’s 
face that he knew it was possible and had thought of it. 

The heavy carriage, rumbling, jolting, and swaying, stopped. The 
steps were let down with a clatter. The door was thrown open. At the 
left was water— the great river; at the right a doorstep; on the doorstep 
were servants and a young, ruddy-faced girl with a long, dark plait of 
hair, who wore what seemed to Princess Maria a disagreeably hypo- 
critical smile. This was Sonya. 

The princess got out and mounted the steps; the hypocritically 
smiling young girl said, “This way, this way”; and the princess found 
herself in the anteroom, in the presence of an elderly woman with an 
Eastern type of face, who, with a flurried expression, came swiftly to 
meet her. This was the old countess. 

She threw her arms around Princess Maria and began to kiss her. 

“My childl” she exclaimed, “I love you, and I have known you for 
a long time.” 

In spite of all her agitation the princess realized that this was the 
countess, and that she must say something to her. She, without knowing 
how she did it, murmured a few polite words in French, in the same 
tone in which those spoken to her were said, and then she asked: 

“How is he?” 

“The doctor says that there is no danger,” said the countess; but 
even while she made that remark she sighed and raised her eyes to 
heaven, and in this action contradicted what she had just said. 

“Where is he? May I see him? May I?” asked the princess. 

“Directly, princess, directly, dear fricndl Is this his son?” she asked, 
turning to Nikolusha, who had come in with Dcssalles. “There will 
be room enough for us all. It is a large house. . . . oh, what a lovely 
little boyl” 

The countess took the princess into the drawing-room. Sonya engaged 
in conversation with Mile. Bourienne. The countess fondled the boy. 
The old count came into the room to pay his respects to the princess. 

The old count had completely altered since the princess had seen 
him the last time. Then he was a lively, jovial, sell -confident little old 
man; now he seemed like a melancholy wreck of himself. As he talked 
with the countess he kept looking around, as if he were asking all 
present whether he was doing the proper thing. 

“This is my niece,” said the count, introducing Sonya. “You have 
not met her, have you, princess?” 

The princess turned to her, and, trying to overmaster the feeling of 
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hostility which this young lady caused in her heart, she kissed her. But 
it was hard for her because of the want of harmony between all these 
people and what was in her own heart. 

“Where is he?" she asked again, addressing no one in particular. 

“He is downstairs. Natasha is with him," replied Sonya, coloring. 
“They've sent word to him. I think you must be tired, princess." 

Tears of vexation came to the princess’ eyes. She turned away, and 
was going once more to ask the countess liow she could go to him, 
when light, impetuous, one might almost say gay, steps were heard in 
the adjoining room. The princess glanced round and saw Natasha 
almost running— that same Natasha who, when she had last seen her 
in Moscow, had so completely failed to please her. 

The princess had scarcely glanced into the face of this Natasha before 
she perceived that this was a genuine sympathizer in her grief, and 
hence her friend. She went to meet her, and, throwing her arms around 
her, melted into tears on her neck. 

As soon as Natasha, who had been sitting by Prince Andrei’s bedside, 
learned of the princess’ arrival, she had quietly left the room, and with 
the same swilt, and, as it seemed to the Princess Maria, gay steps, 
hurried to meet her. 

On her agitated face there was only one expression when she came 
into the room— the expression of love, unbounded love for him, for his 
sister, for everything that was near and dear to this beloved man, the 
expression of pity, of sympathy for others, and a passionate desire 
to give herself completely to the task of helping him in any way. It was 
evident that at that moment there was no room in Natasha’s soul for 
thoughts about herself, or about her relations toward him. 

The sensitive Princess Maria, at the first glance into Natasha's fare, 
realized all this, and, with a bitter sweetness, she wept on her neck. 

“Let us go to him; come, Maria!" exclaimed Natasha, leading her 
into the next room. 

Princess Maria looked up, wiped her eyes, and was about to ask 
Natasha a question. She felt that from her she could ask and learn all 
she wanted to know. 

“How ..." she began to ask, but suddenly paused. She felt that 
her question could not be asked or answered in words. Natasha’s face 
and eyes would tell her everything more clearly and with deeper 
meaning. 

Natasha looked at her, but it seemed she was in too great fear or 
doubt either to tell or not to tell all she knew; she seemed to feel that, 
in the presence of those luc id eyes, searching the very depths of her soul, 
it was impossible not to tell the whc^le trutli, everything as she herself 
saw it. Natasha’s lip suddenly trembled, the ugly wTinkles grew more 
pronounced arouncl her mouth, and she burst into tears and hid her 
face in her hands. 
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Princess Maria understood all. But still she hoped, and she asked in 
words in which she had no faith: 

“But how is his wound? What is his general condition?" 

“You . . . you . . . will see for yourself," was all that Natasha could 
manage to say. 

The two waited for some time downstairs next to his room, so as to 
finish crying and to go to him with composed faces. 

“How has his whole illness gone? Has the change for the worse been 
of recent occurrence? When did this take place?" asked Princess Maria. 

Natasha had told her that during the first part of the time there was 
danger from his fever and suffering, but that at Troitsa this had passed 
off and the doctor had only feared gangrene. But even this danger of 
mortification had been avoided. When they reached Yaroslavl, the 
wound began to suppurate (Natasha understood all about suppuration 
and such things), and the doctor said that the suppuration might take 
its normal course. There had been some fever. The doctor declared 
that this fever was not ominous. “But two days ago," Natasha said, 
'‘this suddenly came upon him."— She restrained her sobs.— "I don't 
know why, but you will see how he is." 

“Has he grown weaker? Has he grown thin?" . . . asked the princess. 

"No, not exactly, but thinner. You will see. Ah, Maricl he is too 
good; he cannot, cannot live . . . because ..." 

When Natasha, with her ordinary composure, opened the door of 
his room, allowing the princess to enter before her, Princess Maria felt 
iliat the sobs were already swelling her throat. In spite of her prepara- 
tions, her endeavors to compose herself, she knew that she would not 
be able to see him without tears. 

Princess Maria comprehended what Natasha meant by the phrase, 
“Two days ago this suddenly came upon him/' She realized what it 
meant that he had suddenly grown gentle; this sweetness and humility 
were the symptoms of death. As she entered the doorway, she already 
saw in her fancy the face of her darling Andrei as she had known it in 
childhood, gentle, sweet, full of feeling, sensitive in a way which in 
later days had rarely shown itself, and which had, therefore, always 
made such a vivid impression on her. She knew he would speak to her 
those subdued, affectionate words such as her father had spoken just 
before he died, and that she would not be able to endure it and would 
burst into tears before him. 

But sooner or later it had to be, and she entered the room. The sobs 
rose higher and higher in her throat, as, with greater and greater dis- 
tinctness, with her nearsighted eyes, she distinguished his form and 
searched his features, and then saw his face and met his eyes. 

He lay on a couch, propped up wdth pillows, and wrapped in a 
squirrel-skin dressing gown. He was thin and pale. One thin, trans- 
parently white hand held his handkerchief; with the other he was, 
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by a gentle motion of the fingers, caressing his soft whiskers, which 
had been allowed to grow. His eyes were turned toward the visitors. 

When Princess Maria saw his face and her eyes met his, she suddenly 
modified the haste of her steps, and felt that her tears were suddenly 
dried and her sobs relieved. As she caught the expression of his face 
and eyes she suddenly grew awestruck, and felt that she was guilty. 

“But what am I guilty of?“ she asked herself. 

“Because thou art alive, and art thinking of the future, while I?“ 
—was the reply of his cold, stern look. 

In that look of his, not outward from within, but turned inward upon 
himself, there was almost an expression of hostility as he slowly turned 
his eyes on his sister and Natasha. He exchanged kisses with his sister 
and shook hands as usual. 

“How are you, Maria? How did you get here?“ he asked, but his 
voice had the same monotonous and alien sound that was in his look. 
If he had uttered a desperate cry, this cry would have filled Princess 
Maria with less horror than the sound of his voice. “And have you 
brought Nikolusha?** he asked, in the same slow, indifferent way, and 
evidently finding it hard to recollect. 

“How are you now?*’ inquired Princess Maria, amazed, herself, at 
her question. 

“That you must ask the doctor,** he replied; and evidently collecting 
his strength, so as to be more gracious, he said with his lips alone (it 
was evident that he did not think at all of what he was saying), “Thank 
you for coming!** 

Princess Maria pressed his hand. He almost noticeably frowned at 
the pressure of her hand. He was silent, and she did not know what 
to say. She now understood what had come over him two days before. 
In his words, in his tone, especially in this glance of his, this cold, 
almost hostile look, could be perceived that alienation from all that 
is of this world, that is so terrible for a living man to witness. He 
evidently found it difficult to understand the interests of life, but at 
the same time one could feel that this was so, not because he was 
deprived of the power of remembrance, but because his mind was 
turned to something else, which the living do not and cannot com- 
prehend, and which was absorbing him entirely. 


X 

Prince Andrei not only knew he was going to die, but also felt that 
he was dying, that he was already halfway toward death. 

He experienced a consciousness of alienation from everything earthly, 
and a strange beatific exhilaration of being. Without impatience and 
without anxiety, he waited for what was before him. 
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That ominous Eternal Presence, unknown and far away, which had 
never once ceased, throughout all his life, to haunt his senses, was now 
near at hand, and, by reason of his strange exhilaration, was almost 
comprehensible and palpable. 

Before, he had feared the end. Twice he had experienced that ter- 
ribly tormenting sense of the fear of death, of the end, and now he 
did not realize it. 

The first time he had experienced that feeling was when the shell 
was spinning like a top before him, and he looked at the stubble field, 
at the shrubbery, at the sky, and knew that death was before him. 

When he waked to consciousness after his wound, and in his soul, 
for an instant freed from the burden of life that crushed him, there 
had sprung up that flower of love eternal, unbounded, independent of 
all life, he no longer feared death, and thought no more of it. 

During the tormenting hours of loneliness and half-delirium he had 
spent since he was wounded, the more he pondered over this new-found 
source of eternal love, the more he became alienated from the earthly 
life, though the process was an unconscious one. To love everything, 
all men, always to sacrifice self for love's sake, meant to love no one in 
particular, meant not to live this mundane life. And the more he 
imbued himself with this source of love, the more he let go of life, and 
the more absolutely he broke down that terrible impediment which, 
if love is absent, holds between life and death. 

When, during this first period, he remembered that he must die, he 
said to himself, “Well, then, so much the better." 

But after that night at Mitishchi, when in his semidelirium she 
whom he had longed for appeared before him, and when he, pressing 
his lips to her hand, had wept gentle tears of joy, then love for one 
woman imperceptibly took possession of his heart and again attached 
it to life. And joyful but anxious thoughts began to recur to him. As 
he remembered the moment at the field station, when he had seen 
Kuragin, he could not now renew that former feeling; he was tortured 
by the question: “Is he alive?" But he dared not make the inquiry. 

His illness had followed its physical course, but what Natasha had 
spoken of as hainng come over him happened two days before the 
Princess Maria’s arrival. This was the last moral comhat between life 
and death, and death had been victorious. It was the unexpected dis- 
covery that he still prized his life, which presented itself in die guise 
of his love for Natasha, and the last victorious attack of horror before 
the unknown. 

It was evening. As was usually the case after dinner, he had been 
in a slightly feverish condition, and his mind was unnaturally acute. 
Sonya was sitting by the table. Suddenly, a sense of bliss took possession 
of him. 
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‘*AhI she has cornel" he said to himself. 

In point of fact, Sonya's place was occupied by Natasha, who had 
just come in with noiseless steps. 

Ever since the time when she had begun to be his nurse, he had 
always experienced this physical sense of her presence. 

She sat in the armchair, with her side toward him, shading his eyes 
from the candlelight, and knitting stockings. (She had learned to knit 
stockings because once Prince Andrei had told her that no one made 
such admirable nurses for the sick as old nurses who are always knitting 
stockings, because there is something very soothing about the process 
of knitting.) Her slender fingers swiftly plied the occasionally clicking 
needles, and the pensive profile of her bent head was full in his sight. 
She moved— the ball of yarn rolled from her lap. She started, glanced 
at him, and, shading the candle with her hand, with a cautious, lithe 
and graceful movement, she bent over, picked up the ball, and resumed 
her former position. 

He looked at her without stirring, and noticed that after she had 
picked up the ball she had wanted to draw a long breath, with her full 
bosom, but had refrained from doing so and had cautiously masked 
her sigh. 

At the Troitsa Monastery they had talked over the past, and he had 
told her that in case he lived he should eternally thank God for his 
wound, which had brought him back to her; but from that time they 
had not spoken of the future. 

"Can it possibly be?" he was now musing, as he looked at her and 
listened to the slight metallic click of her knitting needles, “can it be 
that Fate has so strangely brought us together again only that I may 
die? . . . Can it be that the true meaning of life was revealed to me 
only that I might live in a lie? I love her more than all else in the world. 
But what can I do if I love her?" he asked himself, and he suddenly, 
in spite of himself, groaned, as he often did, from habit acquired 
while he had been suffering. 

Hearing this sound, Nata^^ha laid down her stocking, bent nearer 
to him, and, suddenly noticing his beaming eyes, she went over to him 
and bent down to him. 

“Haven’t you been asleep?" 

“No; I have been looking at you for a long time. I knew by instinct 
when you came in. No one except you gives me such a sense of gentle 
restfulness . . . such lighti I feel like weeping from very joy." 

Natasha moved still closer to him. Her face was radiant with solemn 
delight. 

“Natasha, I love you too dearly! More than all in the world!" 

“And I?" She turned away for an instant. “Why ‘too dearly’?" she 
asked. 

“Why too dearly? . . . Well, tell me what you think— what you think 
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in your heart, in the depths of your heart! Will I get well? How does 
it seem to you?" 

"I am sure of it, sure of it," Natasha almost screamed, with a pas- 
sionate motion seizing both his hands. 

He was silent. 

"How good it would bel" And, taking her hand, he kissed it. 

Natasha was happy and agitated; and instantly she remembered that 
this was all wrong, that he needed to be kept perfectly quiet. 

"But now you have not been asleep," said she, calming her delight. 
"Try to get a nap. . . . Please." 

He had relinquished her hand, after pressing it once again, and she 
had gone back to the candle and resumed her former position. Twice 
she had looked at him; his eyes had met hers. She had set herself a 
stint on the stocking and resolved that she would not look up until 
she had finished it. 

Jn point of fact, soon after this he had closed his eyes and gone to 
sleep. He had not slept long, but had awakened suddenly in a cold 
perspiration. 

During his nap, his mind had still been occupied with the constant 
subject of his thoughts of late— life and death. And more than anything 
else of death. He felt that it was near. 

"Love? What is love?" he asked himself. 

"Love stands in the way of death. Love is life. All, all that I under- 
stand, I understand solely because 1 love. All is, all exists, simply and 
solely because I love. All is summed up in this alone. Love is God; and 
death for me, a tiny particle of love, means returning into the universal 
and eternal source of love." 

These thoughts had seemed consoling to him. But they were only 
thoughts. There was something lacking in them, something that was 
exclusive and personal— there was no basis of reality. And he was a 
prey to the same restlessness and lack of clearness. 

He had fallen asleep. 

it had seemed to him, in his dream, that he was lying in the same 
room in which he was actually lying, but that he was not wounded, 
but quite well. Many persons, insignificant, indifferent, appeared before 
him. He was talking with them, discussing sf>niething ol no earthly 
consequence. They were preparing to go somewhere. He dimly com- 
prehended that all this was a mere w^aste of lime, and that he had 
something of real importance to accomplish, but still he went on talk- 
ing, filling them with amazement at his words, which were witty but 
devoid of sense. Gradually, but imperceptibly, all these persons began 
to disappear, and his attention was wholly occupied by the question 
of a closed door. He got up and went to the door, with the intention 
of pushing the bolt and closing it. Everything depended on whether or 
not he succeeded in closing it. He started, he tried to make haste, but 
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his legs refused to move, and he knew he would not have time to close 
the door, but still he morbidly put forth all his energies. And a painful 
anguish of fear seized him. And this fear was the fear of death: Behind 
the door It was standing. 

But by the time that he feebly, awkwardly dragged himself to the 
door, this something horrible, pushing its way from the other side, 
broke through. Something that was not human— Death— was pushing 
the door open, and he must keep it shut. He clutched the door, exerted 
his final energies— not indeed to shut it, for that was impossible, but to 
hold it; his energies, however, were weak and maladroit, and, crushing 
him with its horror, the door opened and closed again. 

Once more the pressure came from without. His last, superhuman 
energies were vain, and both wings of the door noiselessly swung open. 
It came in, and it was Death. 

And Prince Andrei was dying. 

But at the very instant that he was dying. Prince Andrei remembered 
that he was asleep, and at the very instant that he was dying, he made 
one last effort and awoke. 

“Yes, that was death. I died— I woke up. Yes, death is an awakening." 

This thought had suddenly flashed through his soul, and the veil 
which till then had covered the unknown was lifted from before his 
spiritual eyes. He felt as it were a deliverance from the bonds which 
before had fastened him down, and that strange buoyancy which from 
that time forth did not forsake him. 

When he had awakened in a cold sweat and stirred on his couch, 
Natasha had gone to him and asked him what was the matter. He had 
made no reply, and, not understanding what she had said, had given 
her a strange look. 

This was what had taken place two days before Princess Maria’s 
arrival. From that day, as the doctor said, his wasting fever had taken 
a turn for the worse, but Natasha had no need to depend on what the 
doctor said; she could see for herself those terrible symptoms which no 
longer allowed room for doubt. 

From that time forth had begun for Prince Andrei, simultaneously 
with the awakening from his dream, the awakening from life. And, 
considering the length of life, this seemed to him no slower than the 
awakening from the dream when compared to the length of his nap. 

There was notliing terrible and nothing cruel in this relatively slow 
awakening. 

The last days and hours glided away peacefully and simply. Both 
Princess Maria and Natasha, who stayed constantly by his side, felt this. 
They did not weep or tremble, and the last part of the time, as they 
themselves realized, they were watching, not the man himself— for he 
was no more; he had gone from them— but simply the most immediate 
remembrance of him, simply his body. The feelings of both were so 
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strong that the external, terrible side of death had no effect on them, 
and they found it unnecessary to give vent to their grief. They wept 
neither in his presence nor when away from him, and they never talked 
about him together. They felt they could not express in words what 
was real to their understandings. They both saw how he was sinking, 
deeper and deeper, slowly and peacefully, away from them into the 
whither, and they both knew that this was inevitable and that it was 
well. He was confessed and partook of the sacrament. All came to bid 
him farewell. 

When his little son was brought, he kissed him and turned away, 
not because his heart was sore and filled with pity (Princess Maria and 
Natasha understood this), but simply because he supposed it was all 
that was required of him. When he was told he should give his son his 
blessing, he did what was required of him, and looked around as if 
to ask whether it was necessary to do anything more. 

When the last gentle spasm shook the body, as it was deserted by 
the spirit, the princess and Natasha were present. 

“It is ovcrl” said Princess Maria, after his body had lain motionless 
and growing cold for several moments. Natasha came to the couch, 
looked into his dead eyes, and made haste to close them. She closed 
them and did not kiss them, but reverently touched that which had 
been the most immediate remembrance of him. 

“Where has he gone? Where is he now?" 

When the mortal frame, washed and clad, lay in the coffin on the 
table, they all went in to say farewell, and all shed tears. 

Nikolusha wept from the tormenting perplexity that tore his young 
heart. 

The countess and Sonya wept from sympathy for Natasha, and be- 
cause he was no more. 

The old count wept because very soon, as it seemed to him, he also 
would have to take this terrible step. 

Natasha and the princess also wept now, but they wept not because 
of their own personal sorrow; they wept from a reverent emotion which 
look possession of their souls in presence of the simple and solemn 
mystery of death, which had been accomplished before their eyes. 
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France is threatened exjerywhere; the European nations are rising 
against Napoleon, the gi ande arm^e is harried by the stubborn Russian 
defniders and is in serious danger of annihilation by cold and hunger, 
\apoleon*s vast empire is ci'uinbling, though he does not know it yet. 




PART THIRTEENTH 


T ill* Russian army, which had been rolling, like a ball, in the direc- 
tion given it by a blow, all tin (nigh the (aiiij)aign and especially 
at the Baltic of Botodino, assnincd its natinal position ol stable 
etjtiilibrium as soon as the force ol the blows diminished and no new 
ones fell. 

Kutuzol's merit lay not in what is called “a stroke ol genius” in 
making a strategical maneuver, but simply in the lact that he was the 
only one who understood the meaning of what was taking place about 
him. 

fie alone understood what the inactivity of the French army signified, 
be alone persisted in declaring that iJie Battle ol Borodino was a 
victory lor the Russians. He alone-the very man who, it would seem, 
from his positic^n as commander-in c hiel, ought to have been disposed 
to favor aggressive measures— used all his power to restrain the Russian 
army from undertaking useless battles 

The beast wounded at Borcxlino lay where it had been left by the 
escaping huntsman; but whether it was alive, or whether it still had 
strength left, or whether it was hiding itsell, the huntsman knew not. 
Suddenly was heard this wild beast's cry. 

The cry of this wounded beast— the French army^the premonition 
of its approaching doom, was the sending of Lauriston to Kutuzofs 
camp with a request for peace. 

Napoleon, with his conviction that w'hatever it occurred to him to 
do Wtis as right as right could be, wTote to Kutuzof the first words that 
entered his mind. They had no sense whatever. 
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Prince Kutuzof (he wrote), I send you one of my general aides 
to discuss with you on various matters of interest. I wish your 
highness to repose confidence in what he will say, especially when 
he expresses the sentiments of esteem and respect which I have 
long felt for you personally. This letter having no other purpose, 
I pray God, prince, that He have you in His holy and beneficent 
care. 


Moscow, October 30, 1812- 


(Signed) Napoleon. 


“I should be cursed by posterity if I were regarded as the first to 
move toward any compromise. Such is the present spirit of our people," 
replied Kutuzof, and he continued to put forth all his energies to keep 
his troops from a battle. 

Daring the month spent by the French army in the pillage of Moscow 
and by the Russian army in tranquil recuperation at Tarutino, a change 
had taken place in the relative strength of the two armies— their spirit 
and effectives— in consequence of which a preponderance of strength 
began to show itself on the side of the Russians. Although the condition 
of the French army and its effectives were unknown to the Russians, 
yet, as soon as the relative position was changed, the inevitability of 
an attack was shown by a multitude of symptoms. 

These symptoms were the sending of Lauriston; and the abundance 
of provisions at Tarutino; and the reports coming in from all sides of 
the inactivity and disorderliness of the French; and the replenishing 
of our regiments with recruits; and the fine weather, and the long rest 
accorded to the Russian soldiers; and the general impatience caused 
among the troops by the long rest, and their desire to finish the work 
for which they had been brought together; and the curiosity about 
what was going on in the French army, wdiich had been lost from sight 
so long; and the audacity with which now the Russian outposts skir- 
mished around the French stationed at Tarutino; and the news of easy 
victories over the French won by Russian peasants and “partisans,^' and 
the jealousy aroused by this; and the desire of vengeance kindled in 
every man's soul from the moment that the French occupied Moscow; 
and, above all, the indefinite but genuine consciousness, which filled 
the heart of every soldier, that the relative positions were reversed and 
the superiority was on our side. 

The material relations were changed, and the attack was becoming 
inevitable. And instantly, just as the chime of bells in the clock begin 
to strike and to play when the hand has accomplished its full circuit 
of the hour, so in the higher circles, by the correspondingly essential 
correlation of forces, the increased motion was effectuated— the whizzing 
of wheels and the playing of the chimes. 
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II 

The Russian army was directed by Kutuzof and his staflf, and by the 
sovereign, who was at Petersburg. 

Even before news of the abandonment of Moscow had reached 
Petersburg, a circumstantial plan of the whole war had been drawn 
up and sent to Kutuzof for his guidance. Although the plan was made 
with the presupposition that Moscow was still in our hands, it was 
approved by Kutuzof’s staff and accepted as the basis of action. 

Kutuzof merely wrote that plans made at a distance were always 
hard to carry out. And then further instructions, meant to solve the 
difficulties that might arise, were sent, and individuals were charged 
to watch Kutuzof’s movements and to send back reports. 

On October 14 the sovereign wrote the following letter, which was 
received by Kutuzof after the Battle of Tarutino: 

Prince Mikhail llarionovitch! 

Since September 14, Moscow has been in the hands ol the enemy. 
Your latest reports are dated October 2; and in all this time not 
only has nothing been done in the way of a demonstration against 
the enemy and to deliver the first capital, but according to your 
last reports you have been retreating again. Serpukhof is already 
occupied by a detachment of the enemy, and Tula, with its famous 
arsenal so indispensable to the army, is in peril. 

From General Winzengerode’s report, I see that a body of the 
enemy, of ten thousand men, is moving along the Petersburg road. 
Another of several thousand men is marching upon Dmitrovo. A 
third is advancing on the road to Vladimir. A fourth, of consid- 
erable size, is between Ruza and Mozhaisk. Napoleon himself, on 
the seventh, was at Moscow. 

Since, according to all this information, the enemy has scattered 
his forces in strong detachments, since Napoleon himself is still at 
Moscow with his Guard, is it possible that the strength of the enemy 
before you has been so great as to prevent you from taking the 
offensive? 

One might assume, on the contrary, with certainty, that he 
would pursue you with detachments, or ai least by an army corps 
far weaker than the army which you command. 

It seems as if, profiting by these circumstances, you might with 
advantage have attacked an enemy weaker than yourself and ex- 
terminated him, or, at least, by obliging him to retire, have re- 
gained a great part of the province now occupied by the enemy, 
and at the same time have averted the peril of Tula and our other 
cities of the interior. 

Responsibility will rest on you if the enemy send a considerable 
body of troops to Petersburg to threaten this capital, which is 
almost destitute of troops; for, with the army confided to you, if 
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you act with firmness and celerity, you have all the means needed 
to avert this new misfortune. 

Bear in mind that you are still bound to answer before an in- 
sulted country for the loss of Moscowl 

You have already had proof of my readiness to reward you. This 
good will shall not grow less, but I and Russia have a right to 
demand from you all the zeal, fortitude, and success that your 
intellect, your military talents, and the gallantry of the troops 
under your command assure us. 

But while this letter, which shows how the state of things was re- 
garded in Petersburg, was on its way, Kutu/of could no longer restrain 
the army which he commanded from taking the offensive, and the 
battle had already been fought. 

On October 14, a Cossack, Shapovalof, while on patrol duty, killed 
one hare and shot at another. In pursuing the wounded hare, Sliapo- 
valof struck into the forest at some distance and stumbled upon the 
left flank of Murat’s army, which was encamped without outposts. 

The Cossack laughingly told his comrades how he had almost fallen 
into the hands of the French. A cadet who heard this tale told it to 
his commander. 

The Cossack was sent for and questioned. The Cossack chiefs wished 
to profit by this chance to get horses; but one of them, who was ac- 
quainted at headquarters, told a staff general what had occurred. 

Lately the relations of the army staff had been strained to the last 
degree. Yermolof, several days before, had gone to Benigsen and 
implored him to use all his influence with the commander-in-chief in 
favor of assuming the offensive. 

'‘If I did not know you,” replied Benigsen, “I should think that you 
did not want what you were asking lor. I have only to advise anything 
and his serene highness will do exactly the contrary.” 

The news brought in by the Cossacks being confirmed by scouts sent 
out, it became evident that the time was ripe for action. 

The strained cord broke, and the clock whizzed and the chimes began 
to play Notwithstanding all his supposed power, his intellect, his ex- 
perience, and his knowledge of men, Kutuzof— taking into consideration 
Benigsen’s report sent directly to the sovereign, and the one desire 
expressed by all of his generals, and the sovereign’s supposed wishes, 
and the information brought by the Cossacks— could no longer restrain 
a movement that was inevitable, and gave the order for something ihnt 
he regarded as useless and harmful; consented to an accomplished fact! 

The plan of attack drawn up by Toll was very admirable. Just ns 
for the Battle of Austerlitz it had been laid down in the “disposition”: 
“the first column marches this way and that way, the second column 
marches this way and that way”; so here al-so, only not in German, it 
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was prescribed where the first column and the second column should 
march. 

And all these columns, on paper, were to unite at a designated time 
and at a designated place, and annihilate the enemy. Everything was 
beautifully foreseen and provided for as in all “dispositions,” and as 
in all “dispositions,” not a single column was in its place at the right 
time. 

Several of the columns halted, slacked their arms, and threw them- 
selves down on the cold ground, supposing that they had reached their 
destinations; others— the majority— marched the whole night, and came 
to places which were obviously not their destinations. 

Count Orlof-Denisof with his Cossacks— the smallest detachment of 
all— was the only one who reached the right place and at the right time. 
Hiis detachment was halted at the very edge of the forest, on the 
narrow footpath that led between the villages ot Stromilova and 
Drnitrovskoye. 

Before dawn. Count Orlof, who had fallen asleep, was aroused. A 
deserter from the French camp had been brought in. This was a Polish 
noncommissioned officer from Poniatowsky’s corps. He explained in 
Polish that he had deserted because he had been insulted in the French 
service, that he ought long before to have been promoted to be an 
officer, that he was the bravest of them all, and therefore he had given 
them up, and was anxious to have his revenge on them. He declared 
that Murat was spending the night only two-thirds of a mile from 
there, and that if they would give him an escort of a hundred men he 
would take him alive. 

Count Orlof-Denisof consulted with his comrades. The proposal was 
too attractive to be refused. All offered to go; all advised to make the 
attempt. After many discussions and calculations. Major General 
Crekof, with two regiments of Cossacks, decided to go with the non- 
eoiii missioned officer. 

“Now mark my word,” said Count Orlof-Denisof to the Pole, as he 
dismissed him, “in case you have lied, I will have you hanged like a 
dog; but if you have told the truth— a hundred gold piecesi” 

File noncommissioned officer, with a resolute face, made no reply 
to these words, leaped into the saddle, and rode off with Grckol, who 
had swiftly mustered his men. They vanished in the forest. 

Count OrloJ, pinched by the coolness of the moiriing which was 
iu)w beginning to break, excited and made anxicnis by the responsibility 
ol letting Grekof go, went out a little fi'om the f(5rcst and began to 
reconnoiter the enemy’s camp, which could now be seen dimly in the 
light of the dawn and the dying watch fires. 

At Count Orlof’s right, on an open decliviiy, our columns were to 
show themselves. Count Orlof glanced in that (direction; but, although 
they would have been visible for a long distance, these columns were 



not in sight. But in the French camp, it seemed to Count Orlof-Denisof, 
who also put great confidence in what his clear-sighted aide said, there 
were signs of life. 

“Ah! too late!“ said Count Orlof, as he gazed at the camp. 

Just as often happens when a man in whom we have reposed con- 
fidence is no longer under our eyes, it suddenly seemed to him clear 
and beyond question that the Polish noncommissioned officer was a 
traitor, that he had deceived them, and the whole attack was going to 
be spoiled by the absence of the two regiments which this man had 
led off no one knew where. How could they possibly seize the com- 
mander-in-chief from among such a mass of troops? “Of course he 
lied, that scoundrel!” exclaimed the count. 

“We can call them back,” said one of the suite, who, exactly like 
Count Orlof-Denisof, felt a distrust in the enemy on seeing the camp. 

“Ha? So? . . . What do you think? Shall we let them go on, or not?” 

“Do you order them recalled?” 

“Yes, recall them, recall them,” cried Count Orlof, coming to a 
sudden decision, and looking at his watch. “It would be too late; it’s 
quite light.” 

And the adjutant galloped off through the forest after Grekof. When 
Grekof returned. Count Orlof-Denisof, excited both by the failure of 
this enterprise and by his disappointment at the nonarrival of the 
infantry columns, which had not even yet showed up, and by the prox- 
imity of the enemy— all the men of his division experienced the same 
thing— decided to attack. 

He gave the whispered command: “To horse!” 

They fell into their places. They crossed themselves.— “God be with 
us! . . . Away!” 

“Hurra-a-a-ah!” rang through the forest, and the Cossack companies, 
one after another, as if they were poured out of a sack, flew with lances 
poised across the brook and against the camp. 

One desperate, startled yell from the first Frenchman who saw the 
Cossacks, and all in the camp, suddenly awakened from their dreams, 
fled undressed in all directions, abandoning their artillery, their mus- 
kets, and their horses. 

If tlie Cossacks had followed the French without heeding what was 
back of them and around them, they wwild have captured Murat and 
his whole force. This was what the officers wanted. But it was an 
impossibility to make the Cossacks stir when once they had begun to 
occupy themselves with the booty and their prisoners. No one would 
heed tlie word of command. 

Fifteen hundred prisoners were captured, thirty-eight cannons, flags, 
and— what was more important for the Cossacks— horses, saddles, 
blankets, and various articles. They must needs oversee all this, se- 
cure the prisoners and the cannon, divide the spoils, shout, and even 
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quarrel among themselves; with all this the Cossacks were busying 
themselves. 

The French, finding that they were no longer pursued, came to their 
senses, formed their lines, and began to fire. Orlof-Denisof was all the 
time expecting the infantry columns, and refrained from further 
offensive action. 

The whole battle was summed up in what Orlof-Denisofs Cossacks 
did; the rest of the troops simply lost several hundred men absolutely 
uselessly. 

In consequence of this battle, Kutuzof received a diamond order; 
Benigsen, also, some diamonds and a hundred thousand rubles; the 
others, according to tlieir ranks, also received many agreeable tokens, 
and after this battle some further changes were made in the staff. 

The Battle of Tarutino evidently failed of attaining the object which 
Toll had in mind — to lead the troops into the battle in proper order 
according to the “disposition*'; or the object wliich Count Orlof may 
have had in mind— to take Murat prisoner; or that which Benigsen 
and many others may have had— ol destroying the whole corps at a 
single blow; or the object of the officer who wished to fall in the battle 
and distinguish himself; or that of the Cossatk who was desirous of 
getting more booty than he got, and so on. 

But if the object of the battle was what actually resulted, and which, 
at that time, was the chief desire of all the Russians— the driving of 
the French from Russia and the destruction ol ilieir army— then it is 
perfectly clear that tlie Battle of Tarutino, precisely in contietpience 
of its absurdity, was the very thing that was necessary at that period 
of the campaign. 

With the very slightest effort, in spite of the most extraordinary 
confusion, with the most insignificant loss, the most important results 
of the whole campaign were attained; a change from retreat to advance 
was made, the weakness of the French was manifested, and to the 
Napoleonic army was communicated the impulse which alone was 
needed to make them begin their retreat. 


Ill 

Pierre's costume now consisted of a torn and dirty shirt— the only 
remains of his former dress— soldier’s trousers, by Karatayef's advice 
tied with string around the ankles for the sake of greater warmth, a 
coachman's coat, and his peasant's cap. 

Physically, during this time Pierre had greatly changed. He no 
longer seemed portly, although he still retained that appearance of 
rotundity and strength which in their nature are hereditary. His beard 
and mustache had grown and covered the lower part of his face. His 
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long hair, all in a tangle on his head and full of lice, fell in tangled 
locks from under his cap. The expression of his eyes was firm, steadfast, 
calm, and full of an alertness which had never before been characteristic 
of him. His old-time indolence, manifested even in his eyes, had now 
given place to an energetic spirit which w-as ready for activity and 
resistance. His feet were bare. 

Pierre looked now at the field along which, that morning, teams 
and mounted men were moving; now far off across the river; now at 
the puppy, which was pretending that she was going to bite him in 
real earnest; and now at his bare feet, which, for the sport of the thing, 
he was placing in various attitudes, wagging his dirty thick toes And 
every time he looked at his bare fee! a smile ot lively satisfaction il- 
lumined his face. The sight of those bare feet reminded him of all 
that he had been through and had learned to understand in that time, 
and this recollection was agreeable to him. 

The weather for several days had been mild and bright, with light 
frosts in the morning— the so-called “woman’s summer.’’ In the sun the 
air felt warm; and this warmth, together with the invigorating freshness 
of the morning frost, which left its influence in the air, was very 
pleasant. 

A French corporal in undress uniform, in his nightcap, with a short 
pipe between his teeth, came from behind the corner of the hut, and, 
with a friendly wink, joined Pierre. 

“What sunshine. Monsieur Kirill’’ (for that was what all the French 
called Pierre), “you’d think it was springtime.’’ 

And the corporal leaned up against the doorpost and offered Pierre 
his pipe, although whenever he offc'red it Pierre always declined it. 

“If we started marching in such weather as this ...” he began. 

Pierre asked what the news was in regard to a retreat, and the cor- 
})oral told him that almost all the trooj)s were beginning to move, and 
that the order regarding the prisoners was to be issiu'd that day. 

In the hut in which Pierre was confined, a soldier named Sokolof 
was dying, and Pierre tedd the corporal that something ought to be 
done about this soldier. 

The corporal rcjilied that Pierre might be easy on that score, that 
there were permanent and movable hospitals, and that the sick would 
be cared for, and that the authorities had provided for all emergencies. 

“And besides, Monsieur Kiril, you have only to say a single word 
to the captain, you know. Oh, he is a— he never forgets anything! Tell 
the captain when he makes his tour of inspection, and he will do 
anything for you.’’ 

The captain of w^hc^m the corporal was speaking had often talked 
with Pierre and had shown him all manner of condescension. 

“ *Do you see, St. Thomas,’ says he to me the other day, “Kiril is a 
man of education who speaks French; he is a Russian seigneur who 
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has been unfortunate, but he's a mani And he knows what ... if he 
asks for anything,' says he, ‘let him tell me; I couldn't refuse him. When 
one has been studying, you see, you like education and the right kind 
of people.' It's for your sake I tell you this, Monsieur Kiril. In that 
affair the other day, if it hadn‘t been for you, it might have come out 
pretty badl The affair was a squabble, a few days before, between 
the prisoners and the French, in which Pierre had assumed the r 61 e 
of peacemaker. 

Four weeks had passed since Pierre had been taken prisoner. Al- 
though the French had proposed to transfer him from the privates' 
hut to the officers', he still remained in the one where he had been 
placed on the first day. 

In burned and plundered Moscow, Pierre experienced almost the 
utmost privations which man can endure; but, owing to his vigorous 
constitution and health— a blessing which he had never appreciated 
till then— and especially owing to the fact that these privations had 
come on him so imperceptibly that it was impossible to say when they 
began, he not only bore them easily but even cheerfully. 

And at this very time he began to feel a calmness and contentment 
that he had before vainly striven to attain. He had sought it in philan- 
thropy, in Freemasonry, in the diversions of fashionable life, in wine, 
in the heroic effort of sell -sacrifice, in his romantic love for Natasha. 
He had sought it in the path of thought, and all these efforts and 
cxjieriments had disappointed him. And now without any effort or 
thcnight he had discovered this calmness and contentment only by the 
horror of death, by privations, and by what he had found in Karatayef. 

He no longer thought about Russia, or the war, or jiolitics, or 
Napoleon. It was evident to him that none of this concerned him, that 
he was not called on to decide and therefore could not judge. His 
indignation against his wife, and his anxiety that his name should not 
1)0 disgraced, seemed to him now not only insignificant, but even 
ludicrous. What difference did it make to him il this w'oman led the 
life that best pleased her, and where? Whose business was it and what 
difference did it make to him whether il were known or not known 
to the French that their prisoner was Count Be/ukhol? 

The gratification of desires— good food, cleanliness, indcjKndence- 
now that he was deprived of them all, seemed to Pierre perfect hap- 
piness; and the choice cjf occupation— that is, life— now when this chcjice 
'^vas so limited, seemed to him such an easy matter tliat lie forgot that 
the freedom which in his case was given him by his culture, his wc‘alth, 
his position in society, is exactly what makes a choice of occupations 
hopelessly difficult and destroys the very desire and possibility of 
occupation. 

All Pierre’s thoughts of the future were directed toward the time 
'vhen he would be free. But nevertheless, afterwards, and all his life* 
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long, Pierre thought and spoke with enthusiasm of that month of im- 
prisonment, of those strong and pleasurable sensations which would 
never return again, and above all of that utter spiritual peace, of that 
perfect inward freedom, which he had experienced only at that time. 


IV 

The French troops started to retreat on the night of the eighteenth 
of October. Kitchens and huts were dismantled; wagons were loaded; 
and the troops and trains set forth. 

At seven o’clock in the morning, in marching trim, in shakoes, with 
muskets, knapsacks, and huge bundles, the convoy of the French stood 
in front of the huts, and a lively interchange of French talk, interspersed 
with oaths, rolled along the whole line. 

In the hut all were ready, clothed, belted, shod, and only awaiting 
the word of command to start. 

I'he sick soldier, Sokolof, pale and thin, with livid circles under 
his eyes, was the only one unshod and unclad. He lay in his place, and 
his eyes, bulging ftoin his very leanness looked qucstioningly at his 
comrades, who paid no heed to him or his low and regular groans. 
Evidently it was not so much his sufFerings— he was ill with dysentery 
—as it was the fear and grief at being left alone that caused him to 
groan. 

Pierre, with his feet shod in slippers fabricated for him by Karatayef 
out of remnants of goatskin which a Frenchman had brought him to 
make into inner soles lor his boots, and belted with a rope, came to 
the sick man and s([uatted clown beside him on his heels. 

“Now, see here, Sokolof, they’re not absolutely all going away. 
They’re going to have a hospital here. Maybe you’ll be better off than 
the rest of us,” said Pierre, 

“Oh, Lord, oh I T he death of mel Oh, Lordl” groaned the soldier, 
loud(T th.m e\’<‘r. 

“There, I’ll go directly and ask them,” said Pierre, and, getting up, 
he went to the door of the hut. 

Just as Pierre i cached the door, the very corporal who the day before 
had offered Pierre his pipe ajjpeared with two soldiers. The corporal 
and the two soldiers also were in marching trim, wTth knapsacks, and 
wore shakoes with chin straps. This gave a new appearance to their 
well-known faces. The corporal approached the door for the purpose 
of locking it. according to the order of the authorities. Before letting 
out the prisoners they had to call the roll. 

“Corporal, what is to l)e done with the sick man?” . . . Pierre began 
to say; but the instant he said this, the doubt arose in his mind whether 
this was the corporal he had known, or an entirely different man— the 
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corporal was so unlike himself at that instant. Moreover, at the instant 
Pierre spoke, on two sides the rolling of drums was suddenly heard. 

The corporal scowled at Pierre’s words, and, uttering a meaningless 
oath, he slammed the door. 

In the hut there was sernidarkness; on two sides the sharp rattle of 
the drums drowned the sick man’s groans. 

“Here it isl . . . here it is again 1“ said Pierre to himself, and an 
involuntary chill ran down his back. 

In the changed face of the corporal, in the tone of his voice, in the 
exciting and deafening rattle of the drums, Pierre recognized that mys- 
terious, unsympathetic power which compels men against their wills 
to murder their kind, that power he had seen at work during the 
executions. 

To fear this power, to try to escape it, to address with petitions or 
with reproaches the men who served as its instruments, was idle. Pierre 
now realized this. It was necessary to wait and have patience. He did 
not go back to the sick man, or even look in his direction. Silent, 
scowling, he stood at the door of the hut. 

When the doors of the hut were thrown open and the prisoners, 
crowding against each other, came flocking out, Pierre threw hirnscM 
in front of them and went to the very captain who, according to the 
corporal’s account, was ready to do anything for him. 

This captain was in marching trim, and from his cold face looked 
forth that same “it” which Pierre had recognized in the corporal’s 
words and in the rattle of the drums. 

“Carry on, carry on— on with youl’’ commanded the captain, frown 
ing sternly as he looked at the prisoners (rowding [rast him. Pierre 
knew beforehand that his effort would be wasted, but still he went up 
to him. 

“Well, what do you want?” asked the officer, coldly, scanning Pierre 
as if he did not recognize him. 

Pierre told him about the wounded. 

“He can walk, the devil take himl” replied the captain. “Carry on, 
carry onl” he went on saying, not looking at Pierre. 

“No, but he is dying,’’ began Pierre. 

“Go to the devili” cried the captain, scowling wrathfully. 

Dram-da-da-dam-dain-darn went the rattle of the drums. And Pierre 
realized that this mysterious foice was already in full possession of 
these men, and that to say anything now was useless. 

The officers among the prisoners were separated from the privates 
and ordered to go forward. The officers, including Pierre, numbered 
thirty, the privates three hundred. 

On the streets that crossed Khamovniki, the prisoners marched along 
with their convoy and the wagons and teams that belonged to the 
soldiers composing it, and followed behind them; but when they 
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reached a storehouse of provisions, they found themselves in the midst 
of a vast detachment of artillery, moving in close order, which had got 
mixed up with a number of private conveyances. 

On the bridge itself all halted, and waited for those in front to move 
on. From the bridge the prisoners could see before them and behind 
them endless lines of moving vehicles. In every direction was heard the 
incessant roar of carriages like the tumult of the sea, and trampling 
of feet and incessant angry shouts and curses. Pierre stood crushed 
up against the wall of a house which had been exposed to the flames, 
and listened to this uproar, which blended in his imagination with 
the rattle of the drum. 

Several of the officers in the group of prisoners, in order to get a 
better view, climbed up on the wall of the burned house next to which 
Pierre was standing. 

“What crowds of peoplel Oh, what crowdsi” . . . “They're even 
riding on the gunsl See the fursl“ they exclaimed. “Oh, the carrion 
eatersi what thievesl" . . . “Look yonder, on that cart I “ . . . “Do you 
see that, they’ve got an icon, by Godl” 

“Those must be Germans.” . . . “And our peasants, by God!” 

“Oh, the scoundrels!” . . . “See how they’re loaded down, as much 
as they can do to get along! And there’s one’s got a cab— they stole 
even that!” . . . 

“See! he’s sitting on the trunks! Ye saints!” . . . “There, they’re 
having a fight.” . . . 

“See! He hit him in the snout, right in the snout!” 

“At this rate they won’t get through till night!” . . . 

“Look! Just look! Those must be Napoleon’s! See what fine horses! 
With monogram and crown!” 

“This was a fine house!” . . . “See, he’s dropped a bag and didn’t 
notice it!” . . . 

“There! they’re fighting again!” . . . 

“There’s a woman with a i)aby! Not so bad looking either!” . . . 

“See! There’s no end to it. Russian wenches! There’s the wenches 
for you, by God!” . . . 

“They’re having an easy time in that carriage there, hey!” 

The wave of general curiosity drove all the prisoners into the street; 
and Pierre, thanks to his stature, could sec over the heads of the others 
what had so awakened the curiosity of the prisoners: in three calashes, 
jammed in among some artillery caissons, rode several women, sitting 
close together, adorned with bright colors, painted, and shouting at the 
top of their shrill voices. 

Since the moment Pierre had recognized the reappearance of that 
mysterious power, nothing seemed to him strange or terrible, neither 
these women hastening no one knew where, nor the conflagration that 
had destroyed Moscow. All that he now saw produced scarcely any 
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impression on him— as if his soul, preparing for a hard struggle, refused 
to submit to any impressions that might render it weaker. 

Sometime before nightfall the leader of the convoy mustered his 
command, and with shouts and disputes marched them in among the 
teams, and the prisoners, guarded on every side, emerged onto the 
Kaluga road. 

They proceeded very rapidly, without stopping to rest, and only 
halted at sunset. The teams ran into one another, and the men pre- 
pared for their night encampment. All seemed angry and dissatisfied, 
ft was long before the curses and shouts and blows ceased on all sides. 
A private carriage, which had been following the prisoners’ guard, 
came up against one of the wagons belonging to the same, and the 
pole ran into it. Several soldiers ran up from various sides: some struck 
the heads of the horses that drew the private carriage, and tried to 
turn them aside; others squabbled among themselves, and Pierre saw 
a German severely wounded in the head with a short saber. 

During this halt the soldiers in charge of the prisoners treated them 
even worse than they had during the march. At this halt horseflesh 
was for the first time issued to the prisoners. 

From officers down to humblest soldiers, all seemed alike to feel a 
personal sense of anger against each one of the prisoners, all the more 
noticeable because of the unexpected change from iheir lormer friend- 
liness. This ill will grew more and more pronounced, when, at roll 
call of the prisoners, it was lound that during the busile attendant on 
leaving Moscow a Russian soldier, feigning to be ill with colic, had 
escaped. Pierre saw a Frenchman strike a Russian soldier for having 
strayed away from the road too far; and he heard the captain, his 
friend, reprimand a noncommissioned officer for the escape of the 
Russian soldier, and threaten him with court-martial. At the corporal’s 
excuse that the soldier was ill and could not march, tlie officer replied 
that the orders were to shoot those who had to be left. 

The evening was over, but the night had not fairly begun. Pierre 
left his new comrades, and, stepping among the watch fires, started to 
cross to the other side of the road, where he had been told the privates 
of the prisoner party w'ere encamped. He wanted to have a talk with 
them. But a sentinel halted him on the road and ordered him back. 

Pierre returned, but not to the watch fire, to his companions, but 
to an unharnessed wagon where there was no one. Doubling up his 
legs and dropping his head, he sat down on the cold ground by the 
wagon wheel, and remained there for a long time, motionless, thinking. 

More than an hour passed in that way. No one disturbed him. 

Suddenly he burst into a loud and rich peal of jovial laughter, so 
loud that men gathered around from various directions in amazement, 
to see what caused this strange and solitary fit of laughter. 

*‘Ha! hal hal” roared Pierre, and he went on talking aloud to him- 
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self. “The soldier would not let me pass. I was caught, I was shut up. 
They still keep me as their prisoner. Who am I? I? I? . . . my immortal 
soull Hal ha! ha!” and he laughed until the tears ran down his cheeks. 

Someone got up and came over to see what this strange big man 
found to laugh at, all alone by himself. Pierre ceased to laugh, got up, 
went off to some distance from the inquisitive man, and glanced around 
him. 

The huge, endless bivouac, which shortly before had been noisy with 
the crackling of campfires and the voices of men, was now silent; the 
ruddy fires were dying down and paling. High in the bright sky stood 
the full moon. Forest and field, before invisible beyond the confines 
of the bivouac, could now be seen stretching far away. And still farther 
beyond these forests and fields the eye followed the bright, quivering, 
alluring, infinite distance. 

Pierre gazed up into the sky, into the depths of the marching host 
of twinkling stars. 

“And all that is mine, and all that is in me, and all that is me** 
thought Pierre. “And they took all that and shut it in a hut made of 
boards!” 

He smiled and went back to his comrades, and lay down to sleep. 


V 

Toward the middle of October a messenger came to Kutuzof with 
still another letter from Napoleon and a proposal for peace. It was 
deceitfully dated from Moscow, since at that time Napoleon was not 
far in advance of Kutuzof on the old Kaluga liighway. 

Kutuzof replied to this letter exactly as he had replied to the first 
one, with which Lauriston had been sent: He declared there could be 
no question of peace. 

Shortly after this, word was received that the enemy had appeared 
in Fominskoye, that these troops consisted of Broussier’s division, and 
that this division, being separated from the rest of the army, might 
easily be destroyed. Soldiers and officers again demanded offensive 
operations. Kutuzof considered it unnecessary to make any attack. A 
middle course was adopted: a small detachment was sent to Fominskoye, 
ciiargcd to attack Broussier. 

This operation-most difficult and most important, as it turned out, 
in its consequences— was intrusted to Dokhturof. 

On the twenty-second of October, the same day on which Dokhturof 
traversed halfway toward Fominskoye, and halted in the village of 
Ai istovo, preparing himself accurately to carry out the orders that had 
been given him, the whole French army, in its spasmodic motion moving 
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down as far as Murat's position, as if for the purpose of giving battle, 
suddenly, without any reason, swerved to the left to the new Kaluga 
highway, and moved toward Fominskoye, where shortly before only 
Broussier had been. 

Dokhturof at this time had under his command, with the exception 
of some partisans, only the two small divisions ol Figncr and Seslavin. 

On the afternoon of October twenty-third, Seslavin came to the 
commander at Aristovo with a French guardsman who had been taken 
prisoner. The prisoner said that the troops which had that day occupied 
Fominskoye consisted ol the vanguard of the main army, tliat Napoleon 
was there, that the whole army had letl Moscow five days ago. 

That same evening a domestic serf who had come from Borovsko 
declared that he had seen an enormous host entering the town. 

The partisans brought word that they had seen the French guard 
marching along the road to Borovsko. 

From all these rumors it was evident that where they had expected 
to find a single division was now the whole army ol the French, which 
had marched out of Moscow^ in an unexpected route— along the old 
Kaluga highway. 

Dokhturof was loath to make any demonstration, since it was not 
now at all clear to him what it was his duty to do. He had been com- 
manded to attack Fominskoye. 

But where, before, Broussier had been alone in Fominskoye, now 
there was the whole French aimy. 

Yermolof wanted to act on his own judgment, but Dokhturof in- 
sisted that it was necessary to have orders from his serene highness. It 
W'as determined to send a messenger back to head(|uarters. 

For this duty was chosen a highly intelligent olheer, Bolkhovitinof, 
who, in addition to the written report, was to give a verbal report of 
the whole matter. At midnight Bolkhovitinol, having received the 
envelope and the verbal message, galloped off, accompanied by a 
Cossack with extra horses, to headejuarters. 

Kutuzof, like all old people, slept little at night. In the daytime he 
frecpiently dozed at unexpected times; but at night, throwing himself, 
still dressed, down on his couch, he would lie awake and think. 

Thus it was at this time. He was lying on his bed, leaning his heavy, 
big, scarred head on his fat hand, and thinking, his one eye stating 
out into the darkness. 

Since Benigsen, who was in correspondence with the sovereign and 
had more influence with the staff than anyone el^e, had kept out of 
his way, Kutuzof was less troubled by the thought that he would be 
forced to send his troops to take part in useless offensive actions. The 
lesson of the Battle of Tarutino and of the day be fore it, ever memo 
rable to Kutuzof, must have had its effect, he thought. 
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"They must understand that it can only be a losing game with us 
to act on the offensive. Patience and time, they are my invincible 
warriors," said Kutuzof to himself. 

He knew that it is not good to pluck the apple while it is green. It 
will fall of itself when it is ripe; but if you pluck it green, then it 
spoils the apple and the tree, and sets your teeth on edge as well. 

Like an experienced huntsman, he knew that the wild beast was 
wounded— wounded as only the whole force of Russia could wound; 
but whether or not the wound was mortal was as yet an undecided 
question. 

Now, by the sending of Lauriston and Berth^mi, and from the 
reports of the guerrillas, Kutuzof was almost certain that the wound 
was mortal. But proofs were still needed; it was necessary to wait. 

"They want to rush forward and see how they have killed him. 
Wait, and you'll see. Always ‘maneuvers,' always ‘offensive move- 
ments'!" he said to himself. "What for? So as to gain distinction. One 
would think there was something jolly in this fighting. They are just 
like children, from whom you can’t expect reason, for the truth is that 
they all want to prove how well they can fight. But that is not the 
way now. And what fine maneuvers they are always proposing to mel 
It seems to them that when they have devised two or three chances"— 
he was thinking about the general plan sent from Petersburg— "they 
have exhausted the list, but there's no end to them." 

The more he thought about them, the more abundantly they arose 
before him. He imagined every kind of diversion the Napoleonic army 
might make, whether as a whole, or in divisions, against Petersburg, 
against himself, against his flank. There was one contingency he 
dreaded more than any other: It was that Napoleon might turn against 
him his own weapon— that he might settle down in Moscow and wait 
for him. But the one thing that he could not have foreseen was the 
very thing that happened— that senseless, cautious doubling to and fro 
of Napoleon’s army during the first eleven days after it left Moscow; 
that indecision which rendered possible what Kutuzof had not till 
then dared even to think about— namely, the absolute destruction of 
the French. 

The information imparted by the partisans in regard to the distress 
of Napoleon’s army, the rumors of preparation tor evacuating Moscow, 
all taken together confirmed the presumption that the French army 
was worsted and was preparing to flee. But these presumptions ap- 
pealed to the younger men only, not to Kutuzof. 

He, with his sixty years’ experience, knew how much dependence 
was to be put on hearsay, knew how prone men who wished anything 
were to group all the indications in such a way as to conform with 
their desire, and he knew how in such a case as this they are glad to 
overlook anything that may seem opposed to it. 
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And the more Kutuzof desired to believe, the less he permitted 
himself to put any trust in the rumors. This question engaged all die 
energies of his mind. Everything else was for him merely the ordinary 
business of life. And such subordinate business of life included his 
conversation with his staff officers, his letters to Madame Stahl written 
from Tarutino, the reading of novels, the granting of rewards, his cor- 
respondence with Petersburg, and the like. 

But the destruction of the French, which he had been the only one 
to foresee, was the only real desire of his soul. 

On the night of the twenty-third of Octobei he was lying down, his 
head resting on his hand, and was thinking about this. 

There was a commotion in the next room, and the steps of Toll, 
Konovnitsin and Bolkhovitinof were heard. 

“Ehl Who is there? Come in. come in! What news?" cried the field 
marshal to them. 

While the servant was lighting a candle, ToW told the gist of the news. 

Kutuzof sat down, stretching out one leg on the bed, and resting his 
huge paunch on the other, which he doublt d up. He blinked his sound 
eye to get a better sight of the messenger, as if he expected in his features 
to read the answer to what was occupying him. 

"Go on, tell us about it, friend," said he to Bolkhovitinof, in his 
low, senile voice, pulling his shirt, which had fallen open, over his 
chest. "Come here, come nearer. What is this bit of news you have 
brought me? What! Napoleon left Moscow? And his army too? Ha?" 

Bolkhovitinof gave him a detailed account, from the very l)cginning, 
of all that had been intrusted to him. 

"Speak faster, faster; don't torment my very soul," exclaimed Kutuzof, 
interrupting him. 

Bolkhovitnof told the whole story and then remained silent, awaiting 
orders. 

Toll began to make some remark, bni Knrir/of interrupted him. He 
wished to say something, but suddenly his face wrinkled and frowned. 
Waving his hand to Toll, he walked across the room, to the "red corner" 
of the cottage, dark with many ic ons. 

"Lord, my Creator! Thou hast heard our prayer ..." said he, in a 
trembling voice, folding his hands, "Saviour ol Russia! I thank thee, 
O Lord." And he burst into tears. 


VI 

From the time that this news came until the end of the campaign, all 
Kutuzof's activity was confined to exercising his power, shrewdness, and 
persuasion to prevent his troops from useless attacks, maneuvers, and 
encounters with an enemy already doomed. 
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Kutuzof fell back; but the enemy, not waiting for his retreat, took to 
flight in the opposite direction. 

When the retreat of the French army took the definite shape of flight 
along the Smolensk road, all the superior generals of the army wished 
to distinguish themselves, to cut the French off, to take them prisoners, 
to set upon them; and all demanded offensive operations. 

Kutuzol alone employed all his powers— the powers of any command- 
ing general are very small— to resist offensive operations. 

He could not say what we can say today— why fight battles, why dis- 
pute the road, why lose your own men, and why inhumanly kill unfor- 
tunate wretches? Why do all this, when from Moscow to Viazma, without 
any combat whatever, a third of this army has disappeared? But draw- 
ing from his wisdom what they might have understood, he told them 
about “the golden bridge” (“Let them cross the golden bridge”; that is, 
“Give them every chance ol self-destruction.”); and they mocked him, 
slandered him, and hurled themselves on the dying beast to rend it 
and cut it in pieces. 

At Via/ina, Yermolol, Miloradovitch, Platof and others, finding 
themselves near the Fieiuh, toiild not restrain themselves from cutting 
oil and destroying two French aimy corps. Kutuzof they derided by 
sending him a sheet of blank paper in an envelope, instead of a report of 
their undertaking. 

And. in sjiite of all Kutu/of’s efforts to restrain our troops, the troops 
assailed the French and endeasored to dispute their way. Regiments ol 
infantry, we are told, with musit and drums, boldly advanced to the 
attack, and killed and lost thousands of men. 

But they could not cut off the fugitives or exterminate the enemy. 
And the French army, drawing its ranks more closely together because 
of the danger, and rc^gularly melting away, advanced along this— its fatal 
road to Smolensk. 
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The Russian winter is on. The grande arm^e, retreating, is attacked by 
Russia's armies and harassed by guerrillas. In France the morale is poor, 
internal forces opposing Napoleon are strengthened. Under these cir- 
cumstances the only hope is to get the army out of Russia intact. 




O NE of the most obvious and advantageous infractions of the so- 
( ailed rules of war is the action of isolated individuals against 
troops crowded together into a mass. This son of activity is 
always seen in wars which assume a popular character. In this form of 
warfare, instead of one compact body meeting another compact body, 
men disperse, attack separately, instantly retire when threatened by 
superior forces, and then reappear at the first favorable opportunity. 
Thus did the guerrillas in Spain, thus did the mountaineers in the 
Caucasus, thus did the Russians in 1812. 

Warfare of this sort is called “partisan" warfare, and people suppose 
that when it is thus named its meaning is explained. Such warfare, 
however, not only fails to come under any rules, but is directly opposed 
to a well-known law of tactics regarded as infallible. This law demands 
that the assailant shall concentrate his troops so as to be, at the moment 
of combat, stronger than his enemy. 

Partisan warfare (always successlul, as history proves) is directly op- 
posed to that law. 

This contradiction arises from the fact that military science takes 
the strength of armies to be identical with their numbers. Military 
science says: The more troops, the greater the strength. Great battalions 
are always right: “God is on the side of the heavier battalions." In 
making this assertion, military science is like the science of mechanics, 
which, considering the momenta of moving bodies only in relation to 
their masses, affirms that these forces will be equal or unequal as their 
masses are equal or unequal. 

Momentum (the quantity of movement) is the product of the mass 
and the velocity. 
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In war the momentum of troops is likewise the product of the mass 
multiplied by some unknown quantity, x. 

This X is the spirit of the army; in other words, the more or less 
intense desire of all the men composing the army to fight and expose 
themselves to perils, independently of whether they are under the com- 
mand of men of genius or otherwise, whether they fight in three or two 
ranks, whether they are armed with clubs or with guns delivering thirty 
shots a minute. 

Men who have the most intense desire to fight always put themselves 
in the most advantageous position for fighting. 

The rule of tactics commanding troops to act in masses during an 
attack, and separately in a retreat, is an unconscious expression of the 
truth that the strength of troops depends on their spirit. Better dis- 
cipline is required to lead men into fire than to induce them to defend 
themselves against assailants, and is obtained exclusively by movements 
in masses. But this rule, which takes no account of the spirit of the 
troops, constantly proves fallacious and particularly opposed to the 
reality, when there is an increased or diminished spirit among the troops 
—in all popular wars. 

The French, in retreating in 1812, though according to tactics they 
should have defended themselves separately, drew into closer masses 
because the spirit of the troops had fallen so low that the army could 
be maintained only by holding the men in mass. 

The Russians, on the contrary, should according to tactics have at- 
tacked in mass; instead, they scattered their forces, because the spirit 
of their troops had risen so high that isolated men attacked the French 
without waiting for orders, and there was no need ol pressure to induce 
them to expose themselves to fatigues and perils. 

The so-called partisan or guerrilla war began with the arrival of the 
French at Smolensk. 

Before this guerrilla warfare w^as officially recognized by our govern- 
ment, thousands of the hostile army— marauders Iclt behind and forag- 
ing parties— had been exterminated by Cossaks and peasants, who killed 
these men as instinctively as dogs worry to death a mad dog that has 
run astray. 

The partisans demolished the “Grand Army” in detachments. They 
trampled down the fallen leaves that fell from the dried tree— the 
French army— and now and again shook the tree itself. In October, when 
the French were on their way back to Smolensk, there were hundreds 
of these bands, of various sizes and characters. 

On the fourth of November, Denisof, who was one of these partisan 
leaders, found himself, with his band, in the very center of partisan 
excitement. Since morning, he and his band had been on the march. 
All day long, keeping under shelter of the forest that skirted the high- 
way, he had been following a large French convoy of cavalry baggage 
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and Russian prisoners, isolated from the other troops and under a 
powerful escort, on its way to Smolensk, as was known from scouts and 
prisoners. 

The existence of this train was known not only to Denisof and 
Dolokhof— who was also a partisan leader with a small band, and was 
advancing close by— but to the heads of several large bands, with their 
staffs. All knew about this train and, as Denisof expressed it, “were 
whetting their teeth for it.*’ Two of these large bands, one commanded 
by a Pole, the other by a German, almost simultaneously sent to Denisof 
to join forces, each inviting him to help them attack the “transport." 

“No, thank you, bwother, I gwow my own whiskers," said Denisof as 
he read their letters; and he replied to the German that, in spite of the 
heartfelt desire which he had of serving under the command of such a 
valiant and distinguished general, he should have to deprive himself of 
that pleasure because he had already joined the command of the Polish 
general. And to the Polish general he wrote the same thing, assuring 
him that he had already joined the command of the German. 

Having thus disposed of these matters, Denisof made his plans, with- 
out reference to these high officials, to join with Dolokhof and attack 
and capture this train with the small force at their command. 

The “transport" mustered fifteen hundred men. Denisof had two 
hundred, and Dolokhof had perhaps as many. But the preponderance 
of numbers did not deter Denisof. The only thing that he cared now to 
know was what sort of men composed these troops, and, with this end 
in view, Denisof wanted to capture a “longue"— that is, a man from the 
enemy's ranks. To make a descent, Denisof considered, would be at the 
risk of arousing the whole column, and therefore he sent forward to 
Shamsheva the peasant I'ikhon Shcherbatof, one of his band, to pick 
up, if possible, one of the French quartermasters who might be there in 
advance. 


II 


It was a mild, rainy, autumn day. The sky and the earth blended in the 
same hue, like that of muddied water. At one moment a sort of fog 
descended; at the next, round, slanting drops of rain would suddenly 
fall. 

Denisof, in his felt cloak and Cossack cap, from which the water was 
streaming, was riding along on a lean thoroughbred, with tightened 
girths. Like his horse, he kept his head bent and ears alert, and, scowling 
at the slanting rain, peered anxiously ahead. His face was somewhat 
thinner than formerly and, with its growth of thick, short black beard, 
looked fierce. Abreast of Denisof, also in cloak and Cossack cap, on a 
plump, coarse-limbed Don pony, rode a Cossack captain, Denisof’s ally. 
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A third, Captain Lovaiski, likewise in cloak and Cossack cap, was a 
long-limbed, light-complexioned man, as flat as a plank, with narrow 
bright eyes and a calmly self-confident expression of both face and pose. 
It was evident at a glance, first at the captain and then at Denisof, tliat 
Denisof was wet and uncomfortable, that Denisof was a man who merely 
rode his horse; while the captain was as comfortable and confident as he 
always was, and was not a man who merely rode the horse, but a man 
who was one being with his horse and thus possessed of double strength. 

A short distance ahead of them walked their guide, a little peasant in 
a gray coat and a white cap, wet to the skin. 

A little behind them, on a small, lean Kirghiz pony with a huge tail 
and mane and torn, bloody lips, rode a young officer in a blue French 
cape. 

Next to him rode a hussar who had taken np behind him, on his 
horse’s crupper, a lad in a torn French uniform and blue cap. This lad 
clung to the hussar with hands red with cold, rubbed his bare feet 
together to warm them, and gazed around him in amazement with up- 
lifted brows. This was a French drummer boy whom they had taken 
prisoner that morning. 

Behind them, three and four deep, the line of hussars stretched along 
the narrow, winding and well-worn forest path; then came Cossacks, 
some in felt cloaks, some in French capes, some with horsecloths thrown 
over their heads. Their horses, wdiether roan or bay, seemed all black as 
coal in the rain that was strciaming from them. I'he horses’ necks seemed 
strangely slender from their soaked manes. From the horses rose steam. 
The clothes and the saddles and the bridles— everything was wet, slip- 
pery, and limp, just like the ground and the fallen leaves that covered 
the path. The men sat with scowling faces, trying not to move, so as 
to warm the water that had trickled clown their backs, and not to allow 
any fresh invasion of cold water under their saddles, on their knees, or 
down their necks. 

In the midst of the long train of Cossacks the two wagons drawn by 
French and Cossack horses (tire latter harnessed in with their saddles 
on) rattled over the stumps and repots and splashed through the ruts full 
of water. Denisof ’s hor.se, avoiding a puddle which covered the road^ 
sprang to one side and struck his knee against a tree. 

“Oh, the devil 1“ cried Denisof wrathfully, and, showing his teeth, he 
gave the horse three blows with the whip, spattering himself and his 
comrades with mud. Denisof was not in good spirits, owing to the rain 
and his hunger— he had eaten nothing since morning— and principally 
because nothing had been heard from Dolokhof, and because the man 
sent to capture the “tongue” had not returned. 

“We won’t be likely to find another chance like today’s to stwike the 
twansport twain. To attack them alone is too much of a wisk; and to 
wait till another day— some of those big bands of pa’tisans will be sure 
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to snatch it away from under our vewy noses," said Denisof, who kept 
his eyes constantly toward the front, thinking he might see the expected 
messenger from Dolokhof. 

On coming out into a vista where there was a clear view extending to 
some distance toward the right, Denisof reined in. 

"Someone's coming," said he. 

The captain looked in the direction indicated by Denisof. 

"There are two of them— an officer and Cossack. Only you don't sup- 
pose it is the sublieutenant himself, do you?" said the captain. 

The riders coming toward them were lost from sight, and after a little 
while reappeared again. The officer, with disheveled hair, wet to the 
skin, and with his trousers worked up above his knees, came riding in 
advance at a weary gallop, urging his horse with his whip. Behind him, 
standing up in his stirrups, trotted his Cossack. This officer, a very 
young lad with a broad, rosy face and alert, merry eyes, galloped up to 
Denisof and handed him a wet envelope. 

"From the general," said the officer. "Excuse its not being perfectly 
dry." 

Denisof, frowning, took the envelope and started to break the seal. 

"Now they all said it was dangerous . . . dangerous," said the young 
officer, turning to the captain while Denisof was reading the letter. 
"However, Komarof"— he pointed to the Cossack— "Komarot and I made 
all our plans. We each had two pist— but who is that?" he asked, break- 
ing off in the middle of the word on catching sight of the French drum- 
mer boy. "A prisoner? Have you had a fight? May I speak with him?" 

"WostofI Petya I" cried Denisof, at that instant having run through 
the letter that had been given him. "Why didn't you say who you were?" 
and Denisof, smiling and turning around, gave the young officer his 
hand. 

The young officer was Petya RostofI 

All the way Petya had been revolving in his mind how he should 
behave toward Denisof as became a full-fledged officer, and not give a 
hint of their former acquaintance. 

But as soon as Denisof smiled on him Petya immediately became 
radiant, flushed with delight, forgot the formality he had stored up 
against the occasion, and began to tell him how he had galloped past 
ihc French, and how glad he was that such a commission had been in- 
irusted to him, and how he had been in the battle near Viazma, where a 
certain hussar greatly distinguished himself. 

"Well, I’m wight glad to see you," said Denisof, interrupting him, 
and then his face assumed again its anxious expression. "Captain," said 
he, turning to the captain, "you see this is fwom the German again. He 
insists on our joining him.” 

And Denisof proceeded to explain to the captain that the contents of 
the letter just received constituted another request from the German 
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general to unite with him in an attack on the transport train. "If we 
don t get at it tomowwow, he will certainly take it away fwom under 
our vewy noses/’ he said in conclusion. 

While Denisof was talking with the captain, Petya, abashed by 
Denisof s chilling tone and supposing that the reason for it might be 
the state of his trousers, strove to pull them down under shelter of his 
cloak, so that no one would notice him, and did his best to assume as 
military an aspect as possible. 

"Will there be any order from your excellency?" he asked of Denisof, 
raising his hand to his visor, and again returning to the little comedy of 
general and aide for which he had rehearsed himself. "Or should I 
remain with your excellency?" 

"Orders?" repeated Denisof, thoughtfully. "Can you wemain till to- 
mowwow?" 

"Ah I Please let me. . . . May I stay with you?" cried Petya. 

"I suppose your orders fwom the gencwal were to weturn imme- 
diately— weren’t they?" asked Denisof. 

Petya reddened. "He said nothing at all about it; I think I can,” he 
replied, somewhat doubtfully. 

"Well, all wight!" said Denisof. 

And, turning to his subordinates, he made various arrangements for 
the party to make their way to the j^lace ot rendciivous, at th(‘ watch- 
house in the forest, that had been agreed upon, and for the oilicer on the 
Kirghiz horse— this officer performed the duties of aide— to ride off in 
search of Dolokhof, and find out whether or not he would come that 
evening. 

Denisof himself determined to ride down with the captain and Petya 
to the edge of the forest nearest Shamsheva to reconnoiter the position 
of the French, and find the best ])lace for making their attack on the 
following day. 

"And now, gwaybeard," said he, turning to the peasant who was serv- 
ing as their guide, "take us to Shamsheva." 

Denisof, Petya, and the caj)tain, accompanied by a few Cossacks and 
the hussar who had charge of the prisoner, rode off to the left, through 
the ravine, toward the edge of the forest. 


Ill 

It had stopped raining; there was merely a drizzling mist, and drops of 
water fell from the branches of the trees. Denisof, the captain and Petya 
rode silently behind the guide, who, lightly and noiselessly plodding 
along in his plaited shoes of wood fiber over the roots and wet leaves, 
led them to the edge of the wood. 

On reaching the crest of a slope, the guide paused, glanced around. 
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and strode toward where the waJl of trees was thinner. Under a great 
oak which had not yet shed its leaves he paused and mysteriously 
beckoned with his hand. 

Denisof and Petya rode up to him. From where the guide was 
standing, the French could be seen. Immediately back of the forest, 
occupying the lower half of the slope, spread a field of spring corn. At 
the right, beyond a steep ravine, could be seen a small village and the 
manor house with dilapidated roofs. In this hamlet, and around 
the manor house, and over the whole hillside, and in the garden, 
around the well and the pond, and along the whole road up from the 
bridge to the village, which was hardly a quarter of a mile, masses of 
men could be seen in the rolling mist. Their non-Russian cries to 
the horses that were dragging the teams up the hill, and their calls to one 
another, could be heard distinctly. 

“Bwing the pwisoner here,*' said Denisof in a low tone, not taking his 
eyes from the French. 

A Cossack dismounted, helped the lad down, and came with him to 
Denisof. Denisof, pointing to the French, asked what troops such and 
such divisions were. The little drummer, stuffing his benumbed hands 
into his pockets and lilting his brows, gazed at Denisof in fright and, in 
spite of his evident anxiety to tell all that he knew, got confused in his 
replies and merely said yes to everything that Denisof asked him. 
Denisof, scowling, turned Irom him, and addressed the captain, to 
whom he communicated his impressions. 

Petya, moving his head with quick gestures, looked now at the little 
drummer boy, now at Denisol, and from him to the captain, then at 
the French in the village, and did his best not to miss anything of im- 
portance that was going on. 

“Whether Dolokliof comes or docs not come, we must make the at- 
tempt, hey?“ said Denisof, his eyes flashing with animation. 

“An excellent place,” replied the captain. 

“We'll attack the infaniwy on the lowland, the swamp,” pursued 
Denisof. “They’ll escape into the garden. You and the Cossacks will 
set on them fwom that side.” Denisof pointed to the woods beyond 
the village. “And I fwom this, with my hussars. And when a gun is 
fired ...” 

“You won't be able to cross the ravine; there's a quagmire,” said the 
captain. “The horses would be mired. You'll have to strike farther to 
the left.” 

While they were thus talking in an undertone, there rang out below 
them, in the hollow where the pond was, a single shot; a white puff 
of smoke rolled away, then another, and they heard friendly, almost 
jolly, shouts from hundreds of the French on the hillside. 

At first both Denisof and the captain drew back. They were so near. 
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it seemed to them that they were what had occasioned those shots and 
shouts. But the shots and shouts had no connection with them. Below 
them a man in something red was running across the swamp. Evidently 
the French had shot and were shouting at this man. 

“Hal that's our Tikhon,” said the captain. 

“So it is, so it is.” 

“OhI the wascall” exclaimed Denisof. 

He 11 escape eni!” said the captain, blinking his eyes. 

The man they called Tikhon ran down to the creek and plunged 
into it, spattering the water in every direction. Disappearing for a 
moment, he crawled out on all fours, and, black with water, dashed 
off once more. The French who had started in pursuit paused. 

“Cleverly donel” exclaimed the captain. 

“What a creature!” snarled Denisof, with the same expression of 
vexation as before. “And what has he been up to all this time?” 

“Who is it?” asked Petya. 

“Our scout. We sent him to catch a ‘tongue.' ” 

“Oh, yes,” said Petya at Denisofs first word, nodding his head as 
if he understood, although really he did not comprehend a single 
word. 

Tikhon was one of the most useful men of the band. 

He was a peasant from Pokrovskoye. When Denisof, near the begin- 
ning of his enterprise, reached Pokrovskoye, according to his usual 
custom he summoned the village elder and asked him what news they 
had about the French. The elder had icplied~as all elders always 
reply as if called to account for some mischief— that they had not seen 
or heard anything. 

But when Denisof explained to him that his aim was to beat the 
French, then the elder told him that marauders had only just been 
there, but that Tikhon was ihe only man in their village who troubled 
himself about such things. 

Denisof ordered Tikhon to be summoned, and, after praising him 
for his activity, spoke to him, in the elder's presence, a few words about 
that fidelity to the Tsar and the fatherland, and that haired toward 
the French, which the sons of the fatherland were in duty bound to 
manifest. 

“We haven't done any harm to the French,” said Tikhon, evidently 
confused by this speech of Denisof’s. “We only amused ourselves, as 
you might say, with the boys. We killed a few do/cn of the marauders, 
that was all; but we haven’t done them any harm.” 

On the next day, when Denisof, who had entirely forgotten about 
this peasant, was starting away from Pokrovskoye, he was informed 
that Tikhon had joined the band and asked pennission to stay. Denisof 
gave orders to keep him. 
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Tikhon, who at first was given the “dirty work” of making campfires, 
fetching water, and currying horses, quickly displayed great willingness 
and aptitude for partisan warfare. He would go out at night after booty, 
and every time he would return with French clothes and arms, and 
when told to do so he would even bring in prisoners. 

Denisof then relieved Tikhon of drudgery, began to take him along 
on raids, and enrolled him among the Cossacks. 

Tikhon was not fond of riding horseback, and always traveled on 
foot, but he never let the cavalry get ahead of him. His weapons con- 
sisted of a musket, which he carried as a joke, a lance, and a hatchet, 
which he used as a wolf uses his teeth, with equal facility chasing a 
flea out of his hair, or crushing stout bones. Tikhon, with absolute 
certainty, would split a skull with his hatchet at any distance, and, 
taking it by the butt, he would cut out dainty ornaments, or carve 
spoons. 

In Denisof ’s band Tikhon enjoyed an exclusive and exceptional 
position. When there was need of doing anything especially difficult 
and obnoxious— to put a shoulder to a team stuck in the mud, or to 
pull a horse from the bog by its tail, or act as butcher, or make his 
way into the very midst of the French, or travel thirty-five miles a day 
—all laughed and gave the job to Tikhon. 

“What harm will it do him, the devil? He's tough as a horsel” they 
would say of him. 

One time a Frenchman whom Tikhon had taken prisoner fired his 
pistol at him and wounded him in the buttocks. This wound, which 
Tikhon treated with nothing but vodka, taken internally and exter- 
nally, was the object of the merriest jokes in the whole division, and 
Tikhon put up with them with a very good grace. 

“Well, brother, how’s it coming on? Docs it double you up?” the 
Cossacks would ask mockingly; and Tikhon, entering into the fun of 
the thing, would make up a face and, pretending to be angry, would 
abuse the French with the most absurd objurgations. The only impres- 
sion the affair made on Tikhon was that, after his wound, he was chary 
of bringing in prisoners. 

Tikhon was the most useful and the bravest man in the band. No 
one was quicker than he was in discovering the prospects of a raid; 
no one had conquered and killed more of the French; and, conse- 
quently, he was the buffoon of the whole band, and he willingly 
accommodated himself to this standing. 

Tikhon had now been sent by Denisof the evening before to 
Shamsheva to capture a “tongue.” But either because he had not been 
satisfied with a single Frenchman, or because he had slept that night, 
during daylight he had crept among the bushes in the very midst of 
the French, and, as Denisof had seen from the brow of the ravine, had 
been discovered by them. 
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IV 


After talking with the captain for some little time longer about the 
morrow s raid, which Denisof, it seemed, having got a view of tlie 
French near at hand, was determined to make, he turned his horse and 
rode back. 

“Well, bwother, now we*ll go and dwy ourselves,” said he to Petya. 

As they rode up to a forest watchman’s cottage, Denisof reined in 
and gazed into the woods. Along the forest, among the trees, came, at 
a great swinging gait, a long-legged, long-armed man, in a felt cloak, 
plaited shoes of wood fiber, and a Kazan cap, with a musket over his 
shoulder and a hatchet in his belt. On catching sight of Denisof, this 
man hastily threw something into the thicket and, removing his wet 
cap with its pendant brim, he approached his leader. 

This was Tikhon. 

His face, pitted with smallpox and covered with wrinkles, and his 
little, narrow eyes, fairly beamed with self-satisfied jollity. He lifted 
his head high; and, as if trying to refrain from laughing, looked at 
Denisof. 

“Where have you been all this time?” asked Denisof. 

“Where have I been? I went after the French,” replied Tikhon, 
boldly and hastily, in a hoarse but singsong bass. 

“Why did you keep out of sight all day? Donkeyl Well, why didn’t 
you bring him?” 

“I brought what I brought,” said Tikhon. 

“Where is he?” 

“Well, I got him, in the first place, before sunrise,” pursued Tikhon, 
setting his legs, high-wrapped in wood-fiber shoes, wide apart. “And I 
lugged him into the woods. But I see he’s no good. I tliinks to myself, 
‘I'll try it again; I’ll have better luck with another.’ ” 

“Oh, you wascal! What a man he is!” exclaimed Denisof, turning to 
the captain. “Why didn’t you bwing him?” 

“Yes, why didn’t I bring himi” exclaimed Tikhon, angrily. “No 
goodi Don’t I know what kind you want?” 

“What a son-of-al . . . Well?” 

“I went after another one,” resumed Tikhon. “I crept this way into 
the woods, lying flatl” Tikhon here uncxj)ectcdly and abruptly threw 
himself on his belly, watching their faces while he did so. “Suddenly 
one shows up,” he went on to say; “I collar him . . . this way. Tikhon 
swiftly, lithely leaped to his feet. “ ‘Come along,’ says I to the colonel. 
What a racket he madel And there were four of ’em! They sprang on 
me with their little swords. And I at ’em, like this, with my hatchet: 
‘What’s the matter with youl Christ be with you!’ says I,” cried 
Tikhon, waving his arms and, putting on a frightful scowl, swelling 
his chest. 
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"Yes, we just saw from the hill what a tussle you had with 'em, and 
how you went through the swamp I" exclaimed the captain, screwing 
up his glistening eyes. 

Petya felt a strong inclination to laugh, but he saw that all the others 
kept perfectly sober. He swiftly ran his eyes from Tikhon's face to the 
captain's and Denisof's, not understanding what all this meant. 

"Stop acting like a fool!" cried Denisof, angrily coughing. "Why 
didn't you bwing in the first one?" 

Tikhon began to scratch his back with one hand and his head with 
the other, and suddenly his whole mouth parted in a radiant, stupid 
smile, which exposed the lack of a tooth. Denisof smiled, and Petya 
indulged in a hearty laugh, in which Tikhon himself joined. 

"Oh, well, he was no good at all!" said Tikhon. "His clothes were 
wretched, or I'd have brought him. And besides he was surly, your 
excellency. Says he, ‘I am an admiral's son,' says he, ‘and I won't come,' 
says he." 

"What a bwute!" exclaimed Denisof. “I wanted to question him. . . . " 

"Well, I questioned him," said Tikhon. " ‘Hard to talk by signs!' 
says he. ‘Lots of us,' says he, ‘but a poor lot. Only,' says he, ‘they are 
all the same kind. Groan a little louder,' says he, ‘you'll get 'em all,' " 
said Tikhon in conclusion, looking gaily and resolutely into Denisof's 
eyes. 

"I'll have you tliwashcd with a hot hundwed, and then perhaps you'll 
stop acting like a fool," said Denisof severely. 

"What’s there to get mad about?" asked Tikhon. "Because I didn't 
see your Frenchmen? Wait till after dark, and then, if you want some, 
I'll bring in three of them." 

"Well, come on," said Denisof; and he rode away, angrily scowling, 
and did not utter a word until he reached the watchman's cottage. 

Tikhon followed, and Petya heard the Cossacks laughing with him 
and at him about the pair of boots he had flung into the bushes. When 
he had recovered from the fit of laughing that overcame him on account 
of Tikhon's words and queer smile, and he understood in a flash that 
Tikhon had killed a man, Petya felt uncomfortable. 

He glanced at the little drummer, and something wrung his very 
heart. But this sense of awkwardness lasted only for a second. He felt 
that he must lift his head again and pluck up his courage; and he asked 
the captain, with an air of great importance, about the next day's 
enterprise, so as to be worthy of the company in which he found 
himself. 

The officer who had been sent to find Dolokhof met Denisof on the 
road with the report that Dolokhof would be there immediately, and 
that, as far as he was concerned, all was favorable. 

Denisof suddenly recovered his spirits and beckoned to Petya. 

"Now, tell me all about yourself," said he. 
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Petya, on leaving Moscow and bidding farewell to his parents, had 
joined his regiment, and soon after had been appointed orderly to a 
general who had a large detachment under his command. 

Since the time of his promotion to the rank of officer, and especially 
since his transfer into the active army, with which lie had taken part 
in the Battle of Viazma, Petya had been in a chronic state of excitement 
and delight because he was now ‘grown up,'’ and full of enthusiastic 
eagerness to snatch at the slightest opportunity where heroism could 
be displayed. 

He was much delighted with what he saw and experienced in tlie 
army, but, at the same time, it seemed to him that all the chances of 
heroism developed not where he was, but where he was not. And he 
was crazy to be on tlie move all the time. 

When, on November second, his general expressed the desire to send 
someone to Denisof’s division, Petya pleaded so earnestly to be sent 
that the general could not refuse. But— remembering Petya’s reckless 
escapade in the Battle of Via/ma, when, instead of taking the road that 
fiad been indicated to him, he galloped off in front of the lines and 
under the French fire, shooting his pistol twice as he rode— tire general 
now permitted Petya to go only after expressly forbidding him to take 
part in any of Denisof’s enterprises. 

That was why Petya had flushed and become confused when Denisof 
asked whether he could stay. 

Until he reached the edge of the forest, Petya had promised himself 
that he would immediately return, strictly fulfilling his duty as he 
should. But when he saw the French, when he saw Tikhon, and lear tied 
that during the night there would certainly be a raid, with the swift 
changeabicness of youth he decided in his own mind that his general, 
whom till then he had highly respected, was a rubbishy Cierman, that 
Denisof was a hero, that the captain was a hero, that Tikhon was a 
hero, and that it would be shameful of him to desert them at such a 
critical moment. 

It was twilight by the time Denisof, with Petya and the captain, 
reached the forest watchman’s cottage. Through tlic twilight could be 
seen saddled horses, Cossacks, hussars, shelter huts sc^t up on the clear- 
ing, and the scattered glow of fires built in the forest ravine sSo that 
the smoke might not betray them to the French. In the entry (A the little 
hovel, a Cossack with sleeves rolled up was cutting up mutton. In the 
cottage itself were three offiectrs of Denisof’s band cpsti ucting a table out 
of a door. Petya pulled off his wet clothing, giving it to be dried, 
and immediately offered his services in helping to set the dinner table. 

Within ten minutes the table was ready, spread with a cloth and 
loaded with vodka, a bottle of rum, wdiite bread, and roasted mutton 
and salt. 

Sitting down with the officers at the table, tearing the fat, fragrant 
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mutton with their hands dripping with grease, Petya found himself in 
an enthusiastic, childlike state of affectionate love for all men, and 
consequently assured that all men felt the same love toward him. 

“Say, what do you think, Vasili Feodorovitch,“ he asked, turning to 
Denisof, “would I get into trouble if I stayed with you for a single little 
day?“ And, without waiting for an answer, he went on answering him- 
self, “For you see I was ordered to find out, and I will. Only you must 
send me into the most . . . into the chief ... I don't want any re- 
ward . . . but I want ..." 

Petya set his teeth together and lifting his head glanced around and 
waved his hand. 

“Into the chief . . . ?“ repeated Denisof, smiling. 

“Only please let me have a company; let me command it myself," 
pursued Petya. “Now, what difference will it make to you? Ahl would 
you like a knife?" he asked, turning to an officer who was trying to 
dissect the mutton. And he handed him his case knife. 

The officer praised the knife. 

“Pray keep it. 1 have several like it," said Petya, blushing. "Ye 
saintsl I forgot all about it," he suddenly cried. “I have some splendid 
raisins, quite without seeds, you know. We had a new sutler, and he 
brought some magnificent things. I bought ten pounds. I like some- 
thing sweet. Would you like them?" . . . And Petya ran into the entry 
where his Cossack was and brought back a basket containing five 
pounds of raisins. “Take them, gentlemen, take them. I wonder if 
you need a coffeepot?" he asked, addressing the captain. “I bought a 
s])lendid one of our sutler. He had magnificent things. And he was 
very honest. That is the main thing. I will send it to you without fail. 
And perhaps you arc out of flints? Do you need some? I've got some 
here"— he pointed to his basket. “A hundred flints. I bought them very 
cheap. Take them, I beg of you, as many as you need, take them 
all ..." 

And, suddenly scared lest he was talking too much, Petya stopped 
short and colored. 


V 

From the drummer, who by Denisof's order was served vodka and 
mu Hon and dressed in a Russian coat so that he might remain with 
Denisof's men and not be sent off with other prisoners, Petya's attention 
was diverted by Dolokhof’s arrival. He had heard many stories in the 
army about Dolokhof's phenomenal courage and tough treatment of 
the French, and so from the moment that Dolokhof came in, Petya 
gazed at him continuously and held his head high, so as to be worthy 
of such society. 
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Dolokhof's outward appearance struck Petya strangely by its very 
simplicity. While Denisof was dressed in a Cossack coat, wore a beard, 
and on his chest an image of St. Nicholas the Miracle- worker, and in 
his manner of speech, in all his ways, emphasized his special position, 
Dolokhof, on the contrary, who had before worn a Persian costume in 
Moscow, now looked like a most correct officer of the Guards. His face 
was smooth-shaven, he wore the wadded uniform coat of the Guards, 
with the order of St. George in the buttonhole, and his forage cap was 
set straight. He removed his wet cloak in the corner, and, going directly 
to Denisof without exchanging greetings with anyone, immediately 
proceeded to inquire about the business in hand. 

Denisof told him about the plans of the large detachments of troops 
to attack the transport train, and about the message Petya had brought, 
and how he had replied to the two generals. Then Denisof related all 
he knew about the position of the French escort. 

“So far, so good; but we must know what sort of troops and how 
many they are,’* said Dolokhof. “We will have to go over there and 
get more information. If we don’t know exactly how many of them 
there are, it’s no use to attempt this enterprise. I like to do such business 
in good style. Here, I wonder if any of these gentlemen will go with 
me into their camp. I have an extra uniform with me.’’ 

“I ... I ... I will go with youl’’ cried Petya. 

“You are pweeisely the one who shall not go,’’ said Denisof; and, 
turning to Dolokhof, “I would not let him go on any account.” 

“That’s just finel” cried Petya. “Why can’t I go?” 

“Why, because there’s no weason why you should.” 

“Well, now, you will excuse me because . . . because . . . but I will 
go; that's all there is to it!— You will take me, won’t you?” he asked, 
addressing Dolokhof. 

“Why not?” replied Dolokhof, absent-mindedly, staring into the face 
of the French drummer. 

“Have you had this young lad long?” he asked of Denisol. 

“Took him today, but he knows nothing; I kept him with me.” 

“Well, now, what did you do with the others?” asked Dolokhof. 

“What should I do? I sent them in and got a weceipt,” replied 
Denisof, suddenly reddening. “And I’ll tell you fwankly, that I have 
not a single man on my conscience. What’s the matter with sending 
thirty or thwee hundwed under escort to the city? I tell you honestly 
it’s better than to stain the honor of a soldier.” 

“Let this little sixteen-ycar-old count have such fine notions.” said 
Dolokhof, with icy ridicule, “but it’s time you gave them up ” 

“Well, I say nothing of the sort, I only say that I am certainly going 
with you,” timidly interrupted Petya. 

“Yes, it’s high time you and I. brother, gave up these fine notions,” 
insisted Dolokhof, as if he found especial delight in dwelling on this 
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point which was annoying to Denisof. “Now, for instance, why did 
you keep this one?” he asked, shaking his head. “Why, it was because 
you pitied him, wasn’t it? We know well enough what your receipts 
amount tol You will send a hundred men, and thirty’ll get therel 
They’ll die ol starvation or be killed. So why isn’t it just as well not 
to take any?” 

The captain, snapping his bright eyes, nodded his head in approval. 

“It’s all wight; no need of weasoning about it here. I don’t care to 
take the wesponsibiliiy on my soul. You say they die on the woad. Well 
and good. Only it isn’t my fault.” 

Dolokhof laughed. “Haven’t they been told twenty times to take 
me? And if they should ... or you. either, with all your chivalry, it 
would be an even game ... a rope and the aspen tree!” He paused. 
“However, we must get to work. Have my man bring in my pack. I 
have two French uniforms. So you are going with me, are you?” he 
asked of Petya. 

“I? I? Yes, certainly!” cried Petya, reddening till the tears came, and 
glancing at Denisof. 

Having donned the French uniforms and shakoes, Petya and 
Dolokhof rcxle to tlie gap in the forest, and, emerging from the forest 
in absolute darkness, made their way down into the ravine. On reach- 
ing the bottom, Dolokhof ordered the Cossack who accompanied them 
to wait for them there, and started off at a round trot along the road 
to the bridge; Petya, his heart in his mouth with excitement, rode by 
his side. 

“If we fall into their clutches, I won’t give myself up alive; I have 
a pistol,” whis])ered Petya. 

“Don’t speak in Russian!” exclaimed Dolokhof, in a quick whisper, 
and, at that instant, they heard in the darkness the challenge “Who 
goes there?” and the clock of the musket. 

The blood rushed into Petya’s face, and he grasped his pistol. 

“Lancers of the Sixth,” cried Dolokhof in French, neither hastening 
nor checking his horse’s pace. 

The dark figure of the sentinel stood out upon the bridge. 

“Password!” 

Dolokhof reined in his horse, and rode at a footpace. 

“Tell me, is Colonel Gerard here?” he demanded. 

“The countersign,” insisted the sentinel, not answering the question, 
and blocking the way. 

“When an officer is making his round, the sentinels do not ask the 
countersign,” cried Dolokhof, suddenly losing his temper, and spurring 
his horse against the sentinel, “I ask you if the colonel is here?” 

And, without waiting for an answer from the sentinel, whom he 
shouldered out of the way, Dolokhof rode up the slope at a footpace. 

Perceiving the dark figure of a man crossing the road, Dolokhof 
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halted him and asked where the commander and the officers were. This 
man, who had a basket on liis shoulder, paused, came close to Dolokhofs 
horse, laid his arm on her, and told in a simple, friendly way, that the 
commander and the officers were higher up on the hill, at the right- 
hand side, at the “farm,” as he called the estate. 

After riding along the road, on both sides of which were the bivouac 
fires, where they could hear the sounds of men talking in French, 
Dolokhof turnecl into the yard of the manor house. On reaching the 
gates, he slid off his horse and went up to a great blazing campfire 
around which sat a number of men talking loudly. In a kettle at the 
edge of it something was cooking, and a soldier in a cap and blue cape 
was on his knees in front of it, his face brightly lighted by tlic flames, 
and was stirring it with his ramrod. ‘It’s a tough one to cookl" cried 
one of the officers who were sitting in the shadow on the op|x)site side. 

“He’ll make the rabbits fly,” said another, wdth a laugh. Both re- 
lapsed into silence and looked out into the darkness at the sounds of 
Dolokhof and Petya’s footsteps as they came up to the fire, leading 
their horses. 

“Good evening, gentlemen,’’ cried Dolokhof, in a loud tone, saluting 
the officers politely. The officers made a little stir in the shadow by 
the watch fire, and a tall man with a long neck, coming aioiind the 
fire, approached Dolokhof. 

“Is it you, Clement?’’ he began. “Where the dcuce?’’-but he did not 
finish his question, recognizing his mistake; and, slightly frowning, he 
exchanged greetings with Dolokhof as with a stranger, asking him in 
what way he might serve him. 

Dolokhof replied that he and his comrade were in search of their 
regiment, and, addressing the officers in general, he asked if they knew 
anything about the sixth regiment. 

No one knew anything about it, and it seemed to Petya that the 
officers began to look suspiciously and with animosity at him and 
Dolokhof. 


For several seconds all were silent. 

“You are too late if you expect soup this evening,’’ said a voice 

from behind the fire, wdth a suppressed laugh. i u i 

Dolokhof explained that they were not hungry, and tliat they had 
to go still farther that night. He handed over his horse to the so dicr 
who had been busy over the stew, and squatted down on his heels by 
the fire, next to the long-necked officer. 1 his officer,stared ;tt Dolokhof, 
without taking his eyes from him, and asked him for a setond time 


what regiment he belonged to. , . • i 

Dolokhof made no reply, affecting not to hear his question; and, as 
he puffed at the short French pipe which he took from his pocket, he 
inquired of the officers how far the road in front ot them was free from 
danger of the Cossacks. 


6^7 



“The brigands are everywhere!’* replied an officer from the other side 
of the campfire. 

Dolokhof remarked that the Cossacks were dangerous only for those 
who were alone, as he and his companion were, but that certainly they 
would not venture to attack a large detachment— “Would they?" he 
added dubiously. 

All the time Petya, who was standing in front of the fire and listening 
to the conversation, kept saying to himself, “Now surely he will leave." 

But Dolokhof took up the thread of the conversation that had been 
dropped, and began again to ask without hesitation how many men 
there were in their battalion, how many battalions, how many prisoners. 
And while asking his questions about the Russian prisoners, Dolokhof 
said: 

“Wretched business to drag these corpses around with us. We’d much 
better shoot such trash," and he laughed aloud with such a strange 
laugh that it seemed to Petya as if the French would then and there 
discover the imposition, and he involuntarily took a step away from 
the fire. 

No one responded to Dolokhof’s remark or his laugh, and a French 
officer who till then had not showed himself (he had been lying down 
wrapped up in his cape) raised himself up and whispered something 
to his comrade. Dolokhof got up and beckoned to the soldier who held 
his horse. 

“Will they let us have the horses or not?" wondered Petya, involun- 
tarily moving nearer to Dolokhof. 

The horses were brought. 

“Good night, gentlemen," said Dolokhof. 

Petya wanted to say “Good night" too, but he could not pronounce 
a word. The officers said something among themselves in a whisper. 
Dolokhof sat for some time on his horse, which was restive; then he 
rode out of the gates at a footpace. Petya rode after him, wishing, 
but not daring, to glance around to sec if the French were following. 

On striking the road, Dolokhof did not ride back into the fields, 
but along the village street. 

In one place he stopped and listened. 

“Listen!" said he. 

Petya recognized the sound of Russian voices, and saw by the watch 
fires the shadowy forms of the Russian prisoners. On reaching the bridge 
again, Petya and Dolokhof rode past the sentinel, who, not saying a 
word, was moodily pacing back and forth across the bridge; and then 
they plunged into the ravine, where their Cossacks were waiting for 
them. 

“Well, good-by for now. Tell Denisof: at daybreak, at the sound of 
the first shot," said Dolokhof, and he started to ride away; but Petya 
seized him by the arm. 
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Oh, he cried, you are such a herol Oh, how splendid! how glorious! 
How I like you!" 

All right, all right! said Dolokhof, but Petya did not let go of him, 
and in the darkness Dolokhof could just make out that Petya was 
leaning over toward him. He wanted to kiss him. Dolokhof kissed 
him laughingly, and, turning his horse, disappeared in the darkness. 


VI 

From the watchman’s cottage came Denisof, who, nodding to Petya, 
gave orders to get ready. In the half-light of dawn the horses were 
speedily brought out, saddle girths were tightened, and the men fell 
into line. 

Denisof stood by the cottage, giving the final directions. The infantry 
detachment, with their hundreds of feet splashing at once, marched 
ahead along the road and were soon hidden from sight among the trees 
in the morning mist. 

The captain gave some command to his Cossacks. Petya held his 
horse by the bridle, impatiently awaiting the signal to mount. His face, 
which he had splashed with cold water, and especially his eyes, glowed 
with fire; a cold shiver ran down his back, and his whole body shook 
with a rapid, nervous trembling. 

“Well, are you all weady?” asked Denisof. “Bwing the horses!” 

The horses were brought out. Denisof scolded his Cossack because 
his saddle girth was loose, and, after tightening it, he mounted. Petya 
put his foot in the siinup. His horse, as always, tried to bite his leg; 
but Petya, not conscious of his weight, quickly sprang into the saddle, 
and, looking at the long line of hussars stretching away into the dark- 
ness, rode up to Denisof. 

“Vasili Feodorovitch, you’ll give me some assignment, won't you? 
Please— for God’s sake!’’ he said. 

Denisof seemed to have forgotten about Petya’s existence. He glanced 
at him. 

“I’ll ask you one thing,” said he, severely, “to obey me and to mind 
your own business.” 

During all the march Denisof said not a word further to Petya, and 
rode in silence. 

When they reached the edge of the forest the morning light was 
spreading over the fields. Denisof held a whispered consultation with 
the captain, as the Cossacks rode past Petya and him. When they had 
all filed by, Denisof turned his horse and rode down the slope. The 
horses, sitting back on their haunches and sliding, let themselves and 
their riders down into the ravine. Petya rode by Denisof’s side. The 
trembling of his whole body kept increasing. 
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It was growing lighter and lighter. Only distant objects were still 
concealed in the fog. On reaching the bottom, Denisof, after glancing 
back, nodded to a Cossack standing near him. 

“The signal," he cried. 

The Cossack raised his hand. A shot rang out, and at the same instant 
they heard the trampling hoofs of the horses simultaneously d^hing 
forward, and yells from different directions, and more cries. 

At the instant that the first sounds of the trampling hoofs and the 
yells broke upon the silence, Petya, giving a cut to his horse, and letting 
him have full rein, galloped forward, not heeding Denisof, who called 
him back. 

It seemed to Petya that at the moment he heard the musket shot it 
suddenly became perfectly light, like midday. He galloped up to the 
bridge. In front of him, along the road, the Cossacks were dashing 
ahead. On the bridge he collided with a Cossack who had been left 
behind, but still he galloped on. In front of him he saw some men— 
they must be the French— running from the right side of the road to 
the left. One fell in the mud under the feet of Petya’s horse. 

Around one hut a throng of Cossacks were gathered doing some- 
thing. From the midst of the throng arose a terrible shriek. Petya 
galloped up to this throng, and the first thing he saw was a French- 
man’s white face, his lower jaw trembling. He was clutching the shaft 
of a lance directed at his breast. 

“Hurrah 1 boys . . . OursI’’ yelled Petya, and giving free rein to his 
excited horse, he streaked up the street. 

Ahead he heard shots. Cossacks, hussars, and tattered Russian pris- 
oners, running from both sides of the road, were incoherently shouting 
something at the top of their voices. y\ youthful Frenchman in a blue 
cape, without his cap, and with a red, scowling face, was defending 
himscll with his bayonet against the hussars. 

When Petya reached him he had already fallen. 

“Too late again I’’ flashed through Petya’s head, and he dashed off 
to where the shots were heard most frequently. This was in the yard 
ol the manor house where he had been the night before with Dolokhof. 
The French had intrenched themselves behind the hedge and in the 
park, where the bushes grew dense and wild, and they were firing at 
the Cossacks clustered around the gales. On reaching the gates, Petya, 
through the gunpowder smoke, saw Dolokhof, with a pale greenish 
face, shouting something to his men. 

“At their flankl Wait for the infantryl" he was yelling, just as Petya 
rode up. 

“Wait? . . . Hurra-a-a-a-ahl’' yelled Petya; and without pausing a 
single instant he rode up to the very place where the shots were heard, 
and where the gunpowder smoke was densest. A volley rang out; the 
bullets fell thick and fast, and did their work. The Cossacks and 
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Dolokhof followed Petya through the gates. The Frenchmen could be 
seen through the thick, billowing smoke, some throwing dow’n their 
arms and coming out from behind the biislies to meet the Cossacks, 
others running down the slope to the pond. 

Petya still rode his horse at a gallop around the manor-house yard, 
but instead of guiding him by the bridle, he was waving both his hands 
in the strangest, wildest manner, and was leaning more and more to 
one side of the saddle. His horse, coming on the campfire, which was 
smoldering in the morning light, stopped short, and Petya fell heavily 
on the wet ground. The Cossacks saw his arms and legs twitch, although 
his head was motionless. A bullet had struck him in the head. 

Dolokhof, after a moment’s conversation with an old French officer 
who came out of the house with a handkerchief on his sword, and 
explained that they surrendered, dismounted and went to Petya, lying 
there motionless, with outstretched arms. 

‘‘Done for,” he said, scowling; and he went to the gates to meet 
Denisof, who was coming toward him. 

“KilledI” cried Denisof, seeing, while still at a distance, the unques- 
tionably hopeless position, only too well known to him. in which 
Petya's body lay. 

“Done for,” repeated Dolokhof, as if the repetition ul this word 
gave him some satisfaction; and he hastened to the prisoncis aioiind 
whom the Cossacks were crowding. “We can’t take him, he ( ailed back 


to Denisof. i • i 

Denisof made no reply. He rode up to Petya, dismounted, and with 

trembling hands turned Petya over; he looked at his lace, already 
turned pale, and stained with blood and mud. 

“I like something sweet. Splendid raisins, take them all,” echoed in 
his mind. And the Cossacks, with ania/cment. looked around as they 
heard the sound, like the barking of a dog, with which Dcnisol cimckly 

turned away, went to the hedge, and clutched it. i r> i it. r 

Among the Russian prisoners released by Denisof and Dolokhof 

was Pierre Bezukhof. 


The French commanders had given no new ^"^hTc^mcIr-d 

party of prisoners to which Pierre belonged at the time of the gen . 

"?:theThirdTNoveniher this party found itself with a different 
escort and with a different train of wagons from the ones mih which 

croin, »hid, l»d 

the first stages of the march, had been captured by the CassacKS 



other half had gone on ahead. The cavalrymen witliout horses, who 
had marched in the van, had all disappeared; not one was left. 

The number of prisoners had melted away more than any of those 
in the three divisions. Out of three hundred and thirty men who had 
left Moscow, there now remained less than one hundred. The ordei 
which had been observed on the departure from Moscow, of keeping 
officers separate from the other prisoners, had for some time been dis- 
regarded; all those who could march went together, and Pierre after 
the third march was again brought into the company of Karatayef and 
the gray bow-legged dog which had chosen Karatayef as her master. 

Karatayel, on the tliird day out from Moscow, had a relapse of the 
same fever from which he Jiad suffered in the Moscow hospital, and 
as he grew worse Pierre avoided him. He did not know why it was, 
but from the time that Karatayef began to fail, Pierre could not ap- 
proach him without exercising great self-control. And when he did, 
and heard the muted groans that Karatayef emitted when he stretched 
out to rest, and smelled the odor that now more powerfully than ever 
emanated from Karatayef, Pierre avoided him as much as possible, 
and kept him out of his mind. 

During his imprisonment in the barn, Pierre was made aware, not 
by logic but by his whole being, by life itself, that man is created for 
happiness, that happiness lies in himself, in the satisfaction of the 
simple needs of living, and that all unhappiness arises not from lack 
but from superfluity. Now, during these last three weeks of the march, 
he learned still another new and consoling truth— that there is nothing 
fearsome in the world. He learned that just as there is no condition 
in which a man can be happy and absolutely free, so also there is no 
condition in which a man can be completely unhappy and unfree. 

He learned that suffering has its limits, and freedom has its limits, 
and these limits are very close together; that the man who suffers be- 
cause one petal on his bed of roses is crumpled, suffers just as much 
as he now suffered sleeping on the cold, damp ground, one side roasting 
from the campfire, the other freezing; that when he wore dancing 
pumj)s that were too tight, he suffered just as much as he suffered now 
going barefoot— his shoes were completely worn out— with his feet cov- 
ered with sores. 

He learned that when he seemingly, of his own free will, married 
his wife, he was not really any more free than now, when he was shut 
up for the night in a stable. 

Of all that he afterwards called suffering, but scarcely felt at the 
time, the worst was from his bare, bruised feet covered with sores. The 
horseflesh was palatable and nourishing; the saltpeter odor of the gun- 
powder, which they used instead of salt, was even pleasant; the weather 
was not very cold— in the daytime while marching it was even warm, 
and at night they had bivouac fires; the vermin which fed upon him 
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warmed his body. The one thing hardest to bear was the state of his 
feet. 

On the second day ol the retreat, Pierre, examining his sores by the 
fire, felt that it was impossible to take another step; but when all got 
up, he hobbled along, and later, when he had warmed up, he walked 
without pain, though when evening came it was more terrible than ever 
to look at his feet. But he did not look at them, and turned his thoughts 
to other things. 

Now for the first time Pierre realized all man’s power of vitality, and 
the saving force of diverting the attention, whuli, like the safety valve 
in the steam engine, lets off the excess of steam as soon as the pressure 
exceeds the normal. 

He neither saw nor heard how the prisoners who fell behind were 
shot down, although more than a hundred perished in this way. He 
did not think of Karatayef, who grew weaker every day, and was evi- 
dently fated to suffer the same lot. Still less did Pierre think of himself. 
The more painful his position, the more appalling the future, the 
more did thoughts come to him, joyful and consoling memories, and 
visions which had no connection with his j)res(‘nt miseiy. 

At noon of November third Pierre was climbing up a muddy, slippery 
hill, looking at his feet and at the roughness of the road. 

Occasionally his eyes glanced at the familiar throng around him, 
and then back to his feet again. Both the one and the other were 
peculiarly connected with his individual imj)rcssions. 

The gray bow-legged Sieri was frolicking by the side of the road, 
occasionally lifting up her hind leg as a sign of her agility and jollity, 
flying along on three legs, and then again on all four darting olf to 
bark at the crows which were feasting on carrion. Sieri was rnoic frolic- 
some and in better condition than she had been in Moscow. On all 
sides lay the flesh of various animals— men as well as horses— in various 
degrees of putrefaction, and the constant passing ol people did not 
permit the wolves to approach, so that Sieri was able to get all she 
wanted to eat. 

It had been raining since morning, and if for a moment it seemed 
that it was passing over and the skies were going to clear, instantly 
after a short respite the downpour would be heavier than ever. The 
road was completely soaked and could not absorb any more water, and 
little brooks ran along the ruts. 

Pierre plodded along, looking at one side, counting his steps by 
threes, and doubling down his fingers. Apostrcjphizing the rain, he kept 
repeating mentally, “Rain, rain, please don’t come again. 

“To your places!” suddenly cried a voice. 

A happy commotion and expectation of something good and solemn 
stirred among the prisoners and convoy. On all sides were heard shouts 
of command, and at the left suddenly appeared well-dressed cavalry- 
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men, trotting by the prisoners on handsome horses. All faces wore that 
expression of tension which is usually seen in the neighborhood of 
important personages. 

The prisoners were collected and pushed off the road; the soldiers 
formed in line. 

“The emperor! the emperor! the marshal! the duke! “—and as soon 
as the plump horses of the mounted escort had dashed by, a coach 
drawn by six gray horses thundered past. Pierre caught a glimpse of 
the calm, handsome, plump but pale face of a man in a three-cornered 
hat. This was one of the marshals. 

The marshal’s eye rested on Pierre’s rotund, noticeable figure, and 
the expression with which the marshal scowled and turned away his 
face made it evident to Pierre that he felt sympathy and wanted to 
hide it. 

The general in charge of the division, with a red, frightened face, 
galloped after the carriage, spurring on his lean horse. Several officers 
gathered together; the soldiers pressed around them. All faces wore an 
expression of excitement and tension. 

“What did he say? What did he say?’’ Pierre heard them asking. 

While the marshal had l;een passing, the prisoners had gathered in 
a bunch, and Pierre noticed Karatayef, whom he had not seen since 
early that morning. Karatayef in his short coat was leaning up against 
a birch tree. His face was lighted by an expression of gentle solemnity. 
He looked at Pierre out of his kindly round eyes, which were now 
full of tears, and he seemed to be calling to him, as if he wanted to 
say something. But Pierre was too absorbed in his own trouble. He 
pretended not to see him, and hastened away. 

VV^hen the prisoners started on their march again, Pierre glanced 
back. Karatayef was sitting by the edge of the road, under the birch 
tree, and two Frenchmen were arguing about something over him 
Pierre did not look longer. He went on his way, limping up the hill 

From the place where Karatayef had been left behind, the repot t 
of a musket shot was heard. Pierre distinctly heard this report, but 
at the instant he heard it he recoiled ed that he had not finished his 
calculation of how many stages there were to Smolensk, a calculation 
in which he had been interrupted by the arrival of the marshal. And 
he proceeded with his counting. 

The two French soldiers, one of whom held the smoking musket 
which he had just discharged, ran past Pierre. Both of them were pale, 
and in the expression of their faces— one of them looked timidly at 
Pierre— there was something that reminded him of the young soldier 
who had been executed. Pierre looked at this soldier, and remembered 
how this private, a few days before they had started, had scorched his 
shirt as he was drying himself by the campfire, and how they had made 
sport of him. 
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rh0 dog stayed behind, and was howling around the place where 
Karatayef was left. 

What a fool! what is she barking about?*’ Pierre exclaimed inwardly. 
The soldiers, Pierre's comrades, walking in file with him. did not 
look back either to the place whence first die shot and tlien the howl 
of the dog came, but a stern expression settled on all their faces. 


VIII 

The provision train and the prisoners and the marshar$ baggage 
wagons halted at the village of Shamsheva. All gailurcd in groups 
around the bivouac fires. Pierre went to a campfire, and, after eating 
some roasted horseflesh, lay down with his back to the fire and instantly 
fell asleep. 

And suddenly there seemed to be standing before Piene, as if alive, 
a weak little old man, long forgotten, who in Swii/erland had taught 
Pierre geography. 

“Wait," said the little man. And he showed Piene a globe. This 
globe was a living, vibrating ball, and had no natural divisions. The 
whole surface of the globe consisted of drops closely packed togethei. 
And these drops were all in motion, changing about, sometimes several 
coalescing into one, sometimes one breaking up into many. Each drop 
tried to expand, to occupy as much space as possible; but otht rs, striving 
for the same end, crushed it, sometimes annihilated it, sometimes 
coalesced with it. 

“Such is life," said the little old teacher. 

“How simple and how clear," thought Pierre. “Why is it I never 
knew this before?" 

“In the center is God, and each droj) strives to spread out, to expand, 
so as to reflcc t Him in the largest possible proportions. y\nd each ex- 
pands, and ccjalesces, and is pressed down, and is to all outward aj)pcar- 
ance annihilated, and sinks into the depths and ccmies out again." 

“That was what happened to Karatayef; he overflowed and vanished." 

“Ycm understand now, my boyl" said the teacher. “You understand? 
The devil take you!” cried a voice, and Pierre awoke. 

He sat up. Squatting on his heels by the campfire sat a Frenchman 
who had just been pushing away a Russian soldier, and was now broil- 
ing a piece of meat stuck on a ramrod. His muscular red liand, shojt- 
fingered, covered with hair, was skilfully twirling the ramrod. His 
cinnamon-colored, scowling face and knitted brows could be clearly 
seen in the light of the embers. 

“It's all the same to him," he growled, addressing the soldier standing 
near him. “Brigand! Go!” And the soldier, twirling the ramrod, glared 
gloomily at Pierre. Pierre turned away and gazed into the darkness. 
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A Russian soldier, one of the prisoners— the same one the Frenchman 
had pushed away— was sitting by the fire and was patting something 
with his hand. Looking closer, Pierre recognized the little bow-legged 
gray dog, which was wagging its tail as it crouched down beside the 
soldier. 

“Ah I She's come, has she?" said Pierre, “but Plat—" he began, but 
did not finish the name. 

Tlcfore sunrise he was awakened by loud and frequent firing and 
yells. The French were rushing past him. 

“The Cossacks!" cried one of them, and in a moment Pierre was 
surrounded by a crowd of Russians. 

It was some time before Pierre could realize what had happened to 
him. On all sides he heard the joyful exclamations of his comrades. 
“Brothers! comrades! friends!" shouted old soldiers, and burst into 
tears as they embraced Cossacks and hussars. Cossacks and hussars sur- 
rounded the prisoners and made haste to offer them clothes, shoes, 
bread. 

Pierre stood in ilie midst of them, sobbing, and could not speak a 
word. He threw his arms around the first soldier he met, and kissed 
him, weeping. 

Dolokhof stood at the gates of the dilapidated mansion, watching 
the disarmed French file past him. The Frenchmen, excited by all that 
had occurred, were talking loudly among themselves; but when they 
passed Dolokhol, who stood lightly flicking his boots with his short 
whip, and watching them with his cool, glassy glance that boded them 
nothing good, their voices were hushed. On the other side stood 
Dolokhof ’s Cossack, counting the prisoners, scoring them in hundreds 
on the gate with a bit of chalk. 

“How many?" asked Dolokhof of the Cossack who was counting the 
prisoners. 

“Into the second hundred," replied the Cossack. 

“Move on, move on!" exclaimed Dolokhof in French; and as his 
eyes met those of the prisoners who filed past, they lighted with a 
cruel gleam. 

Denisof, with a gloomy face, walked bareheaded behind the Cossacks 
who were carrying the body of Petya Rostof to a grave which they had 
dug in tlie garden. 


IX 


After the ninth of November, when hard frosts began, the flight of 
the French assumed a still more tragic character because of the many 
who perished of cold or were burned to death at the campfires, while 
the emperor, kings and dukes continued to pursue their homeward 
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route wrapped in furs and riding in carriages, and carrying the treasure 
that they had stolen. 

But in its real essence, the process of flight and disintegration of the 
army had not really changed. 

From Moscow to Viazma the seventy-three thousand composing the 
French army, not counting the Guard— which throughout the whole 
war had done nothing except pillage— the seventy-three thousand of 
the army were reduced to thirty-six thousand. Out ol the number lost, 
not more than five thousand perished in battle. Fliis is the first terra 
of a progression whereby, with mathematical accuracy, the succeeding 
terms are determined. 

The French army melted away and was destroytcl in ihc same pro- 
portion from Moscow to Viazma, from Via/ma to Smolensk, from 
Smolensk to the Beresina, from the Beresina to Vilna, inde{jendently 
of the greater or less degree of cold, the pursuit ol the Russians, the 
obstruction of the road, and all other conditions taken singly. 

After Viazma, the French armies, instead of inarcliing in three 
columns, went in one crowd, and thus proceeded to the end. 

Berthier wrote to his sovereign (it is well known how far commanders 
allow themselves to depart from the truth in describing the position 
of their armies)— he wrote: 


I think it my duty to acquaint your majesty with the condition 
of the troops in the difTercnt army coips that 1 have observed 
during these last three days in the various stages. Ihey are almost 
disbanded. Less than a fourth oi the soldiers, at most, remain under 
the standards. This proportion Iiolds in nearly all the regiments. 
The others are straggling off by themselves in 

trying to find provisions and to escape from dis(i)>line. All ol them 
look to Smolensk as the place where they will u irieu' ihcmselves. 
During the last lew days many soldiers have been not Ked ihi owing 
away their cartridges and muskets. In this condiiion ol things, t he 
interests of your maiesiy’s service require that, wliau ver your iilii- 
r"p?.mU be,\he arm, .houU rajlkal a, 

rid of noncombatants, of unmounted cavalrymen, ol 
baggage, and of a portion of the ariillcry, sime ii is no loiigtr m 
proportion to the other forces. Moreover, the soldieis ^ 

Lvs of rest and supplies of food, tor they are worn out by hunger 
and fatigue; many m the last few days have died on the road m in 
bivouac. This state of things is constantly growing worst, . 
is danoer that, if remedies arc not promptly applud, the troops 
could not be controlled in case of battle.-November 9. at iwci y 
miles from Smolensk. 

Rushine into Smolensk, which was to them like the Promised Land. 
Ute French foughl with one anorher lor lood, pillaged ihe.r own stores, 
and, when everything had been plundered, hurried on. 
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All fled, not knowing whither or why; and Napoleon, with all his 
genius, knew less than others why they did so, for no one ordered him 
to fly. 

But, nevertheless, he and those around him observed their old habits: 
wrote orders, letters, reports, Orders of the Day; and they addressed 
one another as Sire, My Cousin, Prince d'Eckmiihl, King of Naples, etc. 

But these orders and reports were only on paper; nothing was done 
according to them, because they could no longer be carried out; and 
though they continued to call each other Majesty, Highness, and C^Iousin, 
they all felt that they were miserable wretches who had done much 
evil, and that expiation had begun. And, though they pretended to be 
very solicitous about the army, each of them thought only of himself 
and how he might get off and escape as speedily as possible. 
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The grande arm^e is lost; France itself totters as the Prussians, Aus- 
trians, Italians ]oin in the kill. Napoleon leaves his army and returns 
to France to raise new forces, with a view to defending his country 
from inxfasion. 1 1 oioever, it is too late. In little rnc/re than a year 
Paris will have fallen; Napoleon will abdicate and will be exiled. 




W HEN a man sees a dying animal, horror seizes him; what he 
himself is— his own essence— is evidently perishing before his 
very eyes, ceasing to exist. 

But when the dying one is a human being, and a person beloved 
and tenderly cherished, then, over and above the horror at the cessation 
of tJie lile, the soul itself is torn and wounded. This wound, like a 
physical wound, sometimes kills, sometimes heals, but it is always 
painful, and shrinks from any external, irritating touch. 

After Prince Andrei’s death, Natasha and Princess Maria both felt 
this. Their souls had quailed and bowed under the threatening cloud 
of death that hung over them, and they dared not look into the face 
of life. They were extremely cautious not to expose their wounds to 
humiliating, painful contact. 

Everything— a swiftly passing carriage on the street, the announce- 
ment of dinner, the maid’s question as to what gowns she would pre- 
pare for them; still worse, a word of perfunctory, feeble sympathy- 
made the wound throb painfully, seemed an affront, and profaned that 
urgent silence in which they both were striving to listen to that stern, 
terrible choir which ceased not, in their imagination, to chant, and 
prevented them from looking into those mysterious, infinite distances 
which, for an instant, opened out before them. 

Only when they were together alone, they felt no sense of pain and 
humiliation. They talked together very little. When they talked, it 
was on the most insignificant topics. And both of them alike avoided 
all reference to anything concerning the future. 

To recognize the possibility of a future seemed to them an offense 
to his memory. All the more sedulously they avoided in their talk 
everything that had reference to Prince Andrei. It seemed to them that 
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what they experienced and felt could not be expressed in words. It 
seemed to them that every verbal reference to the separate events of 
his life disturbed the majesty and sacredness of the mystery which had 
been accomplished before their eyes. 

1 heir continual self-restraint, their constant, strenuous avoidance 
of all that might lead to mention of him, these halting places that stood 
in the way of every possible approach to the subject which they had 
tacitly agreed to leave untouched, brought up before their imaginations 
with all the greater clearness and distinctness tliat which they felt. 

But pure, unmitigated grief is as impossible as pure and unmitigated 

joy- , 

Princess Maria, by her position as sole and independent mistress of 
her fate, as guardian and instructor of her nephew, was the first to be 
brought, by the exigencies of real life, forth from that world of tribula- 
tion in which she had been living for the past lot might. She received 
letters from her relatives, and they had to be answered; the room that 
Nikolusha occupied was damp, and he began to have a ( oiigli. Alj>atitch 
came from Yaroslavl with his accounts to be checked, and with his 
proposal and advice for her to go back to Moscow, to her house on 
the Vozdvizhenka, which had remained intact and needed only minor 
repairs. 

Life would not stand still, and it was necessary to live. 

Hard as it was for Princess Maria to emerge from that world of 
solitary contemplation in which she had been living till then, sorry 
as she was, and almost conscience-stricken, to leave Natasha alone, the 
labors of life demanded her paiticipation, and she, in spite of herself, 
had to give way. She verified Alpatitch’s accounts, consulted with 
Dessalles in regard to her nej^hew, and made arrangements and prepara- 
tions for her journey to Moscow. 

Natasha was left to herself, and, since Princess Maria had begun to 
get ready for her departure, avoided even her. Princess Maria asked 
the countess to let Natasha go to Moscow with her, and both father 
and mother gladly consented, since each day they noticed a decline in 
their daughter's physical vigor, and hoped that a change of scene would 
do her good and that the physicians of Moscow would help her. 

“I will go nowhere," replicci Natasha, when this matter was proposed 
to her. "All T ask is to be left in peace,” said she, and she hastened from 
the room, scarcely able to restiain her tears— tears not so much of grief 
as of vexation and anger. 

About the beginning of January, Natasha, thin and pale, and dressed 
in a black woolen dress, with her braid carelessly knotted up in a 
pug, was sitting with her feet up on the couch, nervously crumpling 
and unfolding the ends of her sash, and gazing with her eyes fixed on 
the door. 

She was looking at the place to which he had vanished, at that side 
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of life. And that side of life, of which she had never thought in days 
gone by, which before had always seemed so distant and unreal, was 
now nearer and more familiar, more comprehensible, than the ordinary 
side of life, where everything was either emptiness and decay or suf- 
fering and humiliation. 

She looked at the place where she knew he had been, but she could 
not convince herself that he was not the same. She saw him once more 
as he had been at Mitishchi, at Troitsa, at Yaroslavl. She saw his face, 
heard his voice, repeated his words and the words that she had said 
to him, and sometimes imagined words which they might have spoken. 

There he is lying in the casy-chair, in his velvet cloak, with his head 
leaning on his thin white hand. His chest is terribly sunken and his 
shoulders raised. His lips are firmly set, his eyes are gleaming, and on 
his pallid brow a wrinkle comes and goes. One leg trembles almost 
imperceptibly with a rapid motion. 

Natasha knows he is struggling with tormenting pain. “What is that 
pain like? Why that pain? How docs he feel? How does it pain him?” 
she wonders. 

He noticed her fixed gaze, he raised his eyes, and without a trace ol 
a smile began to speak: 

“There is one thing which is terrible,” said he; “to be bound forever 
tc* a suffering man. This is eternal torment!” 

And he looked at her with a scrutinizing glance. Natasha replied 
then, as she always did, before she had time to think what she should 
reply. She said: “This cannot continue so, it will not be so always; you 
will get well— entirely well.” 

She now saw him as he had been from the first, and lived over in 
her memory all she had then experienced. She recalled that long, 
melancholy, stern look which he had given her at those words, and 
she realized the significance of the reproach and despair expressed in 
this protracted look. 

“I agreed with him,” said Natasha to herself, “that it would be ter- 
rible if he should remain always suffering so. I said this at that time, 
simply because I meant that for him it would be terrible, but he 
understood it in a different way. He thought it would be terrible for 
me. At that time he was still anxious to live, was afraid to die. And I 
said this so crudely, so stupidly! 1 did not think of that. I meant some- 
thing entirely different. If I had said what 1 meant, I would have said 
‘If he were to perish by a living death before my eyes, I would be happy 
in comparison with what I feel now.' Now there is no one, nothing! 
Could he have known this? No! He did not know it, and he will never 
know! And now it is too late, too late to set this right.” 

And once more he said to her those same words, but this time Natasha, 
in her imagination, answered him in a different way. She stopped him 
and said: “Terrible for you, but not for me. You know that for me 
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life without you would be nothing, and to stiffer with vou is the dearest 
happiness.*’ 

And he seized her hand and pressed it just as he had pressed it that 
terrible evening four days betore he died. And in her imagination she 
spoke to him still other tender, loving words which she might have ut- 
tered then, but did not, and which now she could and did say; “I love 
you I ... I love you. ... I love, I love!” she repeated, convulsively 
wringing her hands, clenching her teeth, with fierce determination. 

And the bitter sweetness of grief took possession of her, and her eyc‘s 
filled with tears, but suddenly she asked herself to whom she was saving 
that. “Where is he and what is he now?” And once more everything 
grew dark with hard and cruel doubt; and once more contracting her 
brows into a frown, she looked at the place where he had been. And now, 
noAv it seemed to her that she was going to fathom the mystery. . . . 

Hut at the very instant when it seemed to her that the imompre- 
hensible was already about to reveal itself to her, a loud rattling of 
the doorknob painfully struck upon her ears. With hasty, incautious 
steps, with a frightened expression never before seen on her hue, 
Dunyasha the maid came running into the room. 

“Please come to your papa as quick as possible,” said Dunyasha, 
with that peculiar and excited look. “Bad news . . . about Couni 
Petya ... a letter,” she cried, with a sob. 


II 

Bf SIDES HER general feeling of aversion for all people, Natasha at this 
time experienced a peculiar feeling of aversion lor the members ol her 
own family. All her relatives— father, mother, Son\a— were so near to 
her. so lamiliar, so everyday, that all their wends, theii semtiments, 
seemed to her a disrespect to that woild in which she had been living 
lately, and she looked upon them not only with indifferent but even 
until hostile eyes. She heard Dunyasha’s words about Petya, about bad 
news, but she did not take them in. “What misfortune can have hap- 
in ned to them? What bad news can it be? Everything with them goes 
on calmly, as it always has,” said Natasha mentally. 

As she went into the hall her father was coming hastily out of the 
countess* room. His face was wrinkled and wet with tears. He was evi- 
dently hastening from her room so as to give free course to the affliction 
that overmastered him. W^hen he saw Natasha he wavc!d his hands in 
despair, and burst intc^ painfully convulsive sobs, which distorted his 
round, placid face. 

“Pet— Petya ... go to her, go . . . she . . . she is . . . calling for you . . . 

And crying like a child, swiftly shuffling along on his feeble legs, he 
^vent to a chair and almost fell into it, burying his face in his hands. 
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Suddenly something like an electric shock ran over Natasha's whole 
being. A terribly acute pain struck her heart. She experienced a cruel 
agony. It seemed to her that something within her snapped and that she 
was dying. But immediately succeeding this agony there came a sense 
of deliverance from the torpor that had been weighing down her life. 
Seeing her father, and hearing her mother's terrible agonized cry in the 
next room, she instantly forgot herself and her own sorrow. She ran up 
to her father, but he, feebly waving his arm, pointed to her mother's 
door. 

Princess Maria, pale and with her lower jaw trembling, came out of 
the room, and taking Natasha by the hand, said something to her. 
Natasha neither saw her nor heard her. With swift steps she passed 
through the door, paused for an instant, as if struggling with her own 
emotion, and ran to her mother. 

The countess lay in her easy-chair, in a strangely awkward and stiff 
position, and was beating her head against the wall. Sonya and the 
maids were holding her by the arms. 

"Call Natashal Natashal" cried the countess. "It is falsel Falsel . . 
He lies! . . . Call Natashal" she cried, trying to tear herself away from 
those holding her. "Go away, all of you It is falsel . . . Killed? . . . Hal 
hal hal ... It is falsel" 

Natasha leaned her knee on the chair, bent over her mother, threw 
her arms around her, lifted her up with unexpected strength, turned 
her face around, and pressed her cheeks against hers. 

"Mamal . . . Darlingl ... I am here, dcarestl Mamal" she kept whisper- 
ing, without a second’s intermission. 

She kept her arms firmly around her mother, gently struggled with 
her, called for cushions and water, and unbuttoned and began to take 
off her mother's gown. 

"Darling, dearest . . . mama, dearest heartl" she kept whispering, 
while she kissed her head, hands, and face, and felt how her tears, like 
rivulets, tickling her nose and her cheeks, kept flowing. 

The countess pressed her daughter's hand, closed her eyes, and was 
calm for an instant. Then suddenly, with unnatural swiftness, she raised 
herself up, glared around wildly, and, seeing Natasha, pressed her head 
with all her might. Then she turned toward her Natasha's face, con- 
vulsed with the pain, and long scrutinized it. 

"Natasha, you love me," she said, in a low, confidential whisper. 
"Natasha, you would not deceive me? Tell me the whole truth." 

Natasha looked at her with eyes brimming with tears, and her face 
expressed only a prayer for forgiveness and love. 

"Dearest, mama," she repeated, exerting all the energies of her love, 
in order to take upon herself some of the excess of woe that had become 
too heavy for her mother to bear. And again, in that unequal struggle 
against the reality, the mother, refusing to believe that she could still 
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exist when her darling boy, treasured far more than life, was killed, she 
relapsed from the reality into the world of unreason. 

Natasha could not have told how that first day passed, that night, the 
following day, and the following night. She did not sleep, and did not 
leave her mother s side. Natasha's love, faithful and patient, seemed to 
wrap itself around the countess every second: not with consolation, not 
with explanation, but with something like a summons back to life. 

On the third night the countess grew calm for several minutes, and 
Natasha closed her eyes and rested her head on the arm of the chair. The 
bed creaked; Natasha opened her eyes. The countess was sitting up in 
bed, and speaking in a low tone: 

“How glad I am that you have come! You are tired; wouldn't you 
like some tea?" 

Natasha went to her. 

“You have grown handsome and strong!” continued the countess, 
taking her daughter's hand. 

“Mama, what are you saying?” 

“Natasha! He is dead, he is dead!” And, throwing her arms around 
her daughter, the countess for the first time began to weep. 

Princess Maria postponed her departure. 

Sonya and the count tried to take Natasha's place, but they found it 
impossible. They saw that she alone could keep her mother from wild 
despair. For three weeks Natasha lived constantly by lier mother’s side, 
slept in a chair in her room, gave her food and drink, and talked to her 
unceasingly, talked because her tender, caressing voice was the only 
tiling that calmed the countess. 

A wound in the heart of a mother cannot heal. Petya's death had torn 
away half of her life. At the end of a month, after the news of Petya’s 
death had arrived, though it had found her a fresh and well-preserved 
Woman of fifty, she crept out of her room an old woman, half dead, and 
no longer taking any interest in life. But the same wound whicli had 
hall killed the countess— this new wound brought Natasha back to life. 

A spiritual wound, arising from the laceration of the spiritual body, 
exactly like a physical wound, strange as it may seem, alter the deep 
wound has cicatrized, and its edges have come together-the spiritual 
wound, like the physical one, heals only through the inward working 
of the forces of life. Thus healed Natasha’s wound. She had thought 
that life for her was finished. But suddenly her love lor her mother 
proved to her that the essence of her life — love — was still alive within her. 
Love awoke and life awoke. 

Prince Andrei’s last days had brought Natasha and Princess Maria 
close together. This new misfortune still more united them. Princess 
Maria postponed her departure, and for three weeks tended Natasha 
like an ailing child. The weeks spent by her in her mother's room had 
bef*n a severe drain on her physical energies. 
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Neither of them liked to speak of him, for fear they might in words 
desecrate what seemed to them those lofty heights of feeling which 
were in their hearts; but this reticence concerning him was causing 
them, little by liitle—though they would not have believed it— to forget 
him. 

Natasha grew thin and pale, and feeble physically, so that they kept 
talking about her health; but this was agreeable to her. But sometimes, 
unexpectedly, there came over her not so much a fear of death as a fear 
of pain, weakness, loss of beauty; and, in spite of herself, she sometimes 
attentively contemplated her bare arm, marveling at its thinness, or in 
the morning she ga/ed into the mirror at her pinched and, as ii seemed 
to her, ugly face. It seemed to her that this was unavoidable, and at the 
same time it was terrible and sad to her. 

One time she ran quickly upstairs, and found herself breathing hard. 
The next moment she involuntarily invented some excuse to go down 
again, and then once more ran upstairs to test her strength and experi- 
ment on herself. 

Another time she called Dunyasha, and her voice sounded weak. She 
tried it once more; she called her, although she heard her coming— called 
her in those chest tones which she used to use in singing, and listened 
to them. 

She did not know it, she would not have believed it, but under what 
seemed to her an impenetrable layer of mold that buried her soul, the 
delicate, tender young shoots of grass were already germinating, were 
inevitably growing; and thus, by their life-giving, victorious force, 
would hide from sight the sorrow she had suffered, so that it would soon 
be forgotten. The wound was healing inwardly. 

Toward the beginning of February, Princess Maria went to Moscow, 
and the count insisted on Natasha's going with her, so as to consult with 
the doctors. 


Ill 

Aftkr the encounter at Via/ma, where Kutuzof could not restrain his 
troops from the desire to overthrow, to tut off, the enemy, the further 
movement of the fleeing French and the pursuing Russians took place 
without a battle until they reached Krasnoye. 

The flight of the French was so rapid that the pursuing Russians 
could not catch up with them, the horses in the cavalry and artillery 
came to a standstill, and information in regard to the movements of the 
French was always untrustworthy. 

The men of the Russian army were so worn out by these uninter- 
rupted marches of almost thirty miles a day that they could not move 
onward any faster. To appreciate the degree of exhaustion from which 
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the Russian army suffered, it is only necessary to realize the significance 
of the fact that while the Russian army, on leaving Tarutino, had a 
hundred thousand men, and lost during the whole march not more 
than five thousand in killed and wounded and less than a hundred 
taken prisoners, they had only fifty thousand men when they got to 
Krasnoye. 

The principal cause of the diminution of Napoleon’s army was tlie 
rapidity of its flight, and indubitable proof of this is furnished by the 
corresponding diminution of the Russian troops. 

All KutuzoPs efforts, just as at Tarutino and at Viazma, were directed 
—as far as lay in his power— solely to the prevention of interference 
with the destructive movement of the French (though this was contrary 
to desires expressed in Petersburg and in the Russian army by his own 
generals), and to cooperation with it which would facilitate the move- 
ment of his own troops. 

But it seemed to the other generals, especially those who were not 
Russian— being anxious to distinguish themselves, to astonish the world, 
for some reason or other to take some duke or king ])i isoner— it seemed 
to these generals that now, when any battle was abominable and absurd, 
it was the very time to give battle and coiujucr someone. 

Kutuzof merely shrugged his shoulders when, one after another, they 
laid before him their plans for maneuvers to be actoinplished by these 
l)adly shod, half-famished soldiers, without heavy winter coats, who 
during a month had been reduced one-half though they had not fought 
a battle, and who must still go to the frontier— a distance greater than 
that already traversed. 

At Krasnoye they took twenty-six thousand jirisoners and capturtxl 
hundreds ol cannon and a kind of a stick that they called “the marshaTs 
baton"; and they quarreled as to which had distinguished themselves, 
and they were contented with this, but much regretted that they had not 
captured Napoleon or some hero, some one of the marshals, and they 
blamed one another, and especially Kutuzof. 

In 1812-1813, Kutuzof was openly accused of serious mistakes. The 
sovereign was displeased with him; and in the history of the caiujiaign, 
WTitten not long since, by imjieiial orders, it is declared that Kuiu/cif 
was a crafty c'ourt liar, who trembled at the name cjf Najioleon, and 
who, by his blunders at Krasnoye and the Beresina, deprived the Rus- 
sian troops of the glory of a complete victory over the Frenc h. 

And yet it is hard to conceive a historical personage whose activity 
was so faithfully and so constantly devoted to a single aim. It is hard 
to imagine an aim more worthy or more consistent with the will of a 
whole people. Still more difficult would it be to discover another ex- 
ample in history where an aim set by a historical personage was so 
completely realized as the aim to which Kutuzof devoted his whole 
activity in 1812. 
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Kutuzof never talked about the forty centuries that looked down from 
the Pyramids, of the sacrifices he had made for his country, of what 
he intended to accomplish or had already accomplished. As a general 
thing, he spoke little of himself, never played any part, seemed always 
a most simple and ordinary man, and said only the most simple and 
the most ordinary things. 

When Count Rostopchin galloped across the Yauza bridge up to 
Kutuzof, and loaded him with personal reproaches for the loss of Mos- 
cow, and said, “How was it that you promised not to give up Moscow 
without a battle?" Kutuzof replied, “I will not give up Moscow without 
a battle." 

And yet Moscow was already abandoned. 

When Arakchcyef came to him from the sovereign and said that 
Yermolof must be appointed chief of artillery, Kutuzof replied: “Yes. 
I was just now proposing that myself." 

And yet, a few moments before, he had expressed himself quite 
differently. 

What was it to him, who alone amid the foolish throng about him 
understood all the mighty significance of the event, what was it to him 
whether Count Rostopchin attributed to him or to anyone else the 
abandonment of the capital? Still less could he be concerned with the 
question who should be named chief of artillery. 

But this same man, who scorned speech, never once, throughout the 
whole period of his activity, uttered a single word that would not have 
agreed with the one object toward which he moved throughout the 
course of the war. With evident reluctance, with a painful assurance 
that he would not be understood, again and again in the most varied 
circumstances he expressed his thought. 

From the time of the Battle of Borodino, when his quarrel with those 
around him began, he alone declared that the Battle of Borodino was a 
victory. He alone declared that the loss of Moscow was not the loss of 
Russia. He, in reply to Lauriston's offer of peace, said that peace could 
not be made because such was not the will of the people. He alone, 
during the retreat of the French, declared that all our maneuvers were 
useless, that everything would come out of itself better than we could 
wish, that it was only necessary to give the enemy the “golden bridge": 
that neither the Battle of Tarutino, nor that of Krasnoye, nor that of 
Viazma, was necessary; that, to reach the frontier, troops were needed; 
that he would not sacrifice a single Russian soldier for ten Frenchmen. 

And he alone, this deceitful courtier, as he is represented to us, this 
man who to please his sovereign lied to Arakcheyef, he alone, this 
courtier, at the risk of winning his sovereign's ill will, declared, at 
Vilna, that war prolonged beyond the frontier would be dangerous and 
useless. 

He, this Kutuzof, the temporizer, whose device was “patience and 
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time," the enemy of decisive actions, he gave battle at Borodino, cloth- 
ing the preparation for it with unexampled solemnity. 

He, this Kutuzof, who at Austerlitz, before the battle began, declared 
that it would be lost; and at Borodino, in spite of the conviction of the 
generals that it was a defeat, protested up to the time of his death that 
the Battle of Borodino was a victory, though the example of an anny 
that had won a victory being obliged to retreat was unheard of in his- 
tory— he alone, during all the time of the retreat, insisted on refraining 
from further battles, since they were now useless— from beginning a 
new war, and from crossing the frontier. 

It is easy at the present time to comprehend the significance of the 
event, provided we do not concern ourselves with the mass of plans 
fermenting in the heads of a dozen men, since the whole event, with all 
its consequences, lies before us. But how, at that time, could this old 
man alone, against the opinions of many, divine so accurately the 
significance of the national impression of the event; why did he not once 
prove false to it? 

This extraordinary power of insight had its source in that national 
sentiment which he carried in his heart in all its purity and vigor. Only 
the recogntion of this sentiment in Kutuzof compelled the people by 
such strange paths to choose this old man, in disgrace as he was, and 
against the will of the Tsar, to be their representative in the national 
war. And only this sentiment elevated Kutuzof to the high pinnacle of 
humanity from which he, the general-in-chief, employed all his efforts, 
not to kill and exterminate men, but to save and have pity on them. 

This simple, modest, and therefore truly majestic figure could not be 
cast in the counterfeit mold employed by history to describe the 
European hero, supposed to be a ruler of the nations. 

For the valet there can be no great man, because the valet has his own 
conception of greatness. 


IV 

The seventeenth of November was the first day of the so-called Battle 
of Krasnoye. Before dark, when after many disputes and blunders 
caused by generals who did not reach the places where they should have 
been, after much galloping about of aides with commands and counter- 
commands, when it was already self-evident that the enemy were every- 
where running away and that a battle could not and would not take 
place, Kutuzof set forth from Krasnoye and rode to Dobroye, where the 
headquarters had been established for that day. 

The day was clear and frosty. Kutuzof, with a big suite of generals, 
most of whom were dissatisfied with him and were whispering behind 
his back, rode to Dobroye mounted on his stout white cob. The road 
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all along was crowded with French prisoners captured that day, seven 
thousand of them had been taken, who were trying to warm themselves 
around the bivouac fires. 

Not far from Dobroye a huge crowd of ragged prisoners, wearing 
whatever they happened to have laid their hands on, were loudly talking 
as they stood in the road near a long row of unlimbcred French cannon. 
As the commander-in-chief approached, the talking quieted down and 
all eyes were fixed on Kutuzof, who in his white fur cap with a red top, 
and wadded cloak hunched upon his stooping shoulders, slowly moved 
along the road. One of the generals was reporting to Kutuzof where the 
prisoners and cannon had been captured. 

Kutuzof seemed preoccupied and did not hear the general’s words. 
He blinked his eyes with displeasure and kept gazing attentively and 
fixedly at the figures of the prisoners, who presented a particularly sad 
spectacle. Most of the French soldiers were maimed, with frostbitten 
noses and cheeks, and almost all of them had red, swollen, festering eyes. 

One group of the French was near the roadside, and two soldiers— the 
face of one was covered with scars— were tearing a piece of raw meat. 
There was something terrible and bestial in the wild glances they cast 
on the newcomers and in the ugly expression with which the scarred 
soldier, after gazing at Kutuzof, immediately turned away and went on 
with his occupation. 

Kutuzof gazed long and attentively at these two soldiers; frowning 
still more portentously, he blinked his eyes and thoughtfully shook his 
head. 

In another place he observed a Russian soldier, who, with a laugh, 
gave a Frenchman a slap on the shoulder and made some friendly 
remark to him. Kutuzof, again with the same expression, shook his head. 

“What were you saying?'’ he asked of the general, who had gone on 
with his report and was calling the commander-in-chief’s attention to 
the captured French colors which were bunched in front of the 
Preobrazhensky regiment. 

“Oh, the colors,” said Kutuzof, evidently finding it hard to turn his 
mind from the object that occupied his thoughts. He looked around 
absent-mindedly. Thousands of eyes from every side looked at him, 
expecting his reply. 

He reined in his horse in front of the Preobrazhensky regiment, drew 
a heavy sigh, and closed his e)es. One of the suite made a .signal to the 
soldiers who had charge of the standards to advance and group the 
flagstaffs around the commander-in-chief. 

kutuzof said nothing for some .seconds, and then, with evident re- 
luctance yielding to the necessity of his position, raised his head and 
began to speak. The officers gathered around him. With an attentive 
glance he surveyed the circle of officers, some of whom he recognized. 

“I thank you all,” he said, addressing the soldiers and then the officers 
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again. In the silence that reigned around him his slowly spoken words 
were perfectly distinct. “I thank you all for your hard and faithful 
service. The victory is complete, and Russia will not forget you. Your 
glory will be eternal.” He was silent and looked around. 

“Bend down, bend down its headi” said he to the soldier who held 
the French eagle and had unexpectedly inclined it toward the Preobra- 
zhensky standard. “Lower, lower still— that's the way. Hurrah, boysl” he 
cried, with a quick movement of his chin, turning to his soldiers. 

“Hurrah, rah-rah!" roared forth from thousands of voices. 

While the soldiers were cheering, Kutuzof bent down to his saddle, 
inclined his head, and his eyes gleamed with a gentle, perceptibly 
ironical gleam. 

“Well, boys!" he began when the cheering had ceased. 

And suddenly his voice and the expression of his face changed; no 
longer the commander-in-chief spoke, but a simple old man who evi- 
dently had something of importance to communicate to his comrades. 

Through the crowd of officers and the ranks of the soldiers ran a stir, 
as they pressed forward to hear more distinctly what he would now 
have to say: 

“Well, boys! I know it's hard for you, but what's to be done? Have 
patience; it is not for long. When we have escorted our guests out of 
the country we will rest. The Tsar will not forget your labors, will not 
forget you. It is hard for you, but you are at home all this time, while 
they— see what they have come to,” said he, indicating the prisoners, 
“worse than the lowest beggars. While they were strong we had no pity, 
on them, but now we may pity them. They, too, are men. Isn't that so, 
boys?” 

He glanced around him, and in the earnest, respectfully perplexed 
glances fixed on him he read their sympathy with what he had said. His 
face was constantly more and more illumined by the benevolent smile 
of old age, by the starlike lines irradiating from the corners of his mouth 
and eyes. He remained silent for a little, and in apparent perplexity 
dropped his head. 

“Of course it may be said, who invited them to come to us? They 
deserve it, the damned sons of bitches,” said he, suddenly raising his 
head. And, cracking his whip, he rode off at a gallop, for the first time in 
the whole campaign followed by roars of laughter and a bellowing 
hurrah ringing down the long lines of the soldiers as they broke ranks. 

The words spoken by Kutuzof could scarcely have been understood 
by the troops. No one would have been able to report accurately either 
the solemn words which the field marshal had spoken first, or the 
kindly simplicity of the old man's words at the last; but not only was 
the tone of sincerity that rang through the whole speech comprehensible, 
but that peculiar sense of majestic solemnity in union with compassion 
for their enemies, and with the feeling of the righteousness of their 
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cause— expressed, if in nothing else, in that old-fashioned, good-natured 
execration— this feeling found an echo in every man’s breast, and found 
utterance in that joyful, long-sustained cheer. 

When afterwards one of the generals came and asked Kutuzof if he 
would not prefer to ride in his carriage, when he replied he unex- 
pectedly broke into sobs, evidently overcome by profound emotion. 


V 


The French troops melted away in a regular mathematical progres- 
sion. Even that crossing of the Beresina River, about which so much 
has been written, was only one of the intermediate steps in the destruc- 
tion of the French army, and not at all a decisive episode of the cam- 
paign. If so much has been written and still is written about the 
Beresina, it is, so far as it concerns the French, simply because the mis- 
fortunes that the French army had up to that time endured steadily, 
here suddenly accumulated in one moment at the broken bridge on the 
river— one tragic disaster, which remained in the memory of all. 

On the part of the Russians so much has been said and written about 
the Beresina simply because at Petersburg, far away from the theater of 
war, a plan was made (by Pfuhl) for drawing Napoleon into a strategical 
snare on the river Beresina. All were persuaded that everything would 
be carried out in conformity with the plan, and therefore they insisted 
that the crossing of the Beresina was the destruction of the French. 
In reality, the results of the crossing of the Beresina were far less dis- 
astrous to the French in loss of artillery and prisoners than the Battle 
of Krasnoye, as is proved by statistics. 

The farther the French fled and the more pitiable the condition of 
their remnants became, especially after the Beresina~on which, in con- 
sequence of the Petersburg plan, especial hopes had rested-the more 
frenetically waxed the passions of the Russian generals, who indulged 
in recriminations of each other and especially of Kuiuzot. 

Kutuzof knew this, and, sighing, simply shrugged his shoulders. But 
one time-after the Beresina-he lost his temper and wrote the following 
note to Wittgenstein, who had made a special report to the sovereign: 


Owing to your severe attacks of illness, your excellency will be 
kind enough on receipt of this to retire to Kaluga, where you will 
await his imperial majesty’s further commands and orders. 

But after the retirement of Benigsen came the Grand Duke Kon- 
stantin Pavlovitch, who had been present at the beginning of the cam- 
paign and had been removed from Kutuzof’s army. The grand duke as 
soon as he reached the army, assured Kutuzof of his majesty the 
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emperor’s dissatisfaction at the insufficient successes ot our troops and 
the slowness of our movements, and informed him that his majesty the 
emperor himself intended shortly to be present with the army. 

This old man, who was no less experienced in the affairs of courts 
than in affairs military, this Kutiizof who had been appointed com- 
mander-in-chief the previous August against the sovereign’s will, this 
man who sent the heir apparent and the grand duke away from the 
army, who by the power invested in him had signed the abandonment 
of Moscow, this same Kutuzof now instantly realized that his time was 
come, that his part was played, and that the semblance of power which 
he had held was his no more. , 

And not by his court instinct alone did he realize this. On the one 
hand he saw that the war in which he had played his part was ended, 
and he felt that his mission was fulfilled. On the other hand, at the same 
time, he began to feel physical weariness in his old frame and the 
absolute need of physical rest. 

Kutuzof, on the eleventh of December, arrived at Vilna— “his good 
Vilna,” as he called it. Twice during his career Kutuzof had been gover- 
nor of Vilna. In the rich city, which had not suffered from the devasta- 
tion of war, Kutuzof found, besides the amenities of life, of which he 
had been deprived so long, old friends and pleasant recollections. And 
suddenly, casting off all military and governmental cares, he plunged 
into this calm, equable life as far as lie was allowed to do so by the 
passions seething around him, as if all that was occurring and about to 
occur in the historical was no concern of his. 

When, on the twenty-third of December, the sovereign with his suite 
—Count Tolstoy, Prince Volkonsky, Arakcheyef, and others— after a 
four days’ journey from Petersburg reached Vilna, he drove in his 
traveling sleigh directly to the castle. In spite of the severe cold, a 
hundred generals and staff officers in full-dress uniform, and the guard 
of honor of the Semyonovsky regiment, were waiting at the castle. 

A courier, dashing up to the castle in a sleigh drawn by three sweaty 
horses, cried, “He’s comingl” Konovnitsin hurried into the vestibule to 
inform Kutuzof, who was expecting him in the doorman’s little room. 

In a momenl the old general's stout, portly form, in full-dress uni- 
form, his full regalia covering his chest, and with a scarf tied around his 
abdomen, came tottering and swaying to the head of the stairs. Kutii/ol 
put his three-cornered hat on, point to the front, took his gloves in his 
hand, and, letting himself painfully, toilsomely sidewise down the 
stairs, stepped forth holding in his hand the report which had been 
prepared to give to the sovereign. 

There was a running to and fro, a sound of hurried talking; more 
horses came unexpectedly dashing by, and all eyes w^ere fixed on a 
sleigh which came flying up. In it could be seen the figures of the 
sovereign and Volkonsky. 
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All this had its physically exciting effect on the old general, though 
he had been used to it for half a century. With a hasty, nervous move- 
ment he adjusted his decorations and straightened his hat, and the 
instant that the sovereign, stepping out of the sleigh, raised his eyes 
to him, taking courage and lifting himself up to his full height, he 
handed him the report and began to speak in his measured, ingratiating 
voice. 

The sovereign with a swift glance measured Kutuzof from head to 
foot, frowned for an instant, but. instantly mastering himself, stepped 
forward and, stretching out his arms, embraced the old general. 

Once more, owing to the old familiar impression and to the thoughts 
that came surging into his mind, this embrace had its usual effect upon 
Kutuzof: he sobbed. 

The sovereign greeted the officers and the Semyonovsky Guard, and, 
having once more shaken hands with the old general, he went with him 
into the castle. 

After the sovereign was left alone with his field marshal, he fi*eely 
expressed his dissatisfaction with the slowness of the pursuit, with the 
mistakes made at Krasnoye and on the Beresina, and gave him his ideas 
as to what should be the coming campaign beyond the frontier. Kutuzof 
made no reply or remark. That same submissive and stupid expression 
with which seven years before he had listened to his sovereign’s com- 
ments on the field of Austerlitz settled now on his face. 

When Kutuzof left the study and was passing along the hall with his 
heavy, plunging gait and with sunken head, someone's voice called him 


back. 

'Tour serene highness,” cried someone. 

Kutuzof raised liis head and looked long into the eyes of Count 
Tolstoy, who, with a small trinket on a silver platter, stood before liim. 
Apparently Kutuzof did not know what was wanted of him. Suddenly 
he came to himself; a scarcely perceptible smile flashed across his pudgy 
face, and, making a low and respectful bow, he took the object lying 
on the platter. 

It was the St. George decoration of the first degree. 

When, on the following morning, the sovereign said to the officers 
who came to pay their respects to him, ”You have saved not Ru.%ia 
alone; you have saved all Europe,” everyone understood perfectly that 
the war was not ended. 

Kutuzof was the only one who would not see this, and he openly 
expressed his opinion that a new war could not improve the position 
or increase the glory of Russia, but could only weaken her position and 
diminish the already lofty pinnacle of her glory on which Ruwia, in his 
opinion, now stood. He endeavored to show the sovereign the impos- 
sibility of recruiting fresh armies; he spoke about the difficult POs««on 
of the inhabitants, and hinted at the possibility of failure and the like. 



Having such ideas, the field marshal naturally became only a hindrance 
and a stumblingblock in the path of the coming war. 

A convenient way of avoiding collisions with the old man presented 
itself. This was just what it had been at Austerlitz, and at the beginning 
•of the campaign when Barclay was commander-in-chief— namely, to 
snatch the props of power which upheld him, without disturbing him 
or even letting him realize the change, and to transfer them to the 
sovereign himself. With this end in view, the staff was gradually reor- 
ganized and all that constituted the strength of Kutuzof’s staff was 
destroyed or transferred to the sovereign's. 

Just as naturally and simply and gradually as Kutuzof had been 
summoned from Turkey to Petersburg, to take charge of the militia and 
afterwards of the army, so now when it was necessary it came about 
just as naturally, gradually, and simply, when Kutuzof's part had been 
played to the end, that his place should be filled by the new actor who 
was needed. 

The war of 1812, besides accomplishing the national object so dear 
to every Russian heart, was destined to have another significance still— 
a European one. The movements of the nations from west to east were 
to be followed by a movement from east to west, and for this new war a 
new actor was needed, who had other qualities and views from those of 
Kutuzof, and was moved by other impulses. 

Alexander the First was as necessary to move the nations from east 
to west and to establish the boundaries of the nations as Kutuzof had 
been for the salvation and glory of Russia. 

Kutuzof had no notion of the meaning of Europe, the balance of 
power, Napoleon. He could not understand this. For the represer'iative 
of the Russian people, after the enemy had been annihilated, Russia 
saved and established on the highest pinnacle of glory— for him, a Rus- 
sian, as a Russian, there was nothing left to do. For the representative 
of the national war there was nothing left except death. 

And he died. 


VI 

Pierre, as is generally the case, felt the whole burden of his physical 
deprivations and the long strain to which he had been subjected while 
a prisoner, only when the strain and the privations were at an end. 

After his liberation he went to Orel; and on the second day after his 
arrival, just as he was about to start for Kiev, he fell ill, and remained 
in Orel for three months. 

He had what the doctors called bilious fever. The doctors treated 
him, bled him, and made him swallow drugs; nevertheless he recovered. 
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During his corivalescence, Pierre only gradually got rid of the impress 
sions that the preceding months had made on him, and accustomed 
himself to the thought that no one would drive him forth the next 
morning; that no one would dispossess him of his warm bed; and that 
he was certain to have dinner and tea and supper. But in his dreams 
he still, for a long time, continued to see himself in the same conditions 
of captivity. 

In the same way Pierre gradually realized the significance of the tteWs 
he had heard on the day of his liberation: Prince Andrei's death, the 
death of his wife, the annihilation of the French. 

The joyous feeling of freedom, that perfect, inalienable freedom in- 
herent in man, which he had first realized at the first halting place when 
he was carried away from Moscow, filled Pierre's soul during his con- 
valescence. He was amazed that this inner freedom, which had been 
independent of all external circumstances, now that he had abundance, 
even luxury, seemed to remain an external freedom. He was alone in a 
strange city where he had no acquaintances. No one wanted anything 
of him, no one forced him to go anywhere against his will. He had 
everything he wanted. His thoughts about his wife, which had formerly 
tormented him, had vanished as if she had never existed. 

*‘Ah, how goodl How gloriousl" he would say to himself when a table 
with a clean cloth was moved up to him with fragrant bouillon, or when, 
at night, he lay stretched out on the soft, clean bed, or when he re- 
membered that his wife and the French no longer existed. 

“Ahl How goodl How gloriousl" And out of old habit he would ask 
himself the questions: "Well, what next? What am I going to do?" And 
instantly he would answer himself, "Nothing at alll I'm going to live. 
OhI How gloriousl" 

The terrible question that hitherto had torn down all his mental 
edifices— the question Why— no longer existed for him. Now to that 
question Why, his mind had always ready the simple answer: Because 
God is, that God without Whose will not a hair falls from the head of a 
human being. 

Pierre had scarcely changed in his outward habits. 

At first sight he was just the same as he had been before. Just as 
before he was absent-minded, and seemed absorbed not in what was 
before his eyes, but in his own thoughts. The difference between his 
former and his present self lay in this: hitherto, when he had forgotten 
what was before him, or paid no attention to what was said to him, he 
would wrinkle his brows with a martyrlike air, as if striving, but without 
success, to study something that was far away. He was still oblivious to 
what was said to him, and to what was before him; but now with a 
scarcely perceptible smile, which one might almost have thought 
mocking, he looked at what was before him, he listened to what was 
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said to him, although it was evident that his eyes and his mind were 
concerned with something entirely different. 

Hitherto he had seemed to be a good man, but unhappy; and there- 
fore people could not help being repelled by him. Now a smile, called 
forth by the mere pleasure of living, constantly played around his 
mouth, and his eyes were lighted up by a sympathetic interest in people 
—in the question, were they as happy as he was? And people liked to be 
with him. 

Formerly he had talked much, got easily excited when he talked, and 
was a poor listener; now he was rarely carried away by the heat of an 
argument, and had become such a good listener that people were glad to 
tell him the deepest secrets of their hearts. 

Princess Catherine, who had never liked Pierre and had cherished a 
peculiar feeling of animosity against him ever since that time when, 
after the count’s death, she had found herself under obligation to him; 
after a short stay at Orel, where she came with the intention of showing 
Pierre that in spite of his “ingratitude” she considered it her duty to 
take care of him— the princess, greatly to her annoyance and surprise, 
quickly felt that she was growing fond of him. 

Pierre did nothing to win her good graces. He merely studied her 
with curiosity. Hither! o ihe princess had felt that only indifference and 
irony were expressed m his view of her, and she shrank into herself 
before him, just as she did in the presence of other people, and showed 
only her harsh and d ^agreeable side. Now, on the contrary, she felt 
that he had penetrated into the most intimate and secjet recesses of her 
existence; and— at first with distrust, but afterwards with gratitude— 
she showed him the good side of her character, which she had kept 
hidden. 

The craftiest of men could not have been more skilful in winning 
the princess' confidence, than was Pierre in eliciting her recollections of 
ilie happiest days of her youth, and in expressing his sympathy. But 
meantime Pierre's entire craft consisted in his own pleasure in evoking 
kindly feelings in the spiteful, acidulous, and, in her own way, haughty 
princess. 

“Yes, he is a very, very good man when he is under the influence of 
people who are not bad— of people like myself,” thought the princess. 

7 he change that had taken place in Pierre was noticed, in their own 
way, by his servants Terenti and Vaska. They found that he had grown 
vastly more simple. 

Often Terenti, while undressing his master, and while he had his 
boots and clothes in his hand, and had wished him good night, would 
hesitate about leaving the room, thinking that his master might like 
to engage him in conversation. And it was a very common occurrence 
for Pierre to call Terenti back, noticing that he was in a mood to talk. 
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“Well, now, tell me— how did you manage to get anything to eat?” 
he would ask. 

And Terenti would begin to talk about the destruction of Moscow^ 
or about the late count, and would stand for a long time with tht 
clothes in his hand, telling stories, or sometimes listening to Pierre*.^ 
yarns, and then, with a pleasing sense of nearness to his master and of 
friendliness to him, go into the anteroom. 

The doctor who had charge of Pierre’s case, and who visited him 
every day, in spite of the fact that, in accordance with the custom of 
doctors, he felt it his duty to assume the mien of a man whose time, 
every minute of it, was precious in the care of suffering humanity, 
would spend hours with Pierre, relating his favorite stories and making 
his observations on the peculiarities of the sick in general and the 
ladies in particular. 

“Yes, there is something delightful in talking with such a man— very 
different from what one finds in our province,” he would say. 

In Orel there were several French officers who had been taken 
prisoner, and the doctor brought one of them, a young Italian, to see 
Pierre. This officer began to be a frequent visitor, and the princess 
laughed at the sentimental affection that the Italian conceived for 
Pierre. The Italian was happy only when he could be with Pierre, and 
talk with him, and tell him about his past, about his home life, about 
his love affairs; and pour out to Pierre’s ears his indignation against the 
French and particularly against Napoleon. 

“If all the Russians are in the least like you,” he would say to Pierre, 
“it is a sacrilege to wage war on a people like yours. Though you have 
suffered so much from the French, yet you seem to have no ill will 
against them.” 

This passionate love of the Italian Pierre had won only because he 
had brought out in him the best side of his nature, and took pleasure 


in him. . , , , , i 

In practical affairs Pierre now unexpectedly felt that he had a balance 

that had been lacking before. Hitherto, every question concerning 
finance, especially demands on him for money, to which he, as a very 
rich man, was often subjected, aroused in him helpless worry an . 


^ToS or not to give? That was the question wiOi him. "I have it 
but he needs it. But another one needs it still more. Which needs it the 
most? But perhaps both are frauds. i 

And in the past, he found no way out of 
in the habit of giving to all indiscriminately as long as he had anythi g 
to give. He used to find himself in precisely the same qn^dary wit 
every question concerning his estate, when one would say that he m st 
do this, and another would recommend another way. 
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Now he found, to his amazement, that he was troubled no longer 
with doubts and perplexities. He seemed to have acquired a sense of 
judgment, which, by some laws unknown to himself, decided what was 
necessary and what was unnecessary for him to do. He was no less than 
before indifferent to pecuniary matters; but now he knew infallibly 
what he ought to do and what not. 

The first time this new sense of justice had to decide a question was 
in the case of one of the prisoners, a French colonel, who came to him, 
told him many stories of his great exploits, and finally almost demanded 
that Pierre should give him four thousand francs to send to his wife 
and children. Pierre, without the slightest difficulty or effort, refused 
him, amazed afterwards to find how simple and easy it was to do what 
had always before seemed to him incredibly difficult. 

At the very time, however, that he refused the colonel, he made up 
his mind, on the eve of his departure from Orel, that it required the 
utmost shrewdness to induce the Italian officer to take some money, 
which he evidently needed. 

A new proof for Pierre of the greater soundness in his views of prac- 
tical affairs was his decision in the matter of his wife’s debts, and 
whether his houses in Moscow and his villas should be rebuilt or not. 

While he was at Orel his head overseer came to him, and he and 
Pierre made out a general schedule of his altered income. The con- 
flagration of Moscow had cost Pierre, according to the overseer's reckon- 
ing, about two millions. The head overseer, as a measure of relief for 
his losses, proposed a scheme whereby, notwithstanding the losses, his 
income would be not only not diminished, but rather increased, and 
this was that he should refuse to honor the debts left by the late 
countess, for which he could not be held accountable, and should not 
rebuild his Moscow houses nor his villa near Moscow, which cost him 
eighty thousand a year in upkeep and brought him in nothing. 

“Yes, yes, that is true,” said Pierre, smiling cheerfully. “Yes, yes, I 
don’t need them at all. The fire has made me vastly richer I’’ 

But in January, Savelyitch came from Moscow, told him about the 
condition of the city, about the estimate the architect had made for 
rebuilding the Moscow mansion and the suburban villa, and spoke 
about it as if it were a matter already decided. 

At the same time Pierre received letters from Prince Vasili and other 
acquaintances in Petersburg. These letters mentioned his wife’s debts. 
And Pierre decided that the scheme proposed by his head overseer, 
which had pleased him so much at first, was not right, and that he must 
go to Petersburg to wind up his wife’s business affairs, and must rebuild 
his Moscow houses. Why this was necessary he did not know; he only 
knew beyond doubt that it was necessary. His income, in consequence 
of this decision, would be reduced to three-fourths; but it was a case of 
necessity, he felt. 
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VII 


Just as it is hard to explain why and whither the ants rush from a 
scattered anthill, some dragging away little fragments, eggs, and dead 
bodies, others hurrying back to the anthill again; why they jostle one 
another, push one another, and fight — so would it be hard to explain 
the causes that compelled the Russian people, after the departure of the 
French, to throng back to the place that had formerly been called 
Moscow. 

But just as when one looks at the ants crawling in wild confusion 
around their despoiled abode, notwithstanding the complete destruction 
of the anthill, one can see by the activity and energy, by the myriads of 
insects, that everything is utterly destroyed except the something in- 
destructible and mysterious, which constitutes the whole strength of 
the anthill — so, in Moscow, in the month of October, though there 
was an absence of authorities, of churches, of priests, of riches, of 
houses, still it was the same Moscow as it had been in the month of 
August. 

Everything was destroyed except that something, mysterious but 
potent and indestructible.. 

Within a week, Moscow had fifteen thousand inhabitants; in a fort- 
night twenty-five thousand, and so on. Constantly rising and rising, the 
population, by the autumn of 1813, reached a figure exceeding that 
of 1812. 

The first Russians to enter Moscow, finding it plundered, began also 
to plunder. They continued the work begun by the French. Peasants 
brought in carts, to carry back to their villages whatever was to be 
found abandoned in the houses or streets of ruined Moscow. The Cos- 
sacks carried off what they could to their tents. Proprietors ol houses 
took possession of whatever they could lay their hands on in other 
houses, and carried it home under the pretext that it was their own 
property. 

But the first comers were followed by other plunderers, and they by 
still others; and the pillage each day, in proportion as the numbers 
increased, became more and more difficult, and acquired more definite 
forms. 

The longer the pillage conducted by the French continued, the more 
it diminished the wealth of Moscow and the strength of the pillagers. 
The pillage conducted by the Russians (and the xiccupation of the 
capital by the Russians began with this), the longer it lasted, and the 
more freely it was shared by the people, the more rapidly it increased 
the wealth of Moscow and restored the regular life of the city. 

Besides the pillagers, the most varied sort of people, attracted some 
by curiosity, some by their duties in the service, some by interest- 
householders, clergymen, officials of high and low degree, tradesmen, 
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artisans, peasants from various parts— flowed back into Moscow like 
blood to the heart. 

At the end of a week, peasants who drove in with empty carts in order 
to carry away things were halted by the authorities and compelled to 
carry away dead bodies from the city. Other peasants, hearing of the 
lack of commodities, came in with wheat, oats, hay; by competition 
with one another reducing prices even lower than they had been before. 
Master carpenters, hoping for fat jobs, each day flocked to Moscow, 
and in all directions new houses began to go up and the old burned 
mansions to be restored. Merchants displayed their wares in booths. 
Restaurants and taverns were established in charred mansions that had 
survived the flames. The clergy conducted divine service in many 
churches that had escaped the conflagration. People contributed ecclesi- 
astical furnishings to replace those stolen. Civil officials spread their 
tables and set up their bureaus in little rooms. High officials and the 
police made arrangements for restoring property that had been aban- 
doned by the French. Count Rostopchin wrote his proclamations. 


VIII 

Toward the beginning of February, Pierre came to Moscow and estab- 
lished himself in a wing of his house, a wing that remained intact. He 
paid visits to Count Rostopchin and various acquaintances who had 
returned to Moscow, and he planned to go two days later to Petersburg 

All were enthusiastic over the victory. There was a ferment of life in 
the ruined and revivified capital. All welcomed Pierre warmly. All were 
anxious to meet him, and plied him with questions about all he had 
seen. 

Pierre felt drawn by special ties of sympathy and friendship to all he 
met; but he now treated everyone guardedly, so as not to bind himself 
to anyone. To all the questions he was asked— whether important or the 
most trivial— where was he going to live? Was he going to rebuild? 
When was he going to Petersburg? and would he please take this small 
box with him?— he would answer “Yes,” or “Perhaps so,“ or “I think so,“ 
or the like. 

He heard that the Rostofs were in Kostroma, and the thought of 
Natasha rarely occurred to him. If it came to him, it was only as a 
pleasant recollection of something long past. He felt himself freed not 
only from the conditions of life, but also from that sentiment which, 
as it seemed to him, he had deliberately allowed himself to cherish. 

On the third day after his arrival at Moscow, he learned from the 
Drubetskoys that Princess Maria was in Moscow. Prince Andrei's death, 
sufferings, and last days had often recurred to Pierre’s mind, and now 
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they came back to him with fresh force. When, after dinner, he learned 
that Princess Maria was in Moscow and in her own house, which had 
escaped the conflagration, he went that same evening to call upon her. 

The Bolkonsky house remained intact. It bore traces of wear and tear, 
but the character of the house was die same as before. Pierre was met 
by an old butler with a stern face, who seemed to want it understood 
that the prince's absence did not affect the strictness of the regime, and 
who said that the princess had been pleased to retire to her room, and 
received on Sundays. 

“Tell her I am here; perhaps she will receive me," said Pierre. 

“I obey," replied the butler. “Please come to the portrait gallery." 

In a few moments the butler returned to Pierre with Dessalles. Des- 
salles, in the name of the princess, informed Pierre that she would be 
very glad to see him, and begged him^ if he would excuse her for the 
lack of ceremony, to come upstairs to her room. 

The princess was sitting in a low-ccilinged room, lighted by a single 
candle. There was also another person present in a black dress. Pierre 
remembered that the princess had always with her lady companions, 
but who and what these lady companions were, Pierre did not know 
and could not remember. 

“That is one of her lady companions," he said to himself, glancing at 
the lady in the black dress. 

The princess rose quickly, came forward to meet him, and shook 
hands with him. 

“Yes," said she, as she looked into his altered lace, after he had kissed 
her hand. “So we meet again at last. He often used to speak about you 
during the last days of his life," said she, turning her eyes from Pierre 
to the “companion" with an embarrassment that for an instant struck 
Pierre. “I was so glad to know of your rescue. That w^as truly the best 
piece of news we had received for a long time." 

Again the princess looked still more anxiously at the “companion," 
and wanted to say something, bur Pierre did not give her an op- 
portunity. 

“You may imagine I knew nothing about it," said he. “I thought he 
was killed. All that I knew, I knew from oiJiers, and that at third hand. - 
All I know is that he fell in with the Rostofs . . . what a strange good 
fortunel" 

Pierre spoke rapidly, with animation. He looked once into the “com- 
panion's" face, saw an apparently flattering, inquisitive glance fastened 
on him. and, as often hapf>ens during a conversatfon, he gathered a 
general idea that this “companion" in the black dress was a gentle, 
kindly, good creature, who would not interfere with the sincerity and 
cordiality of his conversations w'ith Princess Mitria. 

But when he said the last words about the Rostofs, the embarrassment 
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expressed on the princess* face was even more noticeable than before. 
She again turned her eyes from Pierre’s face to the face of the lady in 
the black dress, and said: 

'‘But don’t you recognize her?” 

Pierre once more looked into the companion’s pale, delicate face, 
with the dark eyes and strange mouth. Something near and dear, some- 
thing long forgotten and more than kind, was looking at him from those 
attentive eyes. 

“But no, it cannot be," he said to himself. “That face, so stern, thin, 
and pale, and grown so old. That cannot be shel It is only something 
that reminds me of herl** 

But at that instant Princess Maria said, “Natashal” And the face 
with the attentive eyes, with difficulty, with an effort— just as a rusty 
door opens— smiled, and from the opened door there suddenly breathed 
forth and surrounded Pierre the fragrance of that long-forgotten hap- 
piness, of which he rarely thought, especially of late. The fragrance 
rose, invading his senses, and enveloping him entirely. When she smiled, 
all doubt ceased; it was Natasha, and he loved herl 

At the first moment of recognition, Pierre involuntarily told both 
her and Princess Maria, and above all, himself, the secret that he long 
had not confessed even to his own heart. He reddened with delight 
and anguish. He tried to hide his agitation. But the more he tried to 
hide it, the more distinctly— more distinctly than in the most definite 
words— he told himself and her and Princess Maria that he loved herl 

“No, of course, it is only from the surprise,’’ said Pierre to himself; 
but in spite of all his efforts to prolong the conversation that he had 
started with Princess Maria, he could not help looking again at Natasha, 
and a still deeper flush suffused his face, and a still deeper agitation of 
joy and pain clutched his heart. He hesitated in his speech, and stopped 
short in the midst of what he was saying. 

Pierre had not noticed Natasha for the reason that he had not in the 
least expected to see her there, but the reason he did not recognize 
her was because of the immense change that had taken place in her 
since he had seen her last. She had grown thin and pale. But it was 
not this that had changed her identity; it was impossible that he should 
have recognized her at the moment of his entrance, because that face, 
from whose eyes formerly had always gleamed forth the secret joy of 
living, now when he came in and for the first time glanced at her, had 
not even the shadow of a smile; they were merely attentive, kindly,’ 
and pathetically questioning eyes. 

Pierre’s confusion did not waken any answering confusion in 
Natasha, but only a contentment that lighted up her whole face with 
an almost imperceptible gleam. 

“She has come to pay me a visit,” said Princess Maria. “The count 
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and countess will be here in a few days. The countess is in a terrible 
state. But Natasha herself had to consult the doctor. They sent her off 
with me by main force.” 

“Yes, is there a family without its own special sorrow?" said Pierre, 
addressing Natasha. “You know that it happened on the very day that 
we were set free. I saw him. What a charming boy he wasl" 

Natasha looked at him, but in answer to his words her eyes dilated 
and a shadow crept over them. 

“What consolation can be given in either thought or word?” ex- 
claimed Pierre. “None at all! Why should such a glorious young fellow, 
so full of life, have to die?” 

“Yes, indeed, in these days it would be hard to live, if one had not 
faith ...” said Princess Maria. 

“Yes, yesl That is the real truth,” interrupted Pierre, hastily. 

“Why?” asked Natasha, gazing attentively into Pierre’s eyes. 

“How can you ask ‘why’?” exclaimed Princess Maria. “The mere 
thought of what awaits us there ...” 

Natasha, without hearing Princess Maria to the end, again looked at 
Pierre with questioning eyes. 

“Why, because,” continued Pierre, “only that man who believes there 
is a God who directs our ways can endure such a loss as hers— and 


yours,” added Pierre. 

Natasha had her lips parted to say something, but suddenly stopped. 
Pierre quickly turned from her, and again addressed the prim ess with 
a question concerning his friend’s last days. 

Pierre’s embarrassment had now almost disappeared, but at the same 
time he felt that all his former freedom had also disappeared. He felt 
that his every word and act had now a critic, a judge, who was dearer 
to him than the opinion of all the people in the world. 

When he spoke now, he measured at every breath the impresston 
his words produced on Natasha. He did not purposely say what would 
have pleased her; but whatever he said he judged from her standpoint. 

Princess Maria, reluctantly at first, as is always the rase, ^eg^n o 
tell him about the state in which Prince Andrei had come to them. 
But Pierre’s questions, his troubled eyes, his face trembling ^uh em^ • 
tion, gradually induced her to enter into particulars which she would 
have Len afraid to call back to her recollection for . 

“Yes, yes, indeed it is so,” said Pierre, leaning 
body toward Princess Maria, and eagerly listening to her story. Ya 
yes Ind so he grew calmer? more gentle? He so earnestly 
lu thrpowers o^: his soul for the one thing: to be perfectly good. He 
IS /oXe lear«i death. The faute he had, had 
from other sources than himself. And so he grew gentle? exclaimed 


Pierre. 
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“What good fortune that he met you again,” he added, turning to 
Natasha and looking at her, his eyes brimming with tears. 

Natasha’s face twitched. She frowned, and for an instant dropped 
her eyes. For a minute she hesitated; should she speak, or not speak? 

“Yes, it was good fortune,” said she, in a low deep voice. “For me 
indeed it was a happiness.” She became silent. “And he . . . he . . . 
he said it was the very thing that he was longing for when I went to 
him ...” Natasha’s voice broke. She clasped her hands together on 
her knees, and suddenly, evidently making an effort to contain herself, 
raised her head and began to speak rapidly: 

“We knew nothing about it when we left Moscow. I had not dared 
to ask about him. And suddenly Sonya told me he was with us. I had 
no idea, I could not imagine, in what a state he was. I wanted only 
one thing— to see him, to be with him,” said she, trembling and choking. 
And without letting herself be interrupted, she related what she had 
never before told a living soul: what she had lived through in those 
three weeks of their journey and their sojourn at Yaroslavl. 

Pierre listened to her with open mouth and without taking from 
her his eyes full of tears. In listening to her he thought not of Prince 
Andrei or of death, or even of what she was telling him. He heard her, 
and only pitied her for the suffering she underwent now in telling the 
story. 

The princess, frowning from her effort to keep back her tears, sat 
beside Natasha and listened for the first time to the story of those last 
days that her brother had spent with Natasha. 

This tale, so full of pain and joy, Natasha was evidently compelled 
to relate. She mixed the most insignificant details with the intimate 
secrets of the heart, and it seemed she would never reach an end. 
Several times she repeated the same things. 

Dessalles’ voice was heard outside the door, asking if Nikolusha 
might come and bid them good night. 

“And that is the whole story— all ...” said Natasha. 

When Nikolusha came in she quickly sprang up and almost ran to 
the door; and, hitting her head against the door, which was hidden by 
a portiere, flew from the room with a moan caused partly by pain, 
partly by grief. 

Pierre gazed at the door through which she had disappeared, and 
could not understand why he seemed suddenly left alone and deserted 
in the world. Princess Maria aroused him from his fit of abstraction 
by calling his attention to her nephew, who had come into the room. 

Nikolusha’s face, which resembled his father’s, had such an effect 
on Pierre, in this moment of deep emotion into which he had sunk, 
that after he had kissed the lad he quickly arose, and, getting out his 
handkerchief, went to the window. He wanted to bid Princess Maria 
good night and leave, but she detained him. 
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“No, Natasha and 1 often sit up till three o’clock; please stay a little 
longer. I will order supper served. Go downstairs, we will follow 
immediately.” 

But before Pierre left the room the princess said to him: 

“This is the first time she has spoken so of him.” 


IX 

Pierre was conducted into the large, brightly lighted dining room. In 
a few minutes steps were heard, and the princess and Natasha came 
into the room. Natasha was now calm, although a grave unsmiling 
expression remained on her face. 

Princess Maria, Natasha and Pierre alike experienced that sense of 
awkwardness which always follows after a serious and intimate conver- 
sation. To pursue the former subject is no longer possible; to talk 
about trifles does not seem right; and silence is disagreeable because 
such silence seems hypocritical, especially if one wishes to talk. 

They silently came to the table. The footman drew back the chairs 
and pushed them forward. Pierre unfolded his cold napkin, and, 
making up his mind to break the silence, looked at Natasha and 
Princess Maria. 

Each of them had evidently at the same time made the same resolve; 
the eyes of both shone with the satisfaction of life and the avowal that, 
if sorrow exists, so also joy may abound. 

“Will you have vodka, count?” asked Princess Maria, and these words 
suddenly drove away the shadows of the past. 

“Tell us about yourself,” said Princess Maria. “We have heard such 

incredible stories about you.” 

“Yes?” replied Pierre, with that smile of good-natured irony whirli 
was now habitual with him. "I too have been told most marvelous 
thinffs-things that I have never even dreamed of seeing. Marya 
Abramovna invited me to her house, and told me all that ever hap- 
oened to me or was supposed to have happened. .Stepan Stepan.tch 
also gave me a lesson in the way I should tell iny story. In general, 
have observed that it is a very comfortable thing to be an mttTcsung 
person’ (I am now an interesting person)! I am invited out and mace 
the subject of all sorts of stories. 

Natasha smiled, and started to say something. ' ^ 

"We were told," said Princess Maria, forc.stalling her, that you lost 

two millions here in Moscow. Is that true? Pierre 

“But still it made me three times as rich as before, replied Pierre. 

Pierre, in spite of his wife’s debts and the necessity he feh of rebu Id- 
ing his housed which would alter his circumstances, continued to tell 
people that he had grown three times as rich as before. 
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"What I have undoubtedly gained," said he, "is this freedom I enjoy" 
—he had begun seriously, but he hesitated about continuing, observing 
that the topic of the conversations were too egotistical. 

"And you are going to rebuild?" 

"Yes; Savelyitch advises it." 

"Tell me, you did not know at all about the countess' death when 
you were in Moscow?" asked Princess Maria, and instantly flushed, 
noticing that in having put this question immediately after he had 
spoken of his freedom, she might have given a false sense to his words. 

"No," replied Pierre, evidently not discovering anything awkward 
in Princess Maria's interpretation of his remark about his freedom. 
"I first heard about it in Orel, and you cannot imagine how it surprised 
me. We were not a model husband and wife," he quickly added, with 
a glance at Natasha, and observing in her face a gleam of curiosity as 
to what he would have to say about his wife, "but her death gave me 
a terrible shock. When two persons quarrel, always both are at fault. 
And a person’s fault suddenly becomes terribly serious when the other 
party happens to die. And then such a death I . . . without friends, 
without consolationi I felt very, very sorry for her," said he, in con- 
clusion, and noticing with a sense of satisfaction a look of joyful ap- 
proval in Natasha's face. 

"Well, and so you are a single man and marriageable again," said 
Princess Maria. 

Pierre's face suddenly grew livid, and for long he tried not to look 
at Natasha. When at length he had the courage to look at her, her face 
was cold, stern, and even scornful, as it seemed to him. 

"And did you really see Napoleon and talk with him? That's the 
story they tell us," said Princess Maria. 

Pierre laughed. 

"Not once, neverl It always seems to everyone that to have been a 
prisoner was to have been Napoleon's guest. I not only never saw him, 
but did not hear him talked about. I was in far too humble company." 

Supper was over, and Pierre, who at first refused to tell about his 
captivity, was little by little drawn into stories about it. 

“But it is true, isn't it, that you remained behind for the purpose of 
killing Napoleon?" asked Natasha, with a slight smile. "I imagined as 
much when we met you at the Sukharef Tower— do you remember?" 

Pierre acknowledged that this was true; and with this question as 
a starting point, and gradually led on by Princess Maria's questions, 
and especially by Natasha's, Pierre was brought to give them a detailed 
account of his adventures. 

At first he told his story with that gentle, ironical expression which 
he now used toward other people and especially himself; but after- 
wards, when he came to tell about the horrors and sufferings he had 
seen, without being himself aware of it. he was carried away, and began 
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to talk with the restrained excitement of a man who was reliving, in 
his recollections, the most vivid impressions. 

Princess Maria, with a gentle smile, looked now at Pierre, now at 
Natasha. Throughout all this narration, she saw only Pierre and his 
goodness. 

Natasha, leaning her head on her hand, with her face reflecting in 
its expression all the varying details of the story, gazed at Pierre without 
once taking her eyes from him, evidently living with him through all 
the dreadful scenes of which he told. Not only her looks, but her ex- 
clamations and the brief questions she asked, showed Pierre that, from 
his story, she took to heart exactly what he wanted to convey. It was 
evident that she understood not merely what he told her, but also 
what he would have wished but was unable to express in words. 

Concerning his adventure with the child and the woman whose 
protection had led to his capture, Pierre spoke in the following manner; 

“It was a horrible sight: children deserted, some in the flames— one 
child was dragged out before my very eyes— women who were robbed 
of their possessions, their earrings snatched away . . . “ 

Pierre reddened and stammered. 

“Then came the patrol and arrested all who were not engaged in 
pillage— all the men. And myselfl” 

“You certainly are not telling the whole story; you certainly did 
something—*' said Natasha, and paused a moment— “something good'!’* 

Pierre went on with his narrative. When he came to tell about the 
execution he wanted to avoid the horrible details, but Natasha insisted 
that he should not omit anything. 

Pierre began to tell about Karatayef. By this time he had risen from 
the table and was walking back and forth, Natasha’s eyes following 
him all the time. But he paused. 

“No, you cannot understand how 1 learned from that illiterate man 
—nearly a half-witi” 

“Yes, yes, go on," cried Natasha. “What became of him?’* 

“He was shot almost in my very presence.’’ 

And Pierre began to tell about the last period of the retreat of the 
French, Karatayef's illness (his voice constantly trembled), and his ^ 
death. Pierre, in relating his adventures, put them in an entirely new 
light. 

He now found what seemed to be a new significance in all that he 
had experienced. Now, while he was telling all this to Natasha, he 
experienced that rare delight afforded by women— not intellectual 
women, who, in listening, try either to remember what is said for the 
sake of enriching their minds, and, on occasion, of giving it out them- 
selves, or to apply what is said to their own cases, and to communicate 
with all diligence their intellectual remarks elaborated in the petty 
workshops of their brains— but the delight afforded by genuine women 
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gifted with the capacity of bringing out and assimilating all that is 
best in the manifestations of a man. 

Natasha, without knowing it, was all attention; she did not lose a 
word or an inflection of his voice, or a glance, or the quivering of a 
muscle in his face, or a single gesture made by Pierre. She caught on 
the wing the word as yet unspoken, and took it straight to her generous 
heart, divining the mysteiious meaning of all the spiritual travail 
through which Pierre had passed. 

Princess Maria comprehended his story and sympathized with him, 
but now she saw something else that absorbed all her attention: she 
saw the possibility of love and happiness for Pierre and Natasha. And 
this thought, occurring to her for the first time, filled her heart with joy. 

It was three o'clock in the morning. The footmen, with gloomy, 
stern faces, came to bring fresh candles, but no one heeded them. 

Pierre finished his story. Natasha, her eyes gleaming with excitement, 
continued to look steadily and earnestly at Pierre, as if wishing to 
read the portions of his story that he had perhaps not told. Pierre, 
with a shamefaced but joyous sense of embarrassment, occasionally 
looked at her and wondered what to say next in order to change the 
conversation to some other topic. Princess Maria was silent. It occurred 
to none of them that it was three o'clock in the morning and time 
to go to bed. 

“We talk about unhappiness, sufferings," said Pierre. “Yet if now, 
this minute, I were asked, ‘Would you remain what you were before 
your imprisonment, or go through it all again?’ I would say, ‘For God's 
sake, the imprisonment once more and the horseflesh.’ We think that 
when we are driven out of the usual path, everything is over for us; 
but it is just here that the new and the good begins. As long as there 
is life there is happiness. There is much, much before usl I tell you 
so,’’ said he, addressing Natasha. 

“Yes, yes,’’ said she, answering something entirely different. “And I 
wish nothing better than to live my life all over again.’’ Pierre looked 
at her keenly. “No, I could ask for nothing more.” 

“You are wrong, you are wrong,” cried Pierre. “I am not to blame 
because I am alive and want to live; and you also.” 

Suddenly Natasha hid her face in her hands, and burst into tears. 

“What is it, Natasha?” asked Princess Maria. 

“Nothing, nothing.” 

She smiled at Pierre tlirough her tears. 

"Good-by, it is bedtime.” 

Pierre got up and took his departure. 

Princess Maria and Natasha, as usual, met in their bedroom. They 
talked over what Pierre had told them. The princess did not express 
her opinion of Pierre. Neither did Natasha speak of him. 

“Well, good night, Marie,” said Natasha. “Do you know, I am often 
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afraid that, in not speaking of him— of Prince Andrei— for fear of doing 
wrong to our feelings, we may forget him?** 

Princess Maria drew a deep sigh, and by this sigh admitted the justice 
of Natasha's words; but when she spoke, her words expressed a dif- 
ferent thought. 

“How could one forget him?** she asked. 

“It was so good for me today to talk it all over; and hard too, and 
painful, and good, very good,** said Natasha. “1 was certain that he 
loved him so. That was why I told him. . . . There was no harm in 
my telling him, was there?** she asked, suddenly reddening. 

“To Pierre? Oh, nol What a lovely man he isl’* exclaimed Princess 
Maria. 

“Do you know, Marie,*’ suddenly broke out Natasha, with a roguish 
smile which Princess Maria had not seen for a long time on her face, 
“he has grown so clean, neat, fresh, just as if he were out of a bathl 
Isn’t that so?** 

“Yes,** said Princess Maria. “He has gained very much.*' 

“And his jaunty little coat, and his neatly cropped hair; exactly- 
yes, just exactly as if he were fresh from his bathl Papa used ..." 

“I remember that he-Prince Andrei-liked no one so well as Pierre," 
said Princess Maria. 

“Yes; and yet they were so different. They say that men are better 
friends when they are not alike. It must be so. Don’t you think that 
they were very different?" 

“Yes, and he’s splendid." 

“Well, good night," replied Natasha; and the same mischievous smile, 
as if she had forgotten it, long remained in her face. 


X 

It was i/>ng before Pierre went to sleep that night. He strode back 
and forth through his room, now scowling, now burdening himself 
with heavy thoughts, then suddenly shrugging his shoulders and start- 

'"fie wts thiiikfng about PHnee Andrei, about Natasha, and their love; 
and sometimes he felt jealous of her for what was past, sometimes he 
reoroached himself for it, sometimes he justified it. ... 

rwafsix o’clock in the morning, and still he kept pacing through 

“Weir what’s to be done? Is it still impossible? What is to done? 
Of course it must be so,” said he to himself, and. hastily un^essing. 
he gTinto bed happy and excited, but free from doubt and irresolu- 

lion. “Yes, strange aS impossible as ‘hi^h«PP^“ 
everything, everything, to make her my wife, he said to himself. 
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Several days previously Pierre had fixed on Friday for the day of 
his departure for Petersburg. When he woke up it was Thursday, and 
Savelyitch came to him for orders in regard to the packing of his 
things for the journey. 

“Petersburg? What about Petersburg? Who is going to Petersburg?'* 
he could not help asking of himself. “Oh, yes, some time ago, before 
this happened, I had some such thing— I was going to Petersburg for 
some reason or other,” he remembered. “Why was it? Yes, perhaps 1 
shall go as it is. How good and attentive he isl How he remembers 
everything,” he said to himself, as he looked into Savelyitch's old face. 
“And what a pleasant smile,” he thought. 

“Aren't you always longing to have your freedom, Savelyitch?” de- 
manded Pierre. 

“Why should I wish my freedom, your excellency? While the late 
count was alive— the kingdom of heaven be his— we lived with him, and 
now we have nothing to complain of from you.” 

“Well, but your children?” 

“The children will live also, your excellency; one can put up with 
such masters.” 

“Yes, but my heirs,” suggested Pierre. “I may suddenly marry. . . . 
You see, that might happen,” he added, with an involuntary smile. 

”And may I be bold enough to say, a very good thing, too, your 
excellency I” 

“How easy it seems to him,” thought Pierre. “He cannot know how 
terrible, how perilous, a thing it is. Too early or too late . . . terriblel” 

“What orders do you please to give? Do you wish to start tomorrow?” 
asked Savelyitch. 

“No, I am going to postpone it for a few days. I will tell you when 
the time comes. Forgive me for putting you to so much trouble,” said 
Pierre, and, as he saw Savelyitch's smile, he said to himself: “How 
strange it is that he doesn't know that Petersburg is now nothing to 
me, and that this matter must be decided before anythingl Should I 
talk with him about it? How will he like it?” wondered Pierre. “No^ 
I will wait a little.” 

Pierre went that evening to dine at Princess Maria's. As he went 
along the streets, lined with the blackened ruins of houses, he was 
amazed at the beauty that he discovered in these ruins. The chimney 
stacks, the fallen walls, vividly reminding Pierre of the Rhine and the 
Colosseum, stretched along one behind another, all through the burnt 
districts. The hack drivers and passers-by, the carpenters hewing tim- 
bers, merchants and shopkeepers, all with jovial, shining faces, gazed 
at Pierre, and seemed to say, “Ah, there he goes. Let us see what will 
come of it.” 

Before he reached Princess Maria's the doubt occurred to Pierre 
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whether it were true that he had been there the evening before, and 
had seen Natasha and talked with her. 

“Perhaps I was dreaming. Perhaps I will go in and find no one.” 

But he had no sooner entered the room than, in his whole being, 
by the instantaneous loss of his freedom, he realized her presence. She 
wore the same black dress with soft folds, and her hair was done up 
in the same way as the evening before, but she herself was entirely 
different. If she had been like that the evening before when he went 
into the room, he could not for a single instant have failed to recognize 
her. She was just the same as she had been when almost a child, and 
afterwards, when she was Prince Andrei’s aflianccd bride. A merry 
questioning gleam flashed in her eyes; her face had a kindly and 
strangely roguish expression. 

Pierre dined with them and would have spent the whole evening, 
but Princess Maria was going to vespers, and Pierre accompanied them. 

The following day Pierre went early, dined with them, and spent the 


whole evening. 

Although Princess Maria and Natasha were evidently glad of his 
company, although all the interest of Pierre’s life was now concentrated 
in this house, still, as the evening wore away, they had talked everything 
out, and the conversation constantly lagged from one trivial subject to 


another, and often lagged altogether. 

Pierre stayed so late that evening that Princess Maria and Natasha 
exchanged glances, evidently feeling anxious for him to go. Pierre saw 
it, and yet could not tear himself away. He felt embarrassed and 
awkward, but still he stayed because he could not get up to go. Princess 
Maria, not seeing any end to it, was the first to get up, and, pleading 
a headache as an excuse, starred to bid him good night. 

“And so you are going to Petersburg tomorrow? she asked. 

“No I don’t expect to go,” hastily replied Pierre, with surprise and 
apparent annoyance. “Yes ... no ... oh. to Petersburg? Day after 
tomorrow, perhaps. Only I won’t say good-by now. I will call to see if 
you have any commissions,” said he, standing in front of Princess 
Maria, with flushed face and embarrassed manner. , , • 

Natasha gave him her hand, and left the room. Princess Maria, on . 
the contrary, instead of going, resumed her chair, and, with her lumi- 
nous, deep eyes, gazed gravely and earnestly at Pierre. The weariness 
which she had really felt just before had now entirely passed away. She 
drew a long and deep sigh, as if nerving herself for a long conversation 
All Pierre’s confusion and awkwardness instantly' disappeared the 
moment that Natasha left the room, and gave place to an agitated 
excitement. He swiftly drew his chair close to Princess Mann 
“Yes, I wanted to have a talk with you, said he ^spo'iding to h 
look as if it were spoken words. “PrincessI help mel What am I to do? 


10 $ 



Have I reason to hope? Princess, my friend, listen to me. I know all 
about it. I know that I am not worthy of her. I know that it is wholly 
impossible, at the present time, to speak about it. But I wish to be 
like a brother to her. . . . No, I do not, I cannot wish that; I 
cannot . . . '' 

He paused and rubbed his face and his eyes with his hands. 

“Now, herel“ he pursued, evidently making an effort to command 
himself to speak coherently. “I don't know when I first began to love 
her. But she is the only one in all my life that I have loved, and I love 
her so that I cannot imagine life without her. I cannot make up my 
mind to ask for her hand now; but the thought that perhaps she might 
be mine, and that I may have lost this possibility . . . possibility 
... is horrible to me. Tell me, have I reason to hope? Tell me what 
I must do. Dear princess," said he, after a little silence, and he touched 
her hand when she did not reply. 

“I was thinking of what you have told me," returned Princess Maria. 
“Now, listen to what I have to say. You are right that to speak to 
her now of love ..." 

The princess paused. She meant to say, to speak to her of love was 
impossible now; but she paused because for two days past she had 
observed, from the change that had taken place in Natasha, that 
Natasha would not only not be offended if Pierre should confess his 
love for her, but that this was the very thing that she was longing for 
him to do. 

“To tell her now ... is impossible," said Princess Maria, nevertheless. 

“But what am I to do?" 

“Leave it all to me," said Princess Maria. “I know ..." 

Pierre looked into Princess Maria's eyes. “Well . . . well . . . ” 
said he. 

“I know that she loves you . . . will love you," said Princess Maria, 
correcting herself. 

She had scarcely spoken these words before Pierre sprang up, and, 
with a frightened face, seized Princess Maria's hand. 

“What makes you think so? Do you really think that I may hope? 
Do you think so?" 

“Yes, I think so," said Princess Maria, with a smile. “Write to her 
parents. And trust it all to me. I will tell her when the suitable time 
comes. I am in favor of it. And my heart xells me that it will be.” 

“No, it cannot bel How happy I ainl . . . But it cannot bel" re- 
peated Pierre, kissing the princess' hand. 

“Go to Petersburg; that is best. And I will write to you," said she. 

“To Petersburg? Go away? Yes, very good, I will go. But may I come 
to call tomorrow?" 

On the following day Pierre went to say good-by. Natasha was less 
animated than on the preceding days; but today when Pierre occa- 



sionally looked into her eyes he felt that his existence was nothing, 
that he was not and that she was not, but that one feeling of bliss hlled 
the world. 

'‘Can it be? No! Impossible!” he said to himself at each glance, word, 
motion of hers, so filling his heart with joy. 

When, on saying good-by, he took her delicate, slender hand, he 
involuntarily held it rather long in his. 

“Can it be that this hand, this face, these eyes— all this marvelous 
treasure of womanly beauty— can it be that it will be mine forever, as 
familiar to me as I am to myself? No, it is impossible!” 

“Good-by, count,” sh(‘ said to him aloud. “I will await your return 
with impatience,” she added in a whisper. 

And these simple words, the look and the expression of her face that 
accompanied them, constituted the basis of inexhaustible recollections, 
memories, and happy dreams during Pierre’s two months’ absence. 

“ ‘I will await your return with impatience.’ Yes, yes, how did she 
say it?— Yes, ‘I will await your return with impatience.' IIow happy I 
ami How can it be that I am so happy?” Pierre kept saying to himself. 


XI 


From that evening when Natasha, after Pierre had left them, first 
told Princess Maria with a joyously mischievous smile that he looked 
as if he just stepped out of his bath, and called attention to his jaunty 
coat and his closely cropped hair, from that moment something in her 
heart awoke that had lain doimant, and was unsuspected even by her, 


but which was irresistible. 

Everything about her suddenly underwent a changc-her face, her 
walk, her manner, her voice. Unexpectedly the lure of life and hope 
of happiness rose to the surface and demanded satislaction. Irom that 
first evening Natasha seemed to have forgotten all that had happened 
to her. HeiTcclorth she never once complained of her situation or .said 
one single word about the past, and she did not hesitate even to make 

cheerful plans for the future. 

She had little to say about Pierre; but when Princess Maria men- 
tioned him, the long-extinguished gleam was kindled in Jier eyes, and 

her lips were curved with a strange smile. i n • 

The change that took place in Nata.sha at first, amazed Princess 
Maria; but when she understood the significance ol it she was grieved^ 
"Can it be that slic loved my brother so little that she is so '"tady to 
forget him?” mused Princess Maria, when she pondered m solitude 
over this change that had come over Natasha. But when she was with 
Natashr she neither felt angry with her nor reproached her. The 
awakened forces of life that had invaded Natasha were evidently so 
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uncontrollable, so unexpected to Natasha herself, that Princess Maria 
while in her presence felt that she had no right to reproach her even 
in her heart. 

Natasha gave herself up so completely and with such frank honesty 
to this new feeling, and made so little pretense to hide it, that now she 
became glad and merry instead of sad and sorry. 

When Princess Maria, after that midnight declaration of Pierre's, 
returned to her room, Natasha met her on the threshold. 

“He has spoken? Yes? He has spoken?" she insisted; and an expres- 
sion, joyous and at the same time pathetically pleading for forgiveness 
for her joy, clouded Natasha’s face. “I was tempted to listen at the door; 
but I knew you would tell me." 

Thoroughly as the princess understood the look that Natasha gave 
her, touching as it was, much as she pitied her emotion, still Natasha's 
words, for an instant, offended Princess Maria. She remembered her 
brother, his love for Natasha. “But what is to be done? She cannot be 
otherwise than she is," reasoned Princess Maria, and with a sad and 
rather stern face she told Natasha all that Pierre had said to her. 

When she heard that he was going to Petersburg, Natasha was 
surprised. 

“To Petersburg?" she repeated, apparently not understanding. But 
when she noticed the sorrowful expression on Princess Maria’s face she 
guessed the reason for her melancholy, and suddenly burst into tears. 

“Marie,” said she, “tell me, what must I do? I am afraid I am doing 
wrong. I will do whatever you say; teach me ...” 

“Do you love him?" 

“Yes," whispered Natasha. 

“What makes you cry, then? I am glad for you," said Princess Maria, 
already, because of these tears, completely pardoning Natasha's joy. 

“It will not be very soon, if ever. Just think what happiness when 
I am his wife and you marry Nikolai." 

“Natasha, I have asked you never to speak about that. We will talk 
about yourself.” 

Both were silent. 

“But why must he go to Petersburg?” suddenly exclaimed Natasha, 
and made haste to answer her own question. “Well, well, it is best 
so. . . . Yes, Marie, it is best so.” 
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Peace has come to Europe; once more the Bourbons retgn m France, 
and for a generation no powerful enemy will menace Russia. ^ apoleon 
has his hundred days; he has his Waterloo. Tsar Alexander forgets his 
aspiration to social reform; the serfs remain bound, the nobility pur- 
su^ its old ignoble course, there is no fear, no friction to deflect it. 



N atasha's marriage to Bezukhof, which took place in 1813, was 
the last happy event for the older generation of the Rostofs. 
The same year Count Rostof died, and, as always happens, his 
death caused the final dissolution of the Rostof family. 

The events of the preceding year, the conflagration of Moscow and 
the family’s flight from the city, the death of Prince Andrei and 
Natasha's despair, Petya’s death, the countess' grief, all taken together 
had fallen as blow upon blow on the old count's head. It seemed as 
if he could not comprehend, as if he knew he had not the strength to 
comprehend, the significance of all these events; spiritually he seemed 
to bow his old head, as if he expected and invited new blows which 
would finish him. He sometimes seemed frightened and abstracted, 
sometimes unnaturally excited and alert. 

Natasha’s marriage, for the time being, gave him something to think 
about outside ot himself. He ordered dinners and suppers and evi- 
dently tried to be cheerful; but his gaiety was not contagious as it once 
had been; on the contrary, it aroused compassion in people who knew 
and liked him. 

After Pierre and his bride had gone, he became very feeble and 
began to complain of not feeling well. In a few days he grew really 
ill and took to his bed. From the first days of his illness, in spite of 
the doctor's encouragement, he felt certain that he would not recover. 

The countess, without undressing, spent a fortnight in her armchair 
by his bedside. Every time she gave him his medicine, he would sob 
and silently kiss her hand. On the last day he wept and begged the 
forgiveness of his wife and his absent son for the dissipation of their 
property, the chief blame for which, he felt, rested on himself. 

Having taken the last Communion and final unction, he died peace- 
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fully, and on the following day a crowd of acquainiances, who came 
to pay their duties to the late lamented, filled the Rostofs’ lodgings. 
All these acquaintances, who had so many times dined and danced at 
his house, who had so many times made sport of him, now, with a 
unanimous feeling of inward leproach and emotion, said, as if in 
justification of themselves before someone: 

“Yes, whatever may be said, he was, after all, one of the best of men. 
We don't often find such men these days. . . . And who has not hiy 
failings?” 

Nikolai was with the Russian troops in Paris when the news of his 
father's death reached him. He immediately tendered his resignation, 
and, without waiting for it to be accepted, took a furlough and hastened 
i ) Moscow. 

The state of the family finances was coinjdetely exposed within a 
month after the count’s death, and surprised evervone by the mag- 
nitude of the sum of the various little debts, the existence of which 
no one had even suspected. 

The pioperty would cover hall the debts. Nikolai’s relatives and 
friends advised him to renounce the inheritance. Ihit Nikolai saw in 


ihis suggestion the implication of a reproach to his father’s memory, 
which he held sacred, and he therefore refused to hear anything said 
about renouncing the inheritance, and accepted it with all the obli- 
gations to settle the debts. 

The creditors, who had remained silent so long, being kept good- 
natured during the count’s lifetime by the vague but powerful influence 
of his easygoing generosity, now all suddenly began to clamor to liave 
their debts^paid. As always happens, a regular com|jetilion sprang up 
as to who should be paid first; and those very jrcr'soris, like Mitenka 
and others who held promissory notes-gratuities often-now showed 
themselves as the most pressing of the creditors. Nikolai was given no 
rest or respite; and those who apparently had had pity on the old man 
-the cause of their losses, if losses they were-wcrc now pitiless toward 
the young heir, who was obviously in no way to blame, but had honor- 
ably assumed his father's debts. , ir • i 

The real estate was sold by auction, but did not bring half its value, 
and still half the debts remained unliquidated. Nikolai rook thirty 
thousand rubles ottered to him by his liroilier-in-law, Bezukhot to pay 
that portion of the debts which he considered most pressing. And. so 
that he might not be sent to jail for the remaining obligations, as the 
other creditors threatened, he again entered government servux^ 

To return to the army, where at the first vacancy he would be pro- 
moted to the rank of regimental commander, was impossible because 

his mother now clung to her only son as the last joy her life, and 
therXe in spite of his disinclination to remain ,n Moscow among 
thSfwho had always known him. and notwithstanding h.s distaste 
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tor the civil service, he stayed in Moscow and accepted a position in 
the civil section, and, giving up the uniform which he so loved, he 
settled down with his mother and Sonya in a modest apartment on the 
Sivtsevoi Vrazhek. 

Natasha and Pierre were at this time living in Petersburg, and had 
not a very clear idea of Nikolai's position. Nikolai, who had already 
had some money from his brother-in-law, strove to hide from him his 
unhappy situation. His position was rendered particularly difficult 
because, with his twelve hundred rubles salary, he was not only obliged 
to support himself, Sonya, and his mother, but he was obliged to live 
in such a way that his mother would not suspect that they were poor. 
The countess could not conceive of any existence without those con- 
ditions of luxury to which she had been accustomed from childhood; 
and without any idea that it was hard for her son, she continually 
requested a carriage, though they had none, to send for a friend, or 
some rich delicacy for herself or wine for her son, or money to provide 
some gift or a surprise to Natasha, Sonya, or Nikolai himself. 

Sonya had charge of the domestic arrangements, waited on her aunt, 
read aloud to her, endured her whims and her secret ill will, and aided 
Nikolai in hiding from the old countess the condition of poverty to 
which they were reduced. 

Nikolai felt that he owed Sonya a heavier debt of gratitude than he 
could ever repay for all that she had done for his mother; he admired 
her patience and devotion, but he tried to avoid her. In the depths of 
his heart, he seemingly reproached her for her very perfection, and 
because there was nothing for which to reproach her. She had every 
quaJity that people prize; but still there was lacking the something 
which would have compelled him to love her. And he felt that the 
more he prized her, the less he loved her. He had taken her at her 
word when she wrote the letter releasing him from his promise, and 
now he treated her as if all that had taken place between them had 
been long, long forgotten and could never by any chance return. 

Nikolai's financial situation grew worse and worse. The idea of 
saving something from his salary became a dream with him. Instead 
of laying by anything, he was driven by his mother's constant demands 
on him to incur petty debts. There seemed to be no way out of his 
difficulties. 

The idea of making a wealthy marriage, such as had been proposed 
to him by his relatives, was repugnant to him. The only other escape 
from his situation, the death of his mother, never occurred to him. 
He had no wishes, and he had no hope, and in the deepest depths of 
his heart he experienced a stern and gloomy enjoyment in thus re- 
signedly enduring his situation. He tried to avoid his old acquaintances, 
their condolence and humiliating offers of assistance; he avoided every 
sort of amusement and dissipation, and did not even do anything at 
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home play cards with his mother, or pace in gloomy silence 

Up ana down the room, smoking pipe after pipe. 

• perished, as it were, this gloomy state, in which alone he felt 
himself capable of enduring his position. 


II 

£arly in the winter Princess Maria came to Moscow. From the current 
gossip of the town she learned of the position of the Rostofs, and how 

the son was sacrificing himself for his mother/’ for so it was said in 
the city. 

would have expected nothing else from him,” said Princess Maria 
to herself, feeling a joyful confirmation of her love for him. 

When she remembered her relations of friendship, almost of kinship, 
to the whole family, she felt it her duty to go to see them. Hut when 
she remembered her relationship to Nikolai at Voronezh, she dreaded 
to do so. At length, several weeks after her rciiirn to the city, she 
overcame her reluctance and forced herself to visit ihc Rostofs. 

Nikolai was the first to meet her, for the reason that the countess’ 
room could be reached only by passing through liis. When he first 
caught sight of her, instead of showing the joy the princess had expected 
to see, he assumed a cold, haughty, and unfriendly expression which 
the princess had never before seen on his face. Nikolai inquired after 
her health, conducted her to his mother, and, alter remaining five 
minutes, left the room. 

When the princess left the countess, Nikolai again met her, and 
with especial ceremony and reserve ushered her into the anteroom. 
He did not answer her remark about the countess’ health. “What have 
I to do with you? Leave me in peace,” his look seemed to say. 

“Now, what makes her come here? What docs she want? I can’t 
endure these fine ladies and all their inquisitive ways,” he said aloud 
in Sonya’s presence, evidently not able to restrain his annoyance after 
the princess’ carriage had rolled away. 

”OhI how can you say so, Nikolail” said Sonya, who could scarcely* 
restrain her joy. “She is so good, and mama loves her so.” 

Nikolai made no answer, and would have preferred not to say any- 
thing more about the princess. But from that time forth the old 
countess kept talking about her a dozen times a The countess 
praised her, insisted that her son return her call, expressed her anxiety 
to see her more frequently; but at the same time, whenever she spoke 
of her, she always grew moody. 

Nikolai tried' to hold his tongue when his mother spoke of the 
princess. His silence annoyed his mother. 

“She is a very good and lovely girl» she would say, and you must 
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go and call upon her. At all events, you will see somebody. It seems 
to me it must be tedious for you with us.” 

“I don’t care to see anybody, dear mamal” 

“A little while ago you wanted to see people, but now it’s ‘I don’t 
care to.' Truly, my dear boy, I don’t understand you. You have been 
finding it tedious, but now suddenly you don’t wish to see anyonel” 

“But I have not said it was tedious to me.” 

“Did you not just say that you did not want to see her? She is a very 
fine girl and you always liked her, but now you find some excuse or 
other. It's all a mystery to mel” 

“Why, not at all, dear mamal” 

“If I had asked you to do something disagreeable, but no, all I ask 
of you is to go and return this call I It would seem as if politeness de- 
manded it. ... I have asked you, and now I won’t interfere any more, 
since you have secrets from your mother.” 

“But I will go, if you wish it.” 

“It’s all the same to me. I wish it for your sake.” 

Nikolai sighed, and, gnawing his mustache, proceeded to lay out 
the cards, trying to divert his mother’s attention to something else. 

On the next day, on the third, and on the fourth, the same conver- 
sation was renewed. 

After her call upon the Rostofs and the unexpectedly cool reception 
which Nikolai had given her. Princess Maria confessed to herself that 
she had been right in not wishing to go to the Rostofs’ first. 

“I expected as much,” said she to herself, calling her pride to her 
assistance. “I have nothing to do with him, and I only wanted to see 
the old lady, who has always been good to me, and who is bound to 
me by so many ties.” But she could not calm her agitation by these 
arguments; a feeling akin to remorse tormented her when she remem- 
bered her visit. Although she had firmly resolved not to go to the 
Rostofs' again, and to forget all about it, she could not help feeling 
that she was in a false position. And when she asked herself what it 
was that tormented her, she had to confess that it was her relation 
to Rostof. 

His cool, formal tone did not really express his feelings, she knew 
this, and this tone only covered something. She felt that it was necessary 
for her to discover this something. And until she did, she felt that it 
was impossible for her to be at peace. 

Once in midwinter she was in the schoolroom, attending to her 
nephew’s lessons, when the servant came and announced that Rostof 
was in the drawing-room. With a firm determination not to betray 
her secret and not to manifest her confusion, she summoned Mile. 
Bourienne and went down with her into the drawing-room. 

At her first glance into Nikolai’s face she perceived that he had come 
merely to fulfil the duty of politeness, and she firmly vowed that she 
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would keep to the same tone in which he treated her. They talked 
about the countess health, about common acquaintances, and about 
the latest news of the war, and when the ten minutes demanded by 
etiquette had passed, at the end of which the caller can take his de- 
parture, Nikolai rose to say good-by. 

The princess, with Mile. Bourienne’s aid, had sustained the conver- 
sation very well; but at the very last moment, just as he rose to his 
feet, she had grown so weary of talking about things that did not 
interest her, and the thought that she alone had so little pleasure in 
life, came over her so powerfully that she fell into a fit of abstraction 
and sat motionless with her radiant eyes looking straight ahead and 
not perceiving that he had arisen. 

Nikolai glanced at her, and, feigning not to notice her abstraction, 
spoke a few words to Mile. Bourieiine, and again looked at the princess, 
Shj sat as before, motionless, with an expression of pain on her gentle 
face. 

Suddenly he felt a sense of compassion for her, and a dim conscious- 
ness that he himself might be the cause of the sorrow that was expressed 
in her face. He wanted to help her, to say something cheering to her; 
but he could not think what to say. 

‘‘Good-by, princess," said he. 

She came to herself, flushed, and drew a long sigh. 

‘‘Oh, I beg your pardon," said she, as if aroused from a dream. ‘‘Are 
you going already, count? Well, good-by. . . . Oh. but rhe pillow for 
the countess?" 

‘‘Wait, I will fetch it for you," said Mile. Bourienne, and left the 
room. 

Both were silent, though they occasionally looked at each other. 

‘‘Yes, princess," said Nikolai at last, with a melancholy smile. "It 
does not seem very long ago, but how much has happened since you 
and I met first at Bogucharovo. How unfortunate we all seemed then; 
but 1 would give a good deal for that time to return again . . . but 
what is past is past." 

The princess looked steadily into his face with her clear, radiant eyes 
while he was saying this. She seemed to be striving to discover in his * 
words some secret significance that might interpret his sentiments 
toward her. 

"Yes, yes," said she. “But you have nothing to regret in the past, 
count When I think what your life is now, I am sure you will always 
remember it with pleasure, because the self-sacrifice which at the 
present time you ..." 

"I cannot accept your words of praise,” said he, hastily interrupting 
her. "On the contrary, I am constantly reproaching myself; but this 
is not at all an interesting or amusing subject of conversation. 

And again his eyes assumed their expression of reserve and coldness. 
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But the princess had once more seen in him the man she had known 
and loved, and she was now talking only with that man. 

“I thought you would permit me to say this to you,’* said she. “You 
and I have been brought so near together . . . and your family . . . 
and I thought you would not consider my sympathy out of place; but 
I was mistaken," said she. Her voice suddenly trembled. “I do not 
know why," she continued, correcting yourself, "you were so different 
before, and ..." 

"There are a thousand reasons why"— he laid a special stress on the 
word why, "I thank you, princess," said he, gently. "Sometimes it is 
hard ...” 

"So that is the reason, then, that is the reason," said a voice in 
Princess Maria’s heart. "No, it was not alone his merry, kind, and open 
eyes, not alone his handsome exterior, for which I loved him: 1 sus- 
pected his nobility, firmness, and power of self-sacrifice," said she to 
herself. "Ves, now lie is poor, and 1 am rich. Yes, that, then, was the 
sole reason. . . . Yes, if it were not for that . 

And, as she remembered his former gentleness, and looked now into 
his kind and melancholy face, she suddenly realized the reason for his 
coolness. 

"Why is it, count, why is it?" she suddenly almost cried, and involun- 
tarily came closer to him. "Why is it? Tell me. You must tell me." 

He was silent. 

"I don’t know, count, what your why is," she went on to say, "but 
it is hard for me too, for me. I confess it to you. For some reason you 
wish to deprive me of your old friendship. And this pains me." 

The tears were in her eyes and in her voice. 

"I have so little happiness in life that every loss is hard for me to 
bear. Excuse me . . . good-by." 

She suddenly burst into tears, and started to leave the room. 

"PrincessI Waitl for God’s sakel" he cried, trying to detain her. 
"Princess!" 

She looked around. For several seconds they looked into each other's 
eyes, each in silence, and what had been distant and impossible sud- 
denly came near, possible and inevitable. 


Ill 

In the autumn of the year 1813, Nikolai was married to Princess 
Maria, and went with his wife, his mother, and Sonya to live at Lisiya 
Gori. 

In the course of four years, without selling any of his wife’s property, 
he settled the last of his debts, and, having inherited a small estate by 
the death of a cousin, he also paid back what he had borrowed from 
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Pierre. Three years later, by 1820. Nikolai had so managed his affairs 
that he had purchased a small estate adjoining Lisiya Gori, and was 
in negotiation for repurchasing Otradnoyc, which was one of his 
favorite dreams. 

Having been forced by necessity to manage his own estate, he quickly 
grew so passionately interested in farming that it came to be his favorite 
and almost e\cliisive ornipation. F/oni the verv first he studied the 
peasant, striving to comprehend what he wanted, and what he con- 
sidered good and bad. He only pretended to give orders and lay out 
work, while in reality he was learning of the peasants, their ways and 
their words and their judgment as to what was good or bad. 

And only when at last he learned to understand the tastes and aspira- 
tions of the peasants, learned to speak their speech and comprehend 
the secret significance of their sayings, when he felt himself one with 
them, only then did he dare boldly to direct them, that is, to fulfil 
toward them the duties that were demanded of him. And Nikolai's 
management brought about the most brilliant results. 

Princess Maria was jealous of her husband because of his love for 
the peasants, and regretted that she could not share in it; but she could 
not understand the joys and troubles which for him constituted this 
world, so foreign and apart from her own. She felt that he had a special 
world of his own, which he passionately loved and which was governed 
by laws she could not understand. 

When, sometimes, in her endeavors to understand him, she would 
speak to him of the service he was rendering in doing so much good 
to his dependents, he would lose his temper and reply: 

"Not in the least; it never entered my head, and I am not doing 
anything for their good. That is all poetry and old wives’ tales, all 
this talk about kindness to one’s neighbor. What I want is that our 
children should not become beggars; what I want is to get our projxrrty 
on a satisfactory basis while I am alive: that is all. And to do that, 
order is necessary, and so is discipline. ... I hat's all ihere is to it,” 
said he, clenching his sanguine fist. "And justice, of course,” he added. 
“Because if the peasant is naked and hungry, and has only one little 
horse, then he will work neither for himself nor lor me.” 

And, no doubt for the very reason that Nikolai would not think he 
was doing anything lor others as a benefactor, all he did was so 
abundantly successful that his property rapidly increased; neighboring 
serfs came to him and begged him to buy them, and, long after he was 
dead and gone, a devout memory of his r^'gime obtained among the 
peasantry. 

“He was a master. ... He looked after his peasants’ affairs first, 
and then his own. And he did not show too much indulgence, either. 

In one word, he was a master." . • • 

One thing sometimes troubled Nikolai in relation to his admmis- 
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tration of affairs, and this was his quick temper and a propen^ty, 
which was a relic of his old life as a hussar, to enforce his will by means 
of his hands. At first he saw nothing reprehensive in this; but in the 
second year of his married life his views in regard to this manner of 
inflicting punishment underwent a sudden change. 

Once during the summer the elder of Bogucharovo, the successor of 
Dron, who was now dead, was summoned over to Lisiya Gori charged 
with various rascalities and villainies. Nikolai met him on the porch, 
and at his first reply the sound of cries and blows rang through the 
vestibule. 

On going into the house for breakfast, Nikolai joined his wife, whom 
he found sitting with her head bent low over her embroidery frame, 
and began to tell her, as he always did, about all that had occupied 
him that morning, and, among other things, about the elder of 
Bogucharovo. 

Princess Maria, turning red, then pale, and compressing her lips, 
sat with her head still bent, and made no reply to her husband’s 
words. 

“Such an impertinent scoundrel I” he exclaimed, growing hot at the 
mere recollection. “If he had only told me that he was drunk ... I 
never saw . . . but what is the matter, Marie?” he suddenly asked. 

The princess raised her head and tried to say something, but again 
hastily dropped her head, and compressed her lips. 

“What is it? What is the matter, my darling?” 

Plain as Princess Maria was, she always grew pretty when tears were 
in her eyes. She never wept because of pain or annoyance, but always 
from sorrow and pity. And when she wept, her liquid eyes acquired 
an irresistible charm. 

The moment Nikolai took her by the hand, she could no longer 
restrain herself, but burst into tears. 

“Nikolai, I saw ... he is at fault, but, oh, Nikolai, why did you?” 
And she hid her face in her hands. 

Nikolai said nothing, turned crimson, and, moving away from her, 
began to pace up and down the room. He understood what made her 
weep; but at the same time he could not agree with her in his heart 
that what he had been used to regarding since childhood as a customary 
thing was wrong. 

“Is it her amiability and female whims, or is she right?” he asked 
himself. Unable to decide this question for himself, he once more 
looked into her pained, loving face, and suddenly realized that she 
was right, and that he had been wrong even in his own eyes for a 
long time. 

“Marie,” said he, gently, and he came to her, “This shall never 
happen again; I give you my word. Never!” he repeated, in a trembling 
voice like a little boy begging forgiveness. 
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The tears rolled faster than ever from the princess' eyes. She took 
her husband’s hand and kissed it. 

"Nicolai, when did you break your cameo?" she asked, for the pur- 
pose of changing the conversation, and examining his hand, on which 
he wore a ring with a head of I aocoon. 

"Today; it’s all the same story. Marie, don’t speak of it again.” He 
flushed once more. "I give you my word of honor that this won’t happen 
again. And let this always be a reminder to me," he added, pointing 
to the broken ring. 

From that time forth, when he had to enter into explanations with 
the elder, and the hot blood flew into his face, and he began to clench 
his fists, Nikolai would turn the broken ring round on his finger and 
drop his eyes before the man who was angering him. However, once 
or twice a year he would forget himself, and then, when he came into 
his wife's presence, he would confess, and again give his promise that 
it would be the last time. 

“Marie, you probably despise me," he would say to her. “I deserve it." 

“You should walk away, walk away as fast you can, if you find that 
you have not the strength of mind to restrain yourself," said Princess 
Maria in a tender voice, trying to console her husband. 

Nikolai was respected but not liked among the gentry of the province. 
He did not care about the interests of the nobility, and because of 
this some considered him proud, others stupid. 

During the summer he spent all his time in the management of his 
farms, from the time that the seed was put in until the crops were 
garnered. During the autumn, he gave himself up to hunting with the 
same practical seriousness he showed in the care of his estates, and, 
for a month or even two, would leave on his hunting expeditions. In 
the winter he rode oflF to visit his other villages, and occupied himself 
with reading. His reading consisted, chiefly, of historical works, for 
the purchase of which he spent a certain amount each year. He was 
collecting, as he said, a “serious library," and he made it a rule lo read 
through every book he bought. With a grave face, he would shut him- 
self up in his library for this reading, which, at first, he imposed on 
himself as a duty; but in time it came to be his ordinary occupation,, 
furnishing him with a certain kind of satisfaction, and the consciousness 
that he was occupied with a serious task. 

Except for the time he spent out of doors, in the pursuit of his 
affairs, during the winter he was mostly in the house, entering into 
the domestic life of the family and taking an interest in the everyday 
relations between the mother and children. He grew closer and closer 
to his wife, each day discovering in her new spiritual treasures. 

Sonya, since the time of Nikolai's marriage, had lived in his house. 
Some time before his marriage, Nikolai, laying all blame on himself, 
and praising Sonya, had told Princess Maria what had occurred between 
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him and Sonya. He had begged Princess Maria to be kind and good 
to his cousin. Maria fully realized her husband's fault. She also felt 
that she was to blame toward Sonya; she understood that her own 
attitude had influenced Nikolai’s choice, and she could not see that 
Sonya was in any way at fault, and she wanted to love her; but not 
only did she not love her, but she often found bitter feelings against 
Sonya arising in her soul, and she could not overcome them. 

One time she was talking with her friend Natasha about Sonya and 
about her own injustice toward the girl. 

“Do you know,” said Natasha, “you have read the New Testament 
a great deal; there is one place that refers directly to Sonya.” 

“What is that?” asked Princess Maria, in amazement. 

“ Tor unto everyone that hath shall be given, but from him that 
liath not shall be taken away even that which he hath.’ Do you re- 
member? She is the one that hath not. Why, I do not know; possibly she 
has no selfishness in her. I don’t know, but things are taken away from 
her, everything has been taken away from her. I am terribly sorry for her 
sometimes; I used to be terribly anxious for Nicolai to marry her, but I 
always had a sort of presentiment that it would never be. She is a sterile 
flower; you have seen them in the strawberry patch, haven’t you? Some- 
times I am sorry for her, but then again I think that she doesn’t feel 
what happens to her as we do.” 

And although Princess Maria explained to Natasha that these words 
from the Gospel must have a different meaning, still, as she looked at 
Sonya, she agioed with Natasha’s explanation of them. It really seemed 
to her that Sonya was not troubled by her uncomfortable position, and 
was quite reconciled to being a “sterile flower.” 

It seemed that she did noi so much care for any special individual 
as for the family as a whole. Like a cat, she attached herself not to the 
people so much as to the house itself. She took care of the old countess, 
she pelted and spoiled the children, she was always ready to render 
such little services as she could; but all this was accepted unwittingly, 
without any special sense of gratitude. 

The establishment at Lisiya Gori had now been restored to good 
order, but not on the same footing as during the late prince’s lifetime. 
The new buildings, begun during the hard times, were more than 
simple. The enormous manor house, erected on the original stone 
foundations, was of wood, merely plastered on the inside. This great, 
spacious mansion, with its unpainted deal floors, was furnished with 
the simplest and coarsest couches and easy-chairs, tables and chairs 
made from their own lumber by their own carpenter. Tlie house was 
capacious, with rooms for the domestics and special suites for guests. 

The relatives of the Rostofs and Bolkonskys often came to visit at 
Lisiya Gori, with their families, dozens of servants, and almost a score 
of horses, and would spend months there. Moreover, three or four 

718 



times a year, on the saint Vday or birthday festivals of the host and 
hostess, a hundred guests would be present at once for several days. 

The rest of the year life moved in its regular channels with the usual 
occupations— teas, breakfasts, dinners, suppers, supplied from the re- 
sources of the estate. 


IV 


It was the eve of St. Nicholas Day— the seventeenth of December, 1820. 

That year Natasha with her children and husband had come early 
in the autumn to visit her brother. Pierre was in Petersburg, where he 
had gone on private business for three or four weeks, as he said, but 
where he had already spent seven. They were expecting him at any 
moment. The Rostofs had as a guest, besides the Bezukhof family, 
Nikolai’s old friend. General Vasili Denisol, who was now on the re- 
tired list. 

Nikolai knew that on the eighteenth, the day of the festivity ior 
which the guests had assembled, he would have to discard his Tartar 
blouse, put on his dress coat and tight, pointed shoes, and go to the 
new church he had just built, and then receive congratulations and 
offer lunch, and talk about the elections and the crops; but he felt 
that on the eve of his saint’s-day he had the right to spend his time in 
the usual way. 

Just before dinner Nikolai had been verifying the accounts of the 
bailiff from the Riazan estate of his wife’s nephew, had written two 
business letters, and had made the round of the granaries, the rattle 
yard, and his stables. Having taken precautions against the general 
drunkenness which was to be expected on the morrow because of its 
being an important festival, he came in to dinner, and without having 
had a chance for a few moments of private conversation with his wife, 
he took his seat at the long table set with twenty covers for his whole 


household. , . . 

At the table were his mother; old Madame Byelov, an inseparable 

companion of the countess: his wife, his three children, their goyerncss,* 
theif tutor, his nephew with his tutor, Sonya, Denisof, Natasha, her 
three children, their governess, and little old Mikhail Ivanitch, the old 
prince’s architect, who lived at Lisiya Gori on a pension. 

Princess Maria sat at the other end of the table-. As soon as her 
husband took his place she knew, by the gesture with which he took 
his napkin and quickly pushed away the tumbler and wineglass that 
were set before him, that he was in a bad humor, as was 
the case with him especially before soup, and when he came directly 


from his work to dinner. 

Princess Maria was thoroughly familiar 


with his mood, and, when 
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she herself was in her usual good spirits, she would calmly wait until 
he had finished his soup, and not till then would she begin to talk with 
him and make him acknowledge that his ill temper was groundless. 
But on this particular day she had quite forgot her previous experience; 
it hurt her to feel that he was angry with her without cause, and she 
felt that she was innocent. 

She asked him where he had been. He told her. 

Then again she asked him if he found everything in good order. He 
scowled disagreeably at her unnatural tone, and answered hastily. 

“So I was not mistaken,” thought Princess Maria. “Now, why is he 
vexed with me?” 

By the tone in which he answered her she detected what she thought 
was ill will toward herself and a wish to cut short the conversation. 
She realized that her own words had been constrained, but she could 
not refrain from asking several other questions. 

The conversation during dinner, thanks to Denisof, quickly became 
general and animated, and Princess Maria had no chance to say any- 
thing to her husband. When they left the table and went to thank the 
old countess. Princess Maria, offering her hand, kissed her husband 
and asked him why he was vexed with her. 

“You always have such strange ideasi ... I had no thought of being 
vexed with you,” said he. But this word “always” said with sufficient 
clearness to Princess Maria: “Yes, I am angry, and I won’t tell you.” 

Nikolai lived so harmoniously with his wife that even Sonya and the 
old countess, who out of jealousy might have been happy to see some 
discord between them, could not find any excuse for reproach; but still 
they had their moments of hostility. Sometimes, especially after their 
happiest times, they were suddenly assailed by the feeling of repulsion 
and animosity; this feeling was particularly liable to occur when 
Princess Maria was pregnant. She was now in this condition. 

“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” said Nikolai, in a loud and apparently 
gay tone— it seemed to Princess Maria that it was on purpose to hurt 
her feelings— “I have been on my feet ever since six o’clock. Tomorrow 
I have to endure a good deal, and now I’m going to rest.” And, without 
iiaying anything more to Princess Maria, he went into the little sitting 
room and lay down on the divan. 

“That’s the way it always is,” thought Princess Maria. “He talks with 
all the rest, but not with me. I see, I see that I am repulsive to him, 
especially when I am in this condition.” 

She looked at her changed figure and caught sight in the mirror of 
her yellowish-pale, thin face, with her large eyes more prominent than 
ever. And everything seemed disagreeable to her— Denisof’s shouts and 
laughter, and Natasha’s talk, and especially the look that Sonya hastily 
threw after her. Sonya was always the first pretext Princess Maria found 
to excuse her irritation. 
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After situng down for a while with her guests, and not comprehend- 

^ r°i j softly got up and went to the nursery. 

The chil^en were on chairs, “going to Moscow,” and they begged her 
to join them. She sat down and played with them, but the thought ol her 
husband and his causeless vexation continued to torment her. She got 
up and went fo the little sitting room, painfully trying to walk on her 
tiptoes. 

“Perhaps he is not asleep; I will have a talk with him,” said she to 
herself. 

Andryusha, her oldest boy, imitating her, followed her on his tiptoes. 
Princess Maria did not notice him. 

Marie dear, I think he is asleep; he is so tired,” said Sonya, from the 
large sitting room; it seemed to Princess Maria as if she met her every- 
where! “Andryusha might wake him.” 

Princess Maria looked around, saw Andryusha at her heels, and felt 
that Sonya was right; this very thing made her angry, and it was evi- 
dently with difficulty that she restrained herself from a sharp retort. 
She said nothing, and, affecting not to have heard her, she made a 
gesture with her hand to Andryusha not to make a noise but to follow 
her, and went to the door. Sonya passed through another door. 

From the room where Nikolai was sleeping could be heard his meas- 
ured breathing, so well known to his wife, even to its slightest shadow 
of change. As she listened to his breathing she could see before her his 
smooth, handsome brow, his mustache, his whole face, at which so often 
she had gazed in the silence of the night, while he was asleep. 

Nikolai suddenly started and yawned. And at that same instant 
Andryusha cried from the door: 

“Papa, mama dear is therel” 

Princess Maria grew pale with fright, and started to make signs to 
her son. He became still, and lor an instant the silence, so terrible to 
Princess Maria, continued. She knew how Nikolai disliked being 
awakened. 

Suddenly in the room were heard fresh yawns, rustling, and Nikolai’s 
voice said in a tone of annoyance: 

“Can’t I have a moment’s resti Marie, is it you? What made you- 
bring him here?" 

“I only came to see if ... I did not see him . . . forgive me ... ” 

Nikolai coughed, and said nothing more. Princess Maria went away 
from the door, and led her son to the nursery. ^ 

Five minutes later, the little, dark-eyed, three-year-old Natasha, her 
father’s favorite, hearing her brother say that her papa was asleep and 
her mama was in the sitting room, ran to her father unobserved by her 
mother. The dark-eyed little girl boldly pushed open the creaking door, 
ran on her energetic little stumpy legs up to the divan, and, after atten- 
tively looking at her father, who was lying with his back turned toward 
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her, raised herself on her tiptoes and kissed his hand, on which his head 
was resting. Nikolai, with a fond smile, turned over. 

*‘Natashal Natasha 1** Princess Maria was heard saying in a terrified 
whisper outside the door, “papa wants to get a nap.“ 

“No, mamal He doesn't want a nap,” replied the little Natasha, in a 
tone of settled conviction. “He's laughing." • 

Nikolai put down his feet, sat up, and took his daughter in his arms. 
“Come in, Marie dear," said he to his wife. 

Princess Maria went in and sat down near her husbr id 

“I didn't see him tagging behind me," said she, timiaiy. “That's the 
way with me." 

Nikolai, holding his daughter in one arm, looked at his wife, and, 
perceiving the apologetic expression in her face, he put his other arm 
around her and kissed her on the hair. 

“May I kiss mama?" he asked Natasha. Natasha smiled shyly. 

“Againl" said she, with an imperative gesture designating the spot 
where Nikolai had kissed his wife. 

“I don’t know why you sliould think I am out of sorts," said Nikolai, 
answering the question he knew was in his wife’s heart. 

“You can't imagine how unhappy, how lonely, I feel when you are 
sol It seems to me all the time ..." 

“Marie, stopl What nonsensel Aren't you ashamed of yourself?" he 
asked gaily. 

“It seems to me that you cannot love me, that I am so plain . . . always 
. . . but now ... in this con—" 

“How absurd you arel Beauty does not make sweetness, but sweetness 
makes bcautyl It is only such women as the Malvinas who are loved for 
their beauty. Do I love my wife? I don't love her in that way . . . but 
I can’t explain it. Without you ... or even when we are at odds as we 
were just now, I feel (]uiie lost and don't know what to do. Now, look, 
do I love my little finger? I don't love it, but . . . just try it . . . cut it 
off ... " 

“No, I'm not like that, but I understand you. And so you are not 
vexed with me?” 

. “Oh, yes, I am . . . horribly vexed," said he, smiling; then, getting up 
and smoothing his hair, he began to pace up and down the room. “You 
know what I was thinking about,” he began, now that peace had been 
made, immediately beginning to think aloud in his wife's hearing. 
He did not ask if she was ready to listen to him; it was all the same to 
him. If he had any thoughts, she must have the same. And he told her 
his intention of inviting Pierre to remain with them till spring. 

Princess Maria listened to him, made some observation, and began 
in her turn to think her thoughts aloud. Her thoughts were about her 
children. 

“How the woman can be seen in her already!" she said in French, 
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alluding to the little Natasha. “You accuse us women of being illogical. 
Well, she IS our logic personified. I say, ‘Papa wants to get a nap,’ but 
she says. No, he is laughing.’ And she is right,’’ said Princess Maria, 
With a happy smile. 

Yes, yes —and, taking his daughter by his strong hands, he lifted 
her up in the air, set her on his shoulder, holding her by the feet, and 
began to walk up and down the room with her. The faces of father and 
daughter alike expressed the most absurd hapiiiness. 

But you know you are apt to be partial. You love this one more 
than the others," whispered Princess Maria in French. 

"But how can I help it? ... I try not to show it " 

At this instant sounds of slamming doors and steps were heard in the 
vestibule and anteroom, as if there was an arrival. 

"Someone has come." 

"I think it must be Pierre. Til go and find out," said Princess Maria, 
and she left the room. During her absence Nikolai gave his little 
daughter a gallop around the room. 

All out of breath, he quickly set down the laughing child and pressed 
her to his heart. His gambols reminded him of dancing, and, as he ga/ed 
into the child’s round, radiant lace, he thought of the future, when he 
would be an old gentleman and lead her out and dance the mazurka 
with her, as his own father had once danced "Daniel Cooper" with his 
daughter. 

"Yes, it is he, it is he, Nikolai," said Princess Maria, returning to the 
room after a few minutes. “Now our Natasha has got back her spiriLs. 
You ought to see how haj^py she is! And how he caught it for having 
been away so long! But come (|uick, let’s go and see him, come! Do let 
him go," said she, looking with a smile at her daughter, who clung to 
her father. 

Nikolai started off, holding the little girl by the hand. Princess Maria 
remained in the sitting room. 

"Never, never, would I believe that I could be so haj^py," she whis- 
j>ered to herself. Her face was radiant with a smile; hut at the same 
time she sighed, and a gentle sadness showed itself in her deep eyes. It 
was as if over and above that happiness whicli she now experienred 
there was another kind of happiness, unattainable in this life, and she 
at that moment involuntarily remembered it. 


V 

Natasha had been married in the early spring of iSi.'}, and in 1820 she 
had already three daughters and one son— the child she had wanted, and 

whom she was now nursing. j./e i 

She had grown plump and broad, so that it would have been difficult 
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to recognize in the strong matron the slender, vivacious Natasha ot 
yore. The features of her face had grown more marked, and bore an 
expression of sedate gentleness and serenity. Her face had lost all of 
that ever-flashing light of animation which had formerly constituted 
her chief charm. Often now you would see only her face and her bodily 
presence and nothing of the animated soul. All you could see was a 
healthy, handsome, fruitful female. 

Very rarely now did the old fire sparkle. This happened at times 
when, as now, her husband returned from a journey, or when a sick 
child was convalescing, or when she and Princess Maria talked over 
old memories of Prince Andrei (she never talked about him with her 
husband, imagining that he might be jealous of such memories), and 
at the very rare times when something happened to make her sing, 
though, since her marriage, she had entirely abandoned this accom- 
plishment. And at these rare moments when the old fire flashed, with 
the beauty of her mature development she was even more fascinating 
than before. 

Since the time of her marriage, Natasha and Pierre had lived in 
Moscow, in Petersburg, and on their estate near Moscow, and with her 
mother, or rather with Nikolai. The young Countess Bezukhof was 
seen little in fashionable society, and those who met her were not at- 
tracted by her. She was neither amiable nor anxious to please. It was 
not that Natasha liked solitude— she did not know whether she liked 
it or not, it even seemed to her that she did not— but while engaged 
in the bearing and nursing and rearing of children, and sharing each 
moment of her husband’s life, she could not satisfy these demands 
otherwise than by denying herself society. 

All who had known Natasha before her marriage were amazed at the 
change that had taken place in her, as if it were something extraordi- 
nary. Only the old countess knew, from maternal insight, that all 
Natasha’s impulses of enthusiasm had had their origin merely in the 
need of having a family, of having a husband, as she had cried more in 
earnest tlian in jest that winter at Otradnoye. The mother was amazed 
at the amazement of people who did not understand Natasha, and she 
insisted that she had always known that Natasha would be a model 
wife and mother. 

“Only she carries her love for her husband and children to extremes,” 
the countess would say, “so that it even seems stupid in her.” 

Natasha did not follow that golden rule preached by clever men, 
especially the French, to the effect that when a young lady marries she 
must not neglect, must not abandon, her talents, must cultivate her 
personal adornment even more zealously than when she was a girl, must 
charm her husband as much after as she did before marriage. 

Natasha, on the contrary, all at once abandoned all her accomplish- 
ments, even the one that was most of an accomplishment— her singing. 
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She abandoned it for the very reason that it was an accomplishment. 
Natasha took no pains either with her deportment or with the elegance 
of her language, nor did she try to give herself graces before her hus- 
band, or think about her clothes, or dream of not imposing irksome 
exactions on her husband. 

She felt that those witcheries which instinct had taught her to employ 
before would now be absurd in the eyes of her husband, to whom she 
had surrendered entirely from the first minute— that is, with her whole 
soul, not leaving one single corner secret from him. 

To shake her curls, to put on billowing dresses, to sing romances in 
order to attract her husband to her, would have seemed to her as 
ridiculous as to adorn herself for the purpose of giving herself pleasure^ 
To adorn herself to please others, possibly, might have been pleasing to 
her— she did not know— but she never did such a thing. The chief reason 
that she did not indulge in singing or the witcheries of the toilet, or in 
using elegant language, was that she had absolutely no time to indulge 
herself in these things. 

It is a well-known fact that a man has the capacity of completely 
immersing himself in any occupation, no niata r how insignificant that 
occupation may be. And it is a well-known fact that any such occupa- 
tion, however insignificant, through the attention contentrated on it, 
may expand into infinite proportions. The occujxition in which Natasha 
was absolutely absorbed was her family, that is to say, her husband, 
whom she had to hold so that he would cling to Ikt and to his home: 
and her children, who had to be born, nursed, and reared and educated. 

Natasha was so neglectful of herself that hei dresses, her mode of 
doing her hair, her carelessly spoken words, her jealousy— she was 
jealous of Sonya, of the governess, of every woman, whether pretty or 
plain— were a common subject of amusement lor the whole family. The 
general impression was that Pierre was “under his wile’s shoe,” as the 
saying goes, and this was really so. 

During the very first days of her married life, Natasha announced 
her demands. Pierre was greatly amazed at this idea ol his wife s, which 
was so absolutely new to him; she insisted that every minute of his life 
belonged to her and his children. Pierre, though amazed at his wife^ 
demand, was flattered by it and submitted to it. 

Pierre's submission lay in his acceptance of the implied prohibition 
not merely of paying attentions to other women, but even of talking and 
laughing with them, of going to the club to dinner or for the purpose 
of merely passing away the time, of spending his money on whims, or 
taking long journeys except on business— and in this category his wife 
included his interest in scientific pursuits, to which she attributed great 
importance, though she had no understanding of such things. 

In return for this, Pierre had a perfect right to dispose of himself and 
his whole family as he might please— Natasha, in her own home, placed 
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herself on the footing of a slave toward her husband, and the whole 
house went on tiptoes when he was busy reading or writing in his library. 
Pierre had only to manifest preference and his wish would be instantly 
fulfilled. 

The whole house was conducted according to Pierre’s wishes, which 
Natasha tried to anticipate. The style, the place of living, their ac- 
quaintances, their intercourse with society, Natasha’s occupations, the 
education of their children— not only was everything done in accordance 
with Pierre’s expressed will, but Natasha strove to elicit hints of his 
ideas when he was talking. And when she actually discovered what 
constituted the essence of Pierre’s desires, and she had aone this, she 
^rmly clung to what she had once adopted. When Pierre himself showed 
sig^s of changing his mind, she would turn his own weapons against him. 

Thus, during the trying time, which Pierre never lorgot, after the 
birth of their first child, which was ailing, and they were obliged three 
times to change wet nurses, and Natasha fell ill from anxiety, Pierre 
one time told her of the ideas of Rousseau, with whom he was always 
in perfect accord, as to the unnaturalness and harmfulness of wet nurses. 

When the next child was born, in spite of the opposition of her 
mother, the doctors, and her husband himself, who revolted against 
her nursing the child as at that time something unheard-of and harmful, 
Natasha insisted on doing so, and from that time forth she always 
nursed all her children. 

Very often, in moments of irritation, it would happen that husband 
and wife would argue; but long after the quarrel was forgotten, Pierre 
would discover, to his joy and amazement, not only in what his wife 
said but in what she did, his own ideas. And not only would he find 
his own idea, but he would find it purified of everything superfluous. 

After seven years of married life, Pierre felt a joyous, settled con- 
sciousness that he was not a bad man, and this consciousness arose 
from the fact that he saw himself reflected in his wife. In himself he 
felt that all that was good and bad was mixed together and confused. 
But in his wife only that which was truly good found expression; all 
that was not absolutely good was discarded in her. And this reflection 
was not the result of a logical process of thought, but came from some 
other mysterious inner source. 


VI 

Pierre, two months before, while he was still visiting the Rostofs, re- 
ceived a letter urging him to come to Petersburg to help decide some 
weighty questions that were agitating the members of a society of which 
Pierre was one of the most influential members. 

On reading this letter— for she always read her husband’s letters— hard 
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as it was for her to bear her husband’s absence, Natasha herself was the 
first to urge him to go to Petersburg. She was constantly afraid of being 
a hindrance to her husband’s intellectual, abstract interests. In reply to 
Pierre’s timid, questioning look, on reading this letter, she begged him 
to go, but to make the time of the return as definite as possii)le. And 
leave of absence of a month was given him. When this leave of absence 
had expired, a fortnight before, Natasha found herself in a state of 
constant alarm, depression, and irritation. 

Denisof, now a general on the retired list, and greatly dissatisfied 
with the actual state of affairs, had been visiting at the Rostofs’ for the 
past two weeks, and looked upon Natasha in surprise and griel, as on 
a bad portrait of some once-loved face. Dejected, melancholy glances, 
haphazard replies, and perpetual talk about the children were all thai 
was left of his former enchantress. 

Natasha was depressed and irritable all the time, especially when her 
mother, her brother, Sonya or Maria tried to excuse Pierre and find 


reasons for his delay. 

“All nonsense, trivial nonsense,” Natasha would say; “all these deep 
thoughts of his, which lead nowhere, and all these foolish societies,” 
she would say, referring to those very matters she a( tually considered 
of immense importance. And off she would go to the nursery to nurse 
her only son, the little Petya. 

No one could tell how consoling, how reasonable, this little creature 
of only three months was when he lay at her brcasl, and she tell the 
motion of his mouth and the snuffling of his little nose, rhis being said 
to her: “You are jealous, you are angry, you are afraid; but you would 
like to hurt him; but ... I am hcl Oh, yes, 1 am hel 

And there was no answer to be made. It was more than the truthl 
Natasha, during those two weeks of anxiety, went so many times to 
her baby for consolation, she made such a to-do over Jiim, that she 
overfed him and he fell ill. She was honor-stricken at his il ness, and at 
the same time it was the very thing she needed. In taring for him, she 


more easily endured her husband s absence. . , * ’ i 

She was nursing him wlun the (omiiu.iion caused by ^ 
was heird; and the nurse, who knew how much i. wou d dehght her 
mistress, came running in noiselessly but sw.lily wnh " ^ 

"Has he come?” asked Natasha, in a hurried whisper, alraid to move 


lest she wake the sleeping infant. 

“He’s come my dear!” whispered the nurse. 

The blood ;ushcd into Natasha’s face, and her lec-t -aJ-n mwrlun- 
tary movement, but it was impossible to jump up 
again opened his eyes and looked at her. Are you herc-r he seemed to 
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door she paused, as if her conscience reproached her for having, in her 
joy, too hastily given up the child, and she looked round. The nurse, 
with her elbows in the air, was just putting the baby safely into its 
cradle. 

“Yes, go right along, go right along, dearie, have no fears, go right 
along," whispered the nurse, smiling with the familiarity that always 
exists between nurse and mistress. 

And Natasha with light steps ran to the anteroom. 

Denisof, with his pipe, coming from the library into the hall, now 
for the first time recognized the Natasha of yore. A bright, shining light 
of joy irradiated her transfigured face. 

“He*s come!" she called to him, as she flew along, and Denisof felt 
that he also was delighted by Pierre's arrival, though he had never had 
any great love for him. 

As Natasha came running into the anteroom, she caught sight of the 
tall form in a big fur coat, untying his scarf. 

“Here he is! Here he is! Truly, he is here!" she said to her own heart, 
and flying up to him, she threw her arms around him, pressed him to 
herself with her head on his breast, and then, pushing him away, she 
gazed into Pierre’s snow-powdered, ruddy, happy face. “Yes, here he is! 
Happy and satisfied!" 

And suddenly she recalled all the torments of disappointed expecta- 
tion that she had endured during the last two weeks; the radiance of 
joy beaming from her face was suddenly clouded; she frowned, and a 
stream of reproaches and bitter words was poured out upon Pierre. 

“Yes, it’s very fine for you; you are very glad, very happy! . . . But how 
is it with me? You’ve had a great longing for your children! I nurse 
them, and the milk was spoiled because of you. . . . Petya almost died. 
And you are very gay . . . yes, you are very gay." 

Pierre knew it was not his fault, because it was impossible for him 
to return sooner; he knew that this explosion of hers was unbecoming, 
and he knew that within two minutes it would be all over; he knew, 
most of all, that he himself felt gay and happy. He would have preferred 
to smile, but he had no time to think about it. He put on a scared, 
timid face, and stooped down to her. 

“By all the powers, I could not help it . . . but how is Petya?" 

“He is all right now! Let’s go to him. But aren’t you ashamed? Didn’t 
you know how I missed you, how 1 was tormented without you?" 

“Are you well?" 

“Come, let’s go, come," said she, not letting go of his hand. And they 
went to their rooms. 

When Nikolai and his wife came to inquire after Pierre, he was in 
the nursery, and on the huge palm of his right hand was holding his 
babe, now awake, and was playing with him. A jolly smile hovered 
over the infant’s broad face with its toothless mouth. The storm had 
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long since passed over, and the bright sun of joy shone in Natasha's 
eyes as she gazed tenderly at her husband and son. 

“And so you talked everything over satisfactorily with Prince Feodor/' 
Natasha was saying. 

“Yes, admirably." 

“Do you see, he's holding it upl" Natasha meant the baby's head. 
“Well, how he startled mel" 

“And did you see the princess? Is it true that she’s in love with 
that ..." 

“Yes, you can imagine ..." 

At that instant, Nikolai and Maria came in. Pierre, not putting down 
his little son, stooped down and kissed them, and replied to their 
questions. But evidently, notwithstanding the many interesting things 
that they had to talk over, still the baby in its cap, with its vain efforts 
to hold up its head, absorbed all Pierre's attention. 

“How sweetl” exclaimed Princess Maria, looking at the child and 
beginning to play with it. ‘‘There’s one thing I can’t understand, 
Nikolai," said she, turning to her husband, “and that is why you can t 
appreciate the charm of these marvelous little creatures." 

“I don't and I can’t," said Nikolai, looking at the baby with indif- 
ferent eyes. “A lump of flesh. Come, Pierre." 

“He really is a most affectionate father," said Princess Maria, apolo- 
eizing for her husband. “Only at that age. before they are a year old . . . ” 

"Ah, but Pierre makes a splendid nurse,” said Natasha. "He says that 
his hand was made on purpose for a baby’s back. Just looki” 

"Well, not for that alone,” said Pierre, suddenly, with a laugh, and. 
seizing the baby, he handed him over to the nurse. 


VII 

At the Lisiya Gori home, as in every genuine family, 

gether several absolutely distinct microcosms, which, while each p e 

ferved its own individuality, united into one harmonious whole 

Sr/event that happened to the household was alike glad o sad- 
alS all the, a ..icroco.m.: b„. oath one had m 

per»nal independent rean>n, for joy o, sorrow “ j 

itS‘«;J StTmentbers^of the household in 

The servants fwho are always the most reliable judges 
because they judge not by words and they 

actions and the manner of life) were g . ^ tour 

knew that, when he was there, the and still more 

of the estate every day, and would be 
because all would receive rich presents on the Y • 
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The children and governesses were delighted at Pierre's return, be- 
cause there was no one like Pierre to keep up the general life of any 
occasion. He alone was able to play on the harpsichord that "Ecossaise” 
—his one piecel— to which they could dance, as he said, all possible 
dances, and then besides he would probably make them, too, holiday 
presents. 

Nikolusha, who was now a thin, delicate, intellectual lad of fifteen, 
with curling flaxen hair and handsome eyes, was glad, because “Uncle 
Pierre," as he called him, was the object of his admiration and pas- 
sionate love. No one had tried to instill in the lad a special love for 
Pierre, and he had seen him only a few times. His aunt and guardian. 
Princess Maria, exerted all her energies to make Nikolusha love her 
husband as she loved him; and Nikolusha did love his uncle, but his 
love had an almost perceptible tinge of scorn in it. He worshiped Pierre. 
He had no desire to be a hussar or a knight of St. George; he preferred 
to be a learned, good and intellectual man like Pierre. In Pierre's 
presence, his face always wore a look of radiant delight, and he flushed 
and choked when Pierre addressed him. 

The guests were glad, because Pierre was always a man full of life, 
and a bond of union in any sort of society. 

The adult members of the household, to say nothing of his wife, 
were glad of a friend who made life easier and smoother. 

The old women were glad, because of the presents he brought, and 
principally because his coming gave Natasha new life. 

Pierre felt the effect on himself of these varying views of the varying 
microcosms, and hastened to give to each what each expected. 

Pierre, the most abstracted, the most forgetlul, of men, now made a 
list with his wife's advice, and, without forgetting a single item, executed 
the commissions of her mother and brother, buying such things as the 
dress for Madame Byelova and toys for his nephews. 

When he was first married, this request of his wife— that he should 
do all her errands and not forget a single thing he had undertaken to 
buy— seemed very strange to him; and he was greatly surprised at her 
grave displeasure when, on his first journey from home, he forgot abso- 
lutely everything. But afterwards he became used to running errands. 
Knowing that Natasha never ordered anything for herself, and ordered 
for the others only when he himself suggested if, he now took a boyish 
enjoyment, quite unexpected to himself, in these purchases of gifts for 
the whole household, and he never forgot anything any more. If he 
deserved reproaches from Natasha, it was solely because he bought need- 
less and overexpensive gifts. In addition to her slackness and negligence 
—faults, as thev seemed to the majority: qualities, as they seemed in 
Pierre's eyes— Natasha had also that of excessive frugality. 

From the time Pierre began to live on a grand scale— for his new 
family was expensive to keep— he noticed, much to his surprise, that 



nevertheless he was spending only half as much as before, and that his 
a£Eairs, which had been in great confusion of late, especially by reason 
of his first wife's debts, were beginning to improve. It was chea]>er to 
live because his life was tied down. The most expensive luxury consists 
in a style of life that can at any minute be changed; Pierre no longer 
indulged in this extravagance, and no longer had any wish to do so. He 
felt that his style of life was settled now until death, that to change it 
was not in his power, and this style of life proved to be cheap, 

Pierre, with a jolly, smiling face, unwrapped his purchases. 

“How much do you suppose?” he asked, like a shoj)keeper, as he 
unwrapped a roll of cloth. 

Natasha was sitting opposite him holding her oldest daughter on 
her lap, and swiftly turned her shining eyes from her husband to what 
he was exhibiting. 

“Is that for Byelova? Splcndidl” She examined the quality of the 
material. “That cost about a ruble, didn’t it?” 

Pierre told her the price. 

“Too much," said Natasha. “Well, how glad the children and mama 

^ill be Only there was no sense in getting that for me,” she added, 

unable to restrain a smile, as she looked at a gold comb set with pearls, 
which were just then becoming fashionable. 

“Adele tried to dissuade me; I didn’t know whether to buy it or noL” 

“When would I wear it?” Natasha took it and put it in her braid. 
“It will do when little Masha is a debutante; perhaps they’ll be wearing 


them again. Come, let’s go in.” , , . i i 

All the adult members of the family gathered for tea at tlic round 
table, over which Sonya presided. The children, the tutors and the 
governesses had already finished drinking tlieir tea, and their voltes 

were heard in the adjoining silting room. 

When the elders were at tea, each had ins accustonied place to sit. 
Nikolai near the stove, at the small table, where they ^ 

glass The old bor/.oi Milka lay on tlie chair near hi tn, with her com- 
pletely gray face, from which occasionally bulged lorili a pir of great 
b ^ck eyes Denisof. with his curly hair, his mustaches and side whiske 
fast turning gray, sat next to Princess Maria, with his genera s coat 
Lb„.toned. m re sa. bc™c=„ hi. wii. ..«! .he o d He 

„ha. he hheWn-^ 

ri:" “r »ho h^ d .h« "e 

old coun.^’ "I"*;: S ~ee. .he n.o.. par., 

rSeThriXLe, ..he '-e-U — | 
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countess the only important and actual world. 
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Natasha knew by Pierre's excitement that his journey had been in- 
teresting, that he had much he wanted to talk about but dared not 
mention in the old countess* presence. 

Denisof, who had not been a member of the family long enough to 
understand the cause of Pierre’s reserve, and, moreover, as a “malcon- 
tent" was greatly interested in what was going on in Petersburg, kept 
urging Pierre to tell about the trouble in the Semyonovsky regiment, 
which had just then broken out, and about Arakcheyef, and about the 
Bible Society. Pierre was occasionally drawn away and would begin to 
tell about these things, but Nikolai and Natasha would always bring 
him back to the health of Prince Ivan or Countess Marya Antonovna. 

“Now tell me, what is all this nonsense about Hosner and Tararinof?" 
asked Denisof. “Is it going to last always?" 

“Last always?" shouted Pierre. “It's worse than ever. The Bible 
Society is in full control of the government." 

“What is that, my dear friend?" asked the countess, who had finished 
drinking her tea, and was now evidently anxious to find some excuse for 
peevishness after her meal. “What is that you said about the govern- 
ment? I don’t understand." 

“Yes, you know, mama," put in Nikolai, who knew how to translate 
what was said into language suitable for his mother’s comprehension. 
“Prince A. N. Golitsin has started a society, and he is now a man of 
great influence, they say." 

“Arakcheyef and Golitsin," said Pierre, incautiously, “are now the 
real heads of the government. And what a government! They pretend to 
see plots in everything; they are afraid of their own shadows." 

“What! Prince Golitsin in any way blameworthy? He is a very fine 
man. I met him once at Marya Antonovna’s," said the countess, in an 
offended tone, and she grew still more offended because no one made 
any further reply. She went on, “Nowadays, they’re always criticizing 
everybody. What harm is there in the Gospel Society?" 

And she got up (all the rest also arose), and, with a stern face, sailed 
into the sitting room, to her own table. 


VIII 

Shortly after this the children came in to say good night. The children 
kissed everyone, the tutors and governesses bowed and left the room. 
Dessalles and his charge alone were left. The tutor whispered to the 
boy to go downstairs. 

“No, Monsieur Dessalles, I will ask my aunt to let me stay," re- 
plied Nikolusha Bolkonsky, also in a whisper. “Aunt, let me stay," 
pleaded Nikolusha, going to his aunt. His face was full of entreaty, 
excitement, and enthusiasm. 
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Princess Maria looked at him and turned to Pierre. 

“When you are here, he cannot tear himself away,” said she. 

“Monsieur Dessalles, I will bring him to you very soon; good night/* 
said Pierre, giving the Swiss gentleman his hand; and then, turning with 
a smile to Nikolusha, he said: “Really, we haven't had a chance to see 
each other. Marie, how much he is growing to resemble ...” he added, 
turning to Princess Maria. 

“My father?” asked the boy, flushing crimson, and surveying Pierre 
from head to foot with enraptured, gleaming eyes. Pierre nodded, and 
went on with his story, which had been interrupted by the children. 

Princess Maria was working on her embroidery; Natasha, without 
dropping her eyes, gazed at her husband. Nikolai and Denisof had got 
up, asked for their pipes, and were smoking and getting an occasional 
cup of tea from Sonya, who sat downcast and in gloomy silence behind 
the samovar and kept asking questions of Pierre. 

The conversation turned to the contemporary gossip about the 
higher members of the government, in which the majority of people 
usually find the chief interest in internal politics. 

Denisof, who was dissatisfied with the government on account of his 
lack of success in the service, was rejoiced to learn of the follies which, 
in his opinion, were being committed at that time at Petersburg, and 
his comments on Pierre’s remarks were made in keen and forcible 


language. ^ , , . 

Nikolai, though he had no wish at all to find fault with everything, 
as Denisof did, felt that it was a thoroughly dignified and suitable thing 
to make some criticism of the government, and he felt that the fact that 
A had been appointed minister in this department, and that B had been 
appointed governor-general of this city, and that the sovereign had said 
this or that, and this minister something else, and all sucli ihings, were 
very significant. And he considered it necessary to lake an interest in 

these things, and to ask Pierre questions. 

But Natasha, who knew her husband’s every habit and thought, saw 
that Pierre had long been vainly wishing to lead the con versa lion into 
another path, so that he might speak his mind and tell why he 
rPetersburg to consult wk his new friend, Prince kcodor, and she 

tried to help him with a question. 

How had his business with Prince Feodor succeeded? 

thfs^ame thing.” said Pierre, glancing abound 
him ”/ll see that affairs are so rotten that they cannot be allowed to 
remain so, and that it is the duty of all honorable men to oppose them 

‘WhS «n LonoraS men do?” asked Nikolai, slightly contracting 
laC sitting down, but striding through 
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the room, occasionally pausing and making rapid gestures while he 
spoke. “I say, widen the circle of the Society; let the watchword be not 
merely virtue, but also independence and activity." 

Nikolai angrily moved his chair, sat down in it, and while he listened 
to Pierre involuntarily coughed and scowled still more portentously. 

“Yes, but what is to be the object of this activity?" he cried. “And 
what position do you hold toward the government?" 

“What position? The position of helpers. The Society need not re- 
main a secret one if the government would give us its favor. It is not 
only not hostile to the government, but this society is composed of 
genuine conservatives. It is a society of gentlemen in the full meaning 
of the word. We have banded together with the single aim of the 
general welfare and the general safety." 

“Yes, but a secret society must necessarily be harmful and prejudicial 
—is bound to produce nothing but evil." 

“Why so? Did the Tugendbund, which saved Europe"— even then 
they dared not imagine that it was Russia that saved Europe— “did that 
produce anything harmful? Tugendbund— that means a society of the 
virtuous; it was love, mutual aid; it was what Christ promised on the 
cross." 

“Come, now, bwother, this Tugendbund is well enough for the 
sausage-eaters, but I don't understand it, and I don't say anything 
against it," cried Denisof, in his loud, decisive tones. “Evcwything's 
wotten, and going to wuin, I admit, but as for your Tugendbund, I 
know nothing about it, and I don't like it— give us a weal wevolt, that's 
the talkl I'll be your man." 

Pierre smiled, Natasha laughed, but Nikolai still further knitted his 
brows and tried to prove to Pierre that there was no revolution to be 
apprehended, and that all the danger of which he spoke existed only 
in his imagination. 

Pierre argued to the contrary; and, as his powers of reasoning were 
stronger and better trained, Nikolai felt that he was driven into a 
corner. This still further incensed him, since, in the bottom of his heart, 
not through any process of reasoning, but by something more potent 
than logic, he knew the indubitable truth of his opinion. 

“Well, this is what I tell you," he cried, rising, and with nervous 
motions putting his pipe in the corner and finally throwing it down. “I 
can't prove it to you. You say that everything is all rotten, and that there 
will be a revolution; I don’t see it; but you say that an oath of secrecy 
is an essential condition, and in reply to this I tell you: You are my 
best friend— you know it— but if in founding a secret society you should 
undertake anything against the administration, whatever it was— I know 
that it would be my duty to obey the administration. And if Arakcheyef 
should order me to go against you with a squadron instantly, and cut 
you down, I would not hesitate a second, but would start. So, then, 
decide as you please." 
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An awkward silence followed diese words 

Natasha was the first to speak: she took her husband's side and op- 
posed her brother. Her defense was weak and duin.sy. but her object 
was attained. The discussion was renewed on a different topic, and no 
lonpr in that hostile tone with which Nikolai's last words had been 
spoken. 

When all got up to take supper, Nikolusha Bolkonsky went to Pierre 
with pale face and gleaming, luminous eyes. 

Uncle Pierre . . . you ... no ... if my papa were alive ... he would 
agree with you, wouldn’t he?” he asked. 

Pierre suddenly realized what a peculiar, independent, complicated 
and powerful reasoning must have been operating in this lad’s mind 
during this discussion; and when he recalled what had been said, he 
felt a sense of annoyance that the lad had listened to them. However, 
he had to answer him. 

“I think so,” he said reluctantly, and left the room. 


IX 

At supper the talk no longer turned on politics and secret societies, but, 
on the contrary, proved to be particularly interesting to Nikolai, owing 
to Denisof’s bringing it round to reminiscences ol the wai of 1812, and 
here Pierre was particularly genial and diverting. And the relatives 
parted for the night on the friendliest terms. 

After supper Nikolai, having changed his clothes in his library and 
given orders to his overseer, who was waiting for him, returned in his 
dressing gown to his bedroom. He found his wife still at her desk; she 
was writing something. 

”What are you writing, Marie?” asked Nikolai. 

Princess Maria reddened. She feared that what she was writing would 
not be understood and approved by her husband. She would have pre- 
ferred to conceal it from him, but at the same time she was glad he had 
found her and that she had to tell him. 

“It is my diary, Nikolai,” said she, showing him a bluish notebook 
written in a fair, round hand. 

“A diary!” exclaimed Nikolai, with just a shade of irony in his lone, 
and he took the notebook. It was wTitten in French. 

Dec. 16. To-day, Andryusha [her oldest son], when he woke up. 
did not wish to be dressed, and ^llle. I.uise sent for me. He was 
capricious and wilful, and when 1 tried to thi eaten him he only 
grew the more obstinate and angry. T hen I took him to my room, 
left him alone, and began to help the nurse get the rest of the 
children up, but I told him that I would not love him. He was 
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silent for a long time, as if in amazement; then he jumped up, ran 
to me in nothing but his little nightshirt, and sobbed so that it was 
long before I could pacify him. It was evident that he was more 
grieved because he had troubled me than by anything elsel Then, 
when I put him to bed this evening, and gave him his card, he 
again wept pitifully, and kissed me. You can do anything with 
him through his affections. 

“What do you mean by ‘his card*?” asked Nikolai. 

“I have begun to give the older children cards in the evening, when 
they have been good.** 

Nikolai glanced into the luminous eyes that gazed at him, and con- 
tinued to turn the leaves and read. In the diary was written everything 
concerning the children’s lives that seemed important in the mother's 
eyes as expressing the character of the children, or that suggested 
thoughts concerning their education. These were, for the most part, the 
most insignificant trifles, but they did not seem so to the mother, or 
to the father when now, for the first time, he read this journal about 
his children. 

The entry for the seventeenth of December was: 

Mitya played pranks at table; papa would not let pastry be given 
to him. It was not given to him, but he looked so eagerly and long- 
ingly at the others while they were eatingl I think that the punish- 
ment of not letting him have a taste of the sweets only increases 
his greediness. Must tell Nikolai. 

Nikolai put down the book and looked at his wife. Her radiant eyes 
looked at him questioningly: Did he approve, or disapprove, of the 
diary? There could be no doubt of his approval or of his admiration for 
his wife. 

“Perhaps there was no need to do it in such a pedantic manner, per- 
haps it was not necessary at all,** thought Nikolai; but this unwearied, 
everlasting, sincere effort, the sole end and aim of which was the moral 
welfare of the children, aroused his admiration. If Nikolai could have 
analyzed his feelings, he would have discovered that the chief basis of 
'^nis firm, tender and proud love for his wife was found in his amaze- 
ment at her cordial sincerity and her spiritual nature, at that lofty 
moral world in which his wife always lived, but which for him was 
almost unattainable. 

He was proud that she was so intelligent and so good, acknowledging 
his inferiority to her in the spiritual world, and rejoicing all the more 
that she in her soul not only belonged to him but formed a part of him. 

“I approve, and thoroughly approve, my dear,** said he, with a mean- 
ing look. And, after a little silence, he added: “I have behaved very 
badly today. Pierre and I had a discussion, and I lost my temper. Yes, I 
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can't help it. He’s such a child. I don’t know what would become of 
him if Natasha did not hold him in leading strings. Can you imagine 
why he went to Petersburg? They have started there a . . . ” 

“Yes, I know,” interrupted Princess Maria. “Natasha told me 
about it.” 

“Well, then, you must know,” pursued Nikolai, growing hot at tlie 
mere memory of the quarrel, “he wanted to make me believe tliat it is 
the duty of every honorable man to go against the government, even 
though he has taken the oath of allegiance. ... I am sorry you were not 
there. But they were all against me— Denisof and Natasha. . . . Natasha 
is ludicrous. You know how she keeps him under her shoe, but when 
there is anything to be decided, she can’t speak her own mind at all. 
She simply says what he says,” added Nikolai, giving way to that vague 
tendency which men have to criticize their nearest and best friends. 
Nikolai forgot that, word for word, what he said about Natasha might 
be said about him and his wife. 

“Do you know, Marie,” said he, “Ilya Mitrofanitch”-this was their 
manager— “came today from our Tambof estate, and told me that they 
would give eighty thousand for the foiest there.” 

And Nikolai, with animated face, began to speak about the possibil- 
ities of very soon being able to buy back Otradnoye. If only I live ten 
years longer, I will leave the children ... in a splendid position.” 

Princess Maria listened to her husband and understood all that he 
said to her. She knew that when he thus thought aloud, he sometimes 
asked her what he had said, and was vexed to find that she had been 
thinking of something else. But she had to use great effort, for she was 
not in the least interested in what he said. Princess Maria's soul was 
always striving toward the Infinite, the Eternal, the Absolute, and there- 
fore she could never rest content. Her face always wore the stern expres- 
sion of a soul kept in high tension by suffering, and became a burden 


to the body. 

Nikolai gazed at her. 

“My GodI What would happen to us if she should die, as it some- 
times seems must be when her face has that expression, he said to 
himself, and, stopping in front ol the icons, lie began to repeat 
evening prayers. 


Natasha and her husband, left alone, also talked as only wife and 
husband can talk, namely, with extraordinary clearne,* ami swdtne^. 
recognizing and communicating each other s houghis. by a rncthem 
erntfarv to all logic, without the aid of reasoning syllogisms, and de- 
Tedom. but wil absolute freedom. Natasha had become so used to 
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talking thus freely with her husband that the surest sign, in her mind, 
that something was wrong between them was for Pierre to give a logical 
turn to his arguments with her. When he began to bring proofs and to 
talk with calm deliberation, and when she, carried away by his example, 
began to do the same, she knew they were surely on the verge of a 
quarrel. 

From the moment that they were entirely alone, and Natasha with 
wide, happy eyes went quietly up to him, and, suddenly, with a swift 
motion, taking his head between both her hands, pressed it to her 
breast, and said: “Now, you are all mine, minel You can't gol''— from 
that moment bc^an the intimate dialogue, contrary to all the laws of 
logic— contrary simply because the talk ran at one and the same time 
upon such absolutely different topics. This simultaneous consideration 
of many things did not prevent their clearly understanding each other; 
on the contrary, it was the surest sign that they understood each other. 

As in a vision everything is illusory, absurd, and incoherent, except 
the feeling which is the guide of the vision, so in this iniercoiirsc, so 
contrary to all the laws of logic, the phrases uttered were not logical 
and clear, while the feeling that guided them was. 

Natasha told Pierre about her brother's mode of life, how she had 
suffered and found it impossible to live while he, her husband, was 
absent, and how she had grown fonder than ever of Marie, and how 
Marie was in every respect better than she was. 

In saying this, Natasha was genuine in her acknowledgment that 
she saw Marie's superiority, but, at the same time, in saying this she 
claimed from Pierre that he should still prefer her to Marie and all 
other women, and now again, especially after he had been seeing 
many women in Petersburg, that he should assure her of this fact. 

Pierre, in answering Natasha's words, told her how unendurable it 
was for him to go to dinners and parties with ladies. 

“I had really forgotten how to talk wuth the ladies," said he. “It was 
simply Rhorc. Especially when I was so busy." 

Natasha gazed steadily at him and went on: 

“Mariel She is so lovelyl" said she. “How well she knows how to 
-treat the children! It seems as if she read their very souls! Last evening, 
for example, little Mitya began to be contrary ..." 

“But how like his father he is!" interrupted Pierre. 

Natasha understood why he made this remark about the likeness 
between Mitenka and Nikolai: The remembrance of his discussion 
with his brother-in-law was disagreeable to him, and he wanted to hear 
her opinion of it. 

“Nikolai has the weakness of not accepting anything unless it is 
received by everyone. But I know you set a special value on this to find 
a new approach," said she, repeating words once spoken by Pierre. 

“No; the main thing is, Nikolai looks on thought and reasoning as 
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amusement, almost as a waste of time,” said Pierre. “Now he is collect- 
ing a library, and he has made it a rule never to buy a new book until 
he had read thiough what he has already bought— Sismondi and Rous- 
seau and Montesquieu,” added Pierre, with a smile. “Why, you know 
him as well as I do. He began to modiiy his vv^ords, but Natasha inter- 
rupted him, giving him to understand that this was unnecessary. 

“So you think that he considers pure thought trifling.” 

“Yes, and for me everything else is trifling. All the time I was in 
Petersburg it seemed to me as if 1 saw all men in a dream. When I am 
engaged in thinking, then everything else seems a sheer waste of time.” 

“Ahl What a pity that I did not see you greet the children!” said 
Natasha. “Which one do you love most of all? l.isa, 1 suspect.” 

Yes, said Pierre; and he wcni on with what was engrossing his 
attention. . . . “Nikolai says we have no business to think. Well, 1 can't 
help it. Not to mention that I felt in Petersburg-I can tell yoi/-that if 
it were not for me, everything, all our sch(‘me, would go to pieces; 
everyone was pulling in his own direction. Hut 1 succeeded in uniting 
all parties, ancl, besides, my idea is so sim})le and clear. You see. I don't 
say that we ought to act in opposition to this one or that one. We may 
be deceived. But I say: Let those who love what is right join hands, 
and let our whole watchword be action ancl virtue. Piince Sergii is a 
splendid man and very intelligent.” 

Natasha had no doubt that Pierre's idea was grand, but one thing 
confused her. This was that he was her husband. “(]an it be that a man 
so important, so necessary to the world, can at the same time be rny 
husband? How did this ever come about?” 

She wanted to express this doubt to him. “No matter who should 
decide this question, he would be so much more intelligent than all of 
them, wouldn’t he?” she asked herself, and in her imagination she re- 
viewed the men who were very important to Pierre. None of these men, 
judging by his own story, had had such an important eflcct on him 
as Platon Karatayef. 

“Do you know what I was thinking about?” she asked. . . . “About 
Platon Karatayef! How about him? Would he approve, now.*' 

Pierre was not at all surprised at this c|ucstion. He understood the 
trend of his wife's thoughts. 

“Platon Karatayef?” he repeated, and pondered, apparently honestly 
endeavoring to realize what Karatayef s opinion would be. He would 
not understand, but still I think he would aj)provc. Yes! 

“I love you awfully much!” said Natasha, suddenly. Awfully I 

Awfullyl” 

'*No, he would not approve,” said Pierre, after a little reconsideration. 
“What he would approve w'ould he this domestic life of ouis. He so 
liked to see beauty, happiness, repose, in everything, and I would be 
proud if I could show him ourselves. Now you talk about parting! But 
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you cannot understand what a strange feeling 1 have for you after 
being separated from you." 

“Why, was it “ began Natasha. 

“No, not that. I will never stop loving you. It would be impossible to 
love you more; but this is peculiar. . . . Well, yes!" 

But he did not finish, because their eyes met and said the rest. 

“What nonsense," suddenly cried Natasha, “to say that the honey- 
moon and real happiness are only during the first part of the time! On 
the contrary, now is the best of all. If only you would never go away 
from me! Do you remember how we quarreled? And I was always the 
one at fault. Always I. But as to what we quarreled about, I am sure I 
don't remember!” 

“Always about one thing," said Pierre, smiling. “Jealo— " 

“No, don't mention it, I can't endure it,” cried Natasha, and a cold, 
cruel light flashed into her eyes. “Did you see her?" she added after a 
little silence. 

“No, and if I had seen her I wouldn't have recognized her." 

They were both silent. 

“Ah! Do you know, when you were talking in the library, I was 
looking at you," pursued Natasha, evidently trying to drive away the 
cloud that had suddenly risen. “Well, you and our little boy are as 
alike as two drops of water." “Our little boy" was what she called her 
son. “It is time for me to go to him. . . . I'm sorry to have to go!” 

They were silent for several seconds. Then suddenly they turned to 
each other, and each began to make some remark at the same instant. 

Pierre began with self-confidence and impulsive warmth, Natasha 
with a quiet, blissful smile. Their words colliding, they both stopped to 
give each other the road, so to speak. 

“No, what was it? Tell me! Tell me!" 

“No, you tell me— what I was going to say was only nonsense,” said 
Natasha. 

Pierre went on with what he had begun to say. It was a continuation 
of his self-congratulatory opinion concerning the success of his visit at 
Petersburg. It seemed to him at that moment that he was called to give 
a new direction to all Russian society and to the whole world. 

“I was only going to say that all ideas that have portentous conse- 
quences are always simple. My whole idea consists in this: That if all 
vicious men are bound together and constitute a force, then all honor- 
able men ought to do the same. How simple that is!” 

“Yes.” 

“And what were you going to say?" 

“Only a bit of nonsense!" 

“No, tell me what it was!" 

“Oh, nothing, a mere trifle!" said Natasha, beaming with a still more 
radiant smile. “I was only going to say something about Petya: Today 
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the nurse was going to take him from me. He began to laugh» ^en 
scowled a little and clung to me. Evidently he thought he was going to 
play peek-a-boo . . . awfully cunning. . . . There he is cryingl Well, 
good-byl” and she left the room. 


At the same time, below in Nikolusha's apartment, in his bedroom, 
the night lamp was burning as always-the lad was afraid of the dark- 
ness and they could not break him of this fear. Dessalles was sleeping 
high on his four pillows, and his Roman nose gave forth the measured 
sounds of snoring. 

Nikolusha, who had just awakened from a nap, in a cold perspiration, 
with wide-open eyes sat up in bed and was looking straight ahead. 

A strange dream had awakened him. In his dream he had seen him- 
self and Pierre in helmets such as the men wore in his edition of 
Plutarch. He and his Uncle Pierre were marching forward at the head 
of a tremendous army. This army was composed of white, slanting 
threads, filling the air, like the cobwebs which float in the autumn, and 
which Dessalles called le fil de la Vierge—ihe Virgin’s thread. 

Before them was glory, just exactly like these threads, only much 
stouter. They— he and Pierre— were borne on lightly and joyously, ever 
nearer and nearer to their goal. Suddenly the threads that moved them 
began to slacken, to grow confused; it became trying. And his Uncle 
Nikolai stood in front of them in a stern and threatening posture. 

“What have you been doing?” he demanded, pointing to his broken 
sealing wax and pens. “I loved you, but Arakcheycf has given me the 
order, and I will kill the first who advances.” 

Nikolusha looked around for Pierre, but Pierre was no longer there. 
In place of Pierre was his own father, Prince Andrei, and his father had 
no shape or form; but there he was, and in looking at him Nikolusha 
felt the weakness of love: he felt himself without strength, without 
bones— as it were, liquid. His father petted him and pitied him. But 
his Uncle Nikolai came ever closer and closer to him. Horror seized 
Nikolusha and he awoke. 

“Father,” he thought. “Fatherl” (Although there were in the house 
two excellent portraits, Nikolusha had never imagined Prince Andrei 
is existing in human form.) “My father was with me and caressed me. 
de approved of me. He approved of Uncle Pierre. Whatever he says 1 
will do. All will know me, all will love me, all will praise me.” 

And suddenly Nikolusha felt the sobs fill his chest, ancl he burst into 
tears. 

“Are you ill?” asked Dessalles’ voice. 

“No,” replied Nikolusha, and he lay back on his pillow. “He is good 
and kind, I love him,” he said to himself, of Dessalles; but Uncle 
Pierrel Oh, what a wonderful manl But my latherl My father! My 
father! Yes, I will do whatever he would approve* 



